





Shells on Sydney : Massacre in Melbourne

A Thrilling Novel that may forecast the future

By ERLE COX
Author of *“Out of the Silence”

Breaking a silence of over twenty years the author of that
great and vital novel “Out of the Silence”, here presents a
tensely exciting and possibly prophetic novel—"Fools' Har-
vest” in which the author sounds the warning to Aus-

tralians that the protective isolation of our Commonwealth
exists no longer.

In a swiftly moving novel, dramatically presented, Erle Cox
shows how readily a Fools' Paradise may become a Fools'
Harvest of national humiliation and defeat.

Military possibilities are not greatly exaggerated and this
story of Australia’s peril from a predatory power, shows on
what slender support our present possession rests.

“Fools’ Harvest” demonstrates that an ounce of prepared-
ness is worth tons of belated courage and heroic self
sacrifice; and that safety consists in being forearmed.

“War of the Future” has been used previously as the
medium for sensational fiction but never so skilfully nor to
capture the readers’ interest so completely.

“Fools’ Harvest” is worthy of the pen of the man who
wrote “Out of the Silence.”
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PROLOGUE

In presenting this transcript of the Walter Burton
manusecript for publication, the editors desire to remind
the reader that ils main value lies in its being the
longest of the fourteen authentic personal narratives
extant descriptive of the Australian debacle of 1939.
1t should be regarded as supplementary, only, to Major
General Marsden’s “ Australian Tragedy,’’ in which the
military story of the invasion is dealt with, and to
““The Struggle for the Pacific,”’ by Peel and Everard,
who treat the subject from the viewpoint of inter-
national historians. It must be remembered that, at the
time he wrote, Burton was almost entirely ignorant of
the great events that were taking place outside of
Australia. His eonjectures were governed largely by
local conditions, and coloured by an appalling environ-
ment. His assumptions were, therefore, at times either
partially or totally inaccurate.

Taking into consideration his obvious handicaps,
however, it is remarkable how nearly Burton’s con-
jectures do approach the facts. Moreover, in every
instance in whieh it is possible to check his narrative
in detail, his statements are fully supported, though
in many places his dates are open to correction. This
chronological haziness is due, probably, to the difficulty
he experienced in writing up his diary regularly.
That he succeeded in keeping a continuous record of
his experiences at all, in the ecircumstances, reflects
the determination of his character. We have allowed
his dates to stand as written, rather than make eor-
rections that may distract the reader’s interest from
his story. For this reason, too, explanatory comment
has been inserted in the text in brackets.
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Why Burton retained these longhand pages must
remain an insoluble mystery. They suggest that
Fergus Graham could never have examined the papers
carefully, or he would certainly have destroyed them.
Although economy of space in using ghorthand in
writing his story may have influenced Burton, there
ecan be no doubt that his primary motive was secrecy.
His training as 4 journalist enabled him to use a
seript that would be most likely to baffle any agent
of the ¢«Paramount Power’’ into whose hands the
story may have fallen. It is evident from the first
chapter of the narrative that, jn 1948, Burton Wwas
engaged in «gubversive activities”’—that comprehen-
sive offence that filled so many graves. The ruthless
methods adopted by the «paramount Power”’ in pre-
venting the truth of conditions in Australia reaching
the outside world must have made either the writing
or the possession of the record a perilous undertaking.
The condition of the manuseript itself bears grim
evidence of the days of its origin. There are more
than twenty different kinds and gizes of paper, which
was probably filched by Burton from any available
source. It varies between common wrapping paper
and some fifty leaves that were evidently torn from
a ledger. With the exception of some half a dozen
pages in ink, the entire story is written in penecil.
This is so faint in places that chemical means Were
necessary to restore it for {ranseription. Burton used,
evidently as an extra precaution, three systems 0O
ghorthand. This, and the condition of the papers,
greatly inereased the difficulty of transeription, an
we are deeply indebted to M. J. H. Stevens, the
Government shorthand expert, for the care he has
taken in the long and arduous work.
Unfortunately, the inferior quality of some of the
paper used by Burton, ecombined with time and damp-
ness, have damaged a few passages of the script
beyond repair. In these instances We have filled in
the blanks as carefully as possible by following the
reading of the text. After careful consideration, We
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a suspect; otherwise he must then have shared the

fate of his friend, Clifford, which 18 an example of

the policy adopted by the anthorities that suspicion
and guilt were synonymous.

However, it is apparent that Walter Burton became
one of the thousands of desperate men who held that
death was preferable to life under the «Pgramount
Power.”” The loss of his wife and child had converted
him into a fierce and relentless enemy of the oppres-
sion. His life in the labour camp at Carrington adde
to his hatred. Apparently, for several years he had
disassociated himself from Fergus Graham, and his
dearly loved gister, Liynda Graham, so as to save them
from any suspicion of being involved in his patriotie
and dangerous plots. He must have been lonely as
well as desperate. One cannot but fecl that, in the
end, he must have welcomed death when it came.
At that time, Australia had still to undergo another
14 years of bumiliation and abasement, before its relief
by the Pacific Protocol of 1966, when a bare 2,000,000
of its former population of 7,000,000 white inhabitants
survived to face, undaunted, the task of rebuilding
the nation.
JAMES LOGAN, Professor of History.
MARTIN T. THOMS, M.A.

University of Canberra,
July 15, 1975.
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CHAPTER L

« And were there really shops full of lollies and
toys once upon a time, Uncle Wally?”’ Rex asked
dubiously.

«Plenty of them, towhead,”” I told him.

He raised his head from my shoulder against
which he had been snuggling, and turned for econ-
firmation of the amazing statement to Lynda. As
such an idea belonged to the realms of fairy tales in
his mind, his appeal to his mother was to unimpeach-
able authority.

Lynda, looking up from her knitting, nodded her
head and added, ‘‘And perhaps we shall have them
again sometime, darling.”’ Then seeing the few
wretched little sweets T had given him, she charged
me with spoiling her son—uneconscious of the pathos
of the indictment.

‘“What’s spoiling?”’ He was at the age when
every new word demanded elucidation.

‘i9omething you, at least, will never suffer from,”’
I told him.

Just then the long-drawn wail of a steam siren
came from the mills by the distant wharf. To a
thousand men it was a summons to another night of
toil. Lynda put aside her knitting and stood up.
“‘Tight o’clock, Rexy boy, bed time!’”’ She held out
her hands. With an obedience that was part nature
and part training, he slipped off my knees. He
bestowed rather a sticky kiss, first on his father and
then on me, and turned to his mother. Fergus and
I watched them until Lynda closed the door of the
next room behind her.

We sat staring at the smouldering heap of smoky
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was built from; that gynthetic muck that Lynda is
using to knit undies for the boy, while they take all
our wool; and you, mind you Fergus, are lucky in
this luxury because you had the good fortune to have
trained as a metallurgist, and they want your brains.’’

“Tt’s you who have the right to grouse, Wally.
Lyn worries about .your camp life.

«“Pah! what matter about me,”’ T said. ‘“We men
can stand it, though the yoke does gall. I'm on day
ghift, not as an act of mercy, but becanse I have a
certain value in these as a working animal,”” and I
held out my blackened and calloused hands. ‘‘No,
it’s the Lyndas and the Rexes of our world who do
the suffering. I tell you Fergus—"’

Lynda’s re-entry cut me short. She went to her
chair quietly and took up her work. Then before
her fingers began to weave she looked from ome to
the other of us. Then she smiled. “What is it that
is so important I may mnot hear it?”’

Fergus turned a sympathetic eye on me. ‘“Sorry
Lyn,”’ 1 said, ‘“We got talking about twenty-eight
south and one hundred and twenty-nine east, and all
that.”’

«Wally, why will you talk of it?’ she gently,
“it only hurts.”’

«“Oh!"” I exclaimed, “Don’t T know how you two
try to help. I do understand, and God knows I am
grateful, but my dears, if I don’t talk, do you imagine
I don’t think? That first day is with me in every
waking hour.”’

Fergus looked, and I have no doubt felt, uncom-
fortable. He hates it to be known that he has been
helping anyone. Lyn stretched out her hand, and
patted my patched dungaree knee. ‘‘Talk of some-
thing else, Wally,”” she pleaded.

«T am sorry Lyn, for letting myself go,”” T said
contritely. ‘‘But it was thinking of Rex and you
that started me off. I was wondering what he would
think later on.”’

““He’ll stick it out, like two other men 1 know,”’
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she smiled.
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ears to endure before the evacuation. Yon could

. en.l’

s ‘I:GE;Lvlrlacuation!” I snorted. ‘‘Liynda, we’ve got to
face the fact soomer OT later. There is not going to
be any evacuation.’

«But the Treaty of Berlin!”’ she gasped, her glance
going from me to Fergus. : e

He nodded his head. “‘I'm afraid Wally is right.”’

«But how could they » her voice broke.

“TLyn, old girl,”” I said, ¢iywe must recognise NOw
that so far as Australia is concerned, the Treaty of
Berlin was a complete washout. At the time the
Powers gave the P.P. twenty years’ right of occupa-
tion during the period of rehabilitation, each of them
knew it would be permanent. The clause was a SOp
to their consciences. Think for a moment! Who is
going to enforce the evacuation obligation? Not
Berlin or Rome—their people wouldn’t allow another
war, for one thing. Can Britain, even with the best
will in the world? Russia has too much internal
trouble to bother about anything else. And, as for
the United States, they’ll utter pious platitudes, and
£all back on the national policy of non-intervention.
No! we’re finished!”’

[Burton did less than justice to the United States.
Washington was fully aware of the danger arising
from the twenty years’ oceupation clause. It was with
the object of ultimately enforcing it that the Pan-
American Confederation was formed, which made the
evacuation of Australia the leading plank in its
policy of control of the Pacifie—a policy that bore
fruit in 1966.—Eds.]

“Yes,”’ added Fergus, ¢‘and the deuce of it is that
the P.P. can use the evidence of the American Com-
missions of Inspection to prove their justification for
sitting tight. They are treating us with kindness and
generosity, and we are repaying them with savage
hostility, and are totally unfitted to govern ourselves.”’
i ‘_‘é’m afraid this is a nasty shock for you, Lynda,”

said.
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She smiled up at us both. ‘“Not so much a
would think. I suppose we all thought it beforeS zf.ﬁ
have not put it into words.”’ ’

That was like my sister. Her pluck was always
unconquerable, and I never knew her try to dodge
an issue, however disagreeable. T think the hard
knocks only welded her closer to Fergus.

“I'm afraid,”” I said, “‘I’ll have to make a move
to the camp. My permit is only till 10.30, and the
bhght.ers: will cancel it for keeps if I'm late.”

“Wait,”” Lyn said, jumping up. ‘I have some
scones.’’

“Not on your life,”” I laughed. ““I’'m not ecating
your scones. You two would give your hides to feed
me,“but you're not going to.”’

“Oh! ,Wallyl” she was a little hurt at my refusal.

Don’t be sore with me, Lyn,” I protested. I
knov:r you want me to have them. If you and Fergus
won't have them Rex must. He is more important
than T am.”

::But I made them for you,”’ she pleaded.

And I am sure you did. But ” my eyes fell
ttm her knitting, ‘‘How many meals did you go without
0 buy that wretched wool substitute for towhead’s
undies? Now, the truth!’’

‘I‘Jyn 100k,e,d guilty. ‘““He must have his elothes.”
i Surely!”” I answered, ““and therefore you and
: gus must develop a streak of lean in your physical

acon, and yet you want me to eat your scones. No,

my dear girl! Hon y ones.
newest motto.”’ esty before social polish is my

Fergus grinned at me d i e
g 3 , understanding. He’s a
o heig,.”Lyn, and it will take more than you to

“Oh! i
B e You men!”’ She resigned herself to the

“But Wally, please don’t wri i
4 rite anything,’’
'he“aiﬁlﬁeg,iv?tummg womanlike to another problegm.
myself for no promises, dear.”” I stood up, nerving

the real reason of my visit. g
; yavagrt. iyt
something to say that wil] huet & bit,"? e
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d silent, and waiting. 4

“S‘}fl[?uf tggraid I will have to cut out my visits to
you—at least for a while.”

She put out her hand in appeal. ’ ; :

«you know,”” I hurried on, ‘‘I'm mixed up in
things we don’t talk about, apd the r}sk of bringing
suspicion on you and Fergus is not fair. My coming
here is too dangerous for you.”’ :

“But you’re not suspect?’’ Her voice caught, and

ame to her eyes.
feal("%onesﬂy’ Lyn, I think not.” I reassured }1er.
«You know how careful we are, and the precautions
we take. If they suspected me I should have been
picked out before now. But the risk is always there.
Sooner or later—well, we can’t afford to take risks.”’

“Were you followed?”’ asked Fergus anxiously.

“Yes,”” I laughed, ‘‘but that is mere routine.
Every man who is given leave at night has a trailer.
Mine’s cooling his heels outside, and, by dove! T'm
going back through the swamp, and I'll make them
cooler before he has finished with me.”’

“Well, perhaps,’”’ Lynda said wistfully, ‘““you can
send us messages through Bob Clifford.”

I was afraid of that, but T had to tell them. ‘‘You
will have to know sooner or later, Liyn. They got
Clifford this afternoon.”

Fergus rose to his feet with a curse on his lips,
and he was a man who seldom used ‘‘language.”” Lyn
covered her eyes with her hands. ‘‘Has he been——""
The word would not eome to her lips.

““No,”” I replied, ‘‘but it’s almost worse. They
have drafted him for the Yampi mines.”’

“Have you seen anything or is it hearsay?’’ asked
Fergus.

“I saw him in the gang as they were being marched
to the transport. We just looked at one another. It
was too dangerous to give any sign of recognition.
But I feel certain he knew that I understood,”” I
explained.

“Did you hear what happened,’’ asked Liyn. There
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were tears in her eyes.

“Just the usual thing. He and about t
: wenty-five
others were called out at afternoon muster, and{vere
marched to the transport direct. No trial or explana.

ter that they had been drafted for Yampi.”

said Fergus, thoughtfully.

““Most likely,”” I replied.
never admit anything. Still, when a hole thirty feet
long is blown .below the waterline of a perfectly new
15,000 ton, cruiser while she is lying at her moorings,
We mustn’t be_ surprised if some nasty-minded officer
of the P.P. tries to connect us with the joyful event.
Have you heard anything about it, Fergus?”’

_ He shook his head.
With the PP. but I have picked up enough of the
language to overhear that they are boiling with rage
about their beastly ship. I think they must have lost
about seventy men ag well, from seraps of indignation
I hear.” \

i And we’ll pay the price, more or less,”’ I added.

But it’s worth it.”

Lynda put her hand on my arm.
you-»_.?°
But Fergus cut her short. “N i
A o questions Tiynda,
Tow or ever. By heaven! Wally I'Il help—"
v, Youll do nothing of the kind,”” T interrupted.
Remem

ber the rule, and it is cast i :
1 ; st iron, we’ll have
Do married men in the game.’’ ,

“But——"" he he
L gan,
“No ‘buts’ old man,’

“Wally were

0 speak, and they
L st consciousness, she screamed to

“Ann Bell only diq what any of us would do,”

- 8ald Lynda softly. < : :
; k“m silent.*’ yThen arry did a braver thing by

: ] she placed her hang throuch
Fergus’ arm and 1ookeq up at him with a queer little

tions. The yard Commandant announced to the mus- |
““That cruiser husiness last week, T suppose,” |

“But of course they

“You know T don’t hobnoh |
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smile on her lips and went on, ‘‘Darling, if you ever
bought my life at that price I would spit in your face
before I died of shame for my husband.’”” And we
both knew she meant it. But that is what the P.P.
had made of our men and our women.

““Anyway Lym, dear,”’ I said, ‘“You must see that
I have to keep clear of you both.”’

She nodded. ‘‘I'll have to practise what I preach.
Good-bye, dearest, and God guard you.”” She put
her arms about me and kissed me.

Fergus came to the door with me. ‘‘About that
trailer of yours,’”” he whispered, “You won’t——"’
he paused.

““No,”” T reassured him. ‘‘I had thought of it, but
it would be too obvious. Not to-night at any rate.
I know who he is, and we can do it some other time.
I'll take him a dance in the swamp, and with luek he
might get pneumonia. Anyway, we have him on the
list of pests, and it’s only a question of time before
his name is struck off.”’

He wrung my hand. ‘‘Good night and good luck
old man. Try to get news of yourself through to us.”’

“It’s a promise,’” I replied, and walked off slowly
towards the camp to give my follower time to sight
me. It is a remarkable coincidence that fou;- evenings
later he was accidentally run down and killed by a
motor lorry on the Maitland Road.
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;])cfbolv]vlé) utll‘;lagedy into writing I had no iI()ica t]fa:tiﬁ
i Wprove so strenuous. Dodging the “‘blow-
|l s e call the P.P. spies in our camp home at
housing o with its barbed wire walls and primitive
ey g,Altalf beﬁn the least of my troubles since I
R e
v ¢ 1t3 ot include a writing room
supoprig ltfs amenities. Much less did they eon%ider a |
¥ of writing paper necessary. Letters from with- |

0 .
ut are not regarded with favour by the powers that |

be.
The few that reach us are carefully read and |

tested wi i
ith echemicals for unauthorised communications |

bef

Wa;)éebg;i?i are handed over—if ever. Letters out-
‘more 1'ig0r(:-uare subject—few as they are, to an even
lected so farsilscmtmy' Such paper as I have col-
the early Partas E een obtained by methods which, in
ceriminal. To-da(;r 1191‘3; Ez)’k:[u‘a’h'o111c_1 have regarded as

: on dey

game of chance with the odc{)s agysiisf i(]lllzlséﬁlgt)%ras :

No St o
and tﬁoleii‘“’ sufficient paper with which to begin
S ﬁndreme%y illicit lead pencils, the problen;
igproach to c%rgface in which o use them with any
shack mates, tho Dﬁ't' Fortunately, I can trust my
1ot add to thei ugh my execursion into literature does
Perhaps a descrti'p’fgﬁfg?-ﬂor R Lhat matter
the difficulties. O the camp will better explain
8 0

;o0 low ground, that is a bog in winter and a

in sum ;
10 £t and 8 #1. h?gelf Each iron shack is 10 ft. by

oo On the walls on eit i
re fixed three superimposed bun?:l}lgrff liln?id%f

ur shacks are laid out in orderly

FOOLS' HARVEST 23

The 4 ft. space between them is bare. Since we own
nothing but the clothes we stand in, the absence of
wardrobes is mo hardship. Although there are six
bunks in each shack the registered inhabitants number
twelve. They are conducted on the Box and Cox
System. The day shift sleeps in them at night and
vice versa.

To the north we would have had a fine view of
the Hunter were not the wharf that forms the
boundary oeccupied by a barbed wire protected plat-
form decorated with machine guns. They added a
wire netting screen after some choice spirits among
us knocked out a few of the machine gun guards with
stones during the hours of darkness. To the east a
similar platform sereens the town of Newecastle from
view, while the machine guns provide for a cross
fire down the streets of the camp ghould the need
arise—as it has on three occasions. The south side
is built up with a maze of electrified wire, and on
the west are the works once known as the Broken
Hill Proprietary Steel Mills. The 200 yard passage
between the camp and the mills where we work is
also heavily protected on both sides by barbed wire
lest we lose our way between the works and our camp.

However, I have found that, by leaving the door
of our shack slightly open at night, a ray from the
guard light nearest us gives sufficient light by which
to write. Beyond inventing new adjectives to qualify
the word ‘‘fool’”’ my shack mates raise no objection to
my writing. Anything done against rules is some-
thing of an entertainment to them, and as my activi-
ties amount to a capital offence they are prepared to
put up with any inconvenience to help me. Indeed,
when they learned the subject of my work, most of
them became enthusiastic helpers, and I am indebted
to them for supplying personal experiences and infor-
mation I would not have obtained otherwise. There
are men in the camp from every part of Australia.
From among them I have been able to collect many
details beyond the reach of my personal experience.
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Should this crazy shorthand of mine ever come to
be tramseribed, my sympathies go out to him who
undertakes the job. Whoever he may be, he can take
my word for it that in the writing of it and in the
concealment of the manuseript, a dozen men are rigk-
ing their lives daily, until the time comes when we
can find means to pass it on to an American Commis-
sion of Inspection, or failing that, convey it to the
safekeeping of my brother-in-law, Fergus Graham.

One of the perennial sources of argument in the
eamp is the origin of our slavery. Strange as it may
seem, there is very little bitterness in the disputes, nor
is there much personal feeling. We have all gone
beyond that stage. Hate and a cold implacable lust
for vengeance there are in plenty, but it is all directed
against the Paramount Power. Somehow, we all seem
to recognise the fact that the blame cannot be laid
at the door of any individual or any Government, or
public body. As I said to Fergus Graham only a
fortnight ago, each one of us must shoulder his share
of the obliquy. Its root was in our own smug self-
satisfaction. We wanted ease, we wanted a high
standard of living, we wanted a white Australia, and
we wanted to keep it for people of British birth
only. We closed our eyes resolutely to the truth
that the ease and the high standard of living had
to be sacrificed if we were to hold the more precious
portions of our heritage.

With that useless and tragic wisdom that comes
after the event we can recognise now the warning
after warning that went unheeded. Whoever tried
to open our eyes Was a warmonger or a scaremonger
- an ﬂ’f to grind. No public man dared raise his
pic e int e fallacy of high wages, vast expenditure
. ”@r: welfare, or against our besotted addiction

M?s . The Leftists, the ‘“‘parlor pinks” and all

neir tribe arranged themselves with every form of
—lsome sound, some rotten to the core—to
: _mal attempts at adequate defence measures.
ko defence represented militarism and
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profiteering armament interests. And we were caught
in the storm almost naked. Gad! but they have paid
the price of finding out since then.

Even though we had been told early in 1939 what
was brewing in the north, I doubt if we would
have accepted the story as being within the bounds
of possibility. I think we were a people of fundamen-
tally decent instinets then, who would not believe it
possible that other peoples would commit acts we
would not permit to enter our own minds. Had any
one man known the truth, and preached it from
end to end of Australia, he would have been branded
as a scaremonger. Put into words the great plot
would seem too fantastic for credence.

We know now it was true. DBut then, how was
it possible to believe that three Great Powers would
conspire to kill and rob one. Was it credible that
by carefully thought out plans, the attack, without
warning, would be synchronised throughout the whole
world. Even allowing this, would anyone dream that
the sworn ally of the victim would desert its friend in
the day of peril. PBut above all could anyone conceive
the grim humor of one of the three bandit Powers
double crossing the other two, and helping itself
to the choicest spoils while the other two did the
fighting. We in Australia are like the laughing hyena
in that we have very little to laugh about. Neverthe-
less there is something to smile at in reflecting on
the feelings of the two when they found that they
had been swindled by their accomplice. It will be
a lasting regret to me that what the two wolves said
to the jackal when they learned the truth will not
be known.

[Burton died too soon. All that the two wolves
said to the jackal will be found in Peel and Everard’s
“The Struggle for the Pacific.’”’ They never forgave
the ‘‘Paramount Power’’ for its treachery, and stood
aside when the Pan-American Confederation took
punitive action in 1966.—Eds.] ;

But our ignorance of what was actually coming



26 FOOLE HARVEST

cannot be offered as an excuse. I belong to the

bodied the greatest joke of the ages—'‘the war to

were caught off their guard in 1914, just as we were
in 1939. But they had had sufficient sense to have

piling up armaments, we were fiddling about with
plants for war rt}atfarlal, and entirely neglecting our
man power. This in the face of the certainty that

Australia would be in the thick of it. I suppose it
is natural for my generation to blame those doddering
_ idiots of 1918 with their crazy policy of self deter-
mination for small nations. They hadn’t the sense
2(;03:}3 that in forming thousands of miles of new
e vlvers in Europe they were creating a new cause
ik ar in every single mile of them. Then there
g tf.’rmany left without a colony, and the League
o ations—almost as rich a joke as the war to
centuwar. Queer that our civilisation of the 20th
Lry Wwas then as blind as one day old pups.
ooking back to the early months of 1939, our
complacency had something in it that now

80 far from Euro i

r pe, we could not recognise that
our ](;v;n il;lterests were as involved in evem;gs there as
mennr A i:fortwe had been in the midst of them. It was
sl ;mg that we were the least military con-
o yeaz?se? 1:;.. in the world. The first Great War was
men. Wee ;?)ingssferhi“niggem” B e
-kh;qr:, iy e - new they had been great
; .Egorgadraﬂ;her than an actual faet. All their
ﬂchhnm el e_enbdone ab_road. Such marks as the
2 effacedeflrl{l)mmégg(}wes a'i‘ll(} homes had almost

2er ry. e war m

m to us only stones. Our Australia a:elﬁ:[:lensg

generation that missed the first Great War that em. |

# e ! L
end war.”” Our parents, in disregarding the warnings,

every available man in Australia under some kind |
of mgltary training. Their organisation was ready. |
But in 1939, with the whole world still feverishly

the next fight would be in the Pacific, and that |

appears almost grotesque. Our trouble was that, being :

fighting itself was a page
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safe, so inviolable. Yet all the time we were hanging
like a ripe fruit for any hand to pluck. It reminds
me of those lines of Kipling in ‘‘The Ballad of the
Clampherdown’’—
“‘Tt was our warship ‘Clampherdown’
That carried an armor-belt;
But fifty feet at stern and how
Lay bare as the paunch of the Purser’s sow,
To the hail of the Nordenfeldt.”

Australia was like the Clampherdown. Everything
outside the range of a few fort guns was ‘“‘bare as
the paunch of the purser’s sow’’ to all comers. The
armor-belt was narrow and weak, and our Clampher-
down’s guns were undermanned. But we appointed
a lot of advisory eouncils.

God! the folly of it!

Spring was coming in with September—and so
was the Paramount Power; a bare three weeks away.
We were talking about such vital matters as football
finals. I have tried often to remember any one
thing worth doing in life that I did during Septem-
ber, 1939, before that Saturday morning. But I can
remember mothing. I went to talkies I suppose;
yarned about the coming yachting season oT the
surfing; went to the office and did my work. I
remember the State Parliament was in recess, so I
was having a fairly easy time at the office, because
of it. I know Gwen—the first time I have written
that name in nine years—was dividing her time
between our boy and the garden of our home on Bal-
moral Heights, overlooking Middle Harbor. As I
write a queer incident comes to my mind. I suppose
I had jumped from a tram in Spit Road at the
Stanton Street intersection a thousand times or more.
But it was only on that Qaturday that I really saw
what a wonderful view through the Heads there was
from the Stanton Street corner.

There is good cause why that memory rises clear
cut from a host of blurred impressions.

But even before the first of the month every plan
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in three nations for what was to follow had been
completed to the last detail. They were only waiting
for the dawning of Saturday, September 23. Even
had we known then of the armada that left a Pacific
base in three divisions, between the seventh and the
eleventh of the month, it would not have made much
difference to the result. The knowledge might have
prolonged the agony for a week or two. Only one
thing conld have altered the course of events. It
is one of those futile ‘‘ifs’’ of history. Had the two
wolf powers known of the treachery to them contem-
plated by the jackal, they must have held their
hands. They believed in the doctrine of honor
among thieves, however, and were badly left. But
since they were all bandits together, the wolves should
not have been surprised at the bad faith of the
jackal. It is possible that the Paramount Power had
reason to believe that after pulling the chestnuts
out of the fire it would have been left with the
hnsk.s. In any case it was able to sit in at the
Berlin Conference with all the trumps in its pocket
so far as Australia was concerned.

[History proves that Burton’s suggestion was
eorrect. Despite their indignation towards the Para-
mount Power, it is abundantly clear that the two
European powers fully intended to repudiate their

engagements, and to curb the Paramount Power’s
ambitions in the Pacific.—Eds.]

CHAPTER 111.

One of the strange and incomprehensible features
of that first day is, that though I have prayed to
forget the events of the afternoon, and cannot, I
can remember so little of its earlier hours—those last
uncounted hours of happiness for such a host of
human beings. There seems to be a chasm of one
moment between two eras—one second of time, but
worlds apart. To show how little we value the gifts
of peace, let me number the little handful of little
daily things that I remember of the last six hours—
then weigh them against the rest of my story.

Saturday, September 23, 1939, now known as
“Bloody Saturday,’”” was one of those perfect spring
days that only Sydney can show. It was warm
without being hot. There was scarcely a breath of
wind and the sky was cloudless. I was down on
the duty book to do a meeting in the Domain on
Sunday afternoon, so I had my Saturday free. 1
cannot remember bathing, shaving or breakfast. I
must have dawdled a good deal because I know I
had to hurry when I left home. I had made an
appointment at the office with Max Peters, who was
giving me some standard roses, and I was to meet
him at 10.30. Gwen was quite excited about them.
She was washing the baby as I rushed out of the
house pulling on my coat. As I reached the door
she called out to me to bring home some taleum
powder. It was then just about 10 o’clock, and I
had no time to spare. I cannot even remember what
frock she was wearing or what we talked about at
breakfast, the last time—but one—I saw her.. The
95 minutes run into the city to Wynyard is a com-
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plete blank. The day had brought out an unusual
erowd even for Saturday morning, and it took me
ten minutes to get across to the office in Castlereagh
Street.

The usual Saturday quiet of a morning daily
enveloped the building. Our floor, the third, was
dead. In the subs’ room I found Don Ringfield, our
sieput-y chief of staff and our police roundsman, Bill-
ings, motionless, and intent on something on Don's
table on which I threw my hat. Billings roared at
me like the Bull of Bashan for a clumsy so and
o nark. It appeared that my condemned hat had
cost him sixpence. They were shooting flies with
rubber bands at one shilling a pair. Honours were
even, and I had ruined Billing’s chanee for a sitting
ghot. Come to think of it, their pastime reflected the
state of the collective mind of the Commonwealth
at t,}‘l}? moment.

e next shooting both of them indulged in was not
donf with rubber bands, nor were flies %heir target.
% agskgd_ if Max had come in. Said Don with a
i eb erisive grin, ““No roses for you this morning
szkuyi) Your little playmate has gone out to the
s hes ury on a job. Before he went—I rang him

P—he explained that you would be expecting him.”

“ghﬁ ’t’he Hawkesbury?”’ I asked.

i re‘(::ei,v (]]‘:)Oilhdrawled, “T appears, from informa-
ved, that some warped genius has blown
up the railway bridge.”’

“Cut out the rotti ” .
“What’s it all abouf;;g,. Don,”” T felt a little nettled.

Don was one of th
1 those exasperating men who adopt
a pose of never being interested or moved by any evelll)‘r-

B s & . D& Daper and glanced
dyn,” he drawled g to our correspondent at Brook-

at five ten this mornin
. 1
m ;:k:egosrds ;ggt 81? ]fﬁgh from theirgpie‘:s?
R rliins o washout.’?u of seven—I should say

P .
Rot!” T exclaimed. “Why showld anyone want

OF viCTORIA

b4h g

:;g}Ait |y
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to blow up the Hawkesbury bridge?”’

‘That, my young friend, is just what I have sent
Max Peters, plus a photographer, to find out. Any
objections?”’ He replaced the telegram on his table.

“Tt’s a preposterous yarn,’’ was my comment.

“Strange to say,”’ replied Don, “I'm ineclined to
agree with you. So does Max for that matter. The
language he used when I sent him out was enough
to blow up the Harbour Bridge.”

«Don’t blame him,”” I said. “‘Did you ring The
Dinker.”” The Dinker was our chief, and one who
did not suffer fools gladly.

Don regarded me with a pained expression.
“Wally, the Dinker is away hacking out divots on
the Killara Club greens. Can you imagine what he
would say if I called him in to tell him someone had
blown up the Hawkesbury railway bridge? Be your
age, laddie.”’

Tt would be a bit thick,”” I laughed. ‘‘Anyway
the evening rags will get the cream of it if 3%
true.”’

“My idea exactly,’”’ Don nodded, “‘so why worry?”’

Just then Billings, who had left the room while
we were talking, exploded back again. ‘‘Look here,
Don,”’ he barked. ‘I wish you would get one of
the intellectuals to card the hide off the Water
Board. The taps in the lav. are dry.®’

«Oppible disaster!”” sneered Don. ‘‘You don’t
wash and you never drink water. Body o’ me! What
you got to howl about? Go and buy yourself a
beer!”’

I left them to it. It was, I thought, thank goodness
none of my business. It must then have been about
11 o’clock. What I did for the next half hour I
cannot remember. I know I bought the taleum
powder. The mnext thing I remember was that T
was walking just below Hunter Qtreet in George
Street.

Then it happened.

The whole city seemed to tremble from one roar
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of traffie f
or a second. I can still see how the entj
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question,
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g n’t think it to
e i 7 beﬁ_ore ivipdod ok much more than
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gfield was alone in the subs’ room. T

s :lii haq dropped. His fagg
i }Illg in jerks. As I broke

18 hand to gsilence my

I heard, ““Y
, ‘Yes! yes! A
! T 2
seven each! Yeg! € you sure? Five squadrons
His eyes regi
egis-
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on. ““You saw the marks?
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Go g
d, no! They couldn'tiond in a black square? Good

Pause, and Don broke in agai
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«For the love o’ mike, Don, gpill it!”’ 1 demanded.
«Wally,”’ he said, and his voice was hoarse, ¢Unless
my brother Ted has gone completely bughouse, thirty-
five big monoplanes have blown in from nowhere, and
blasted the forts at the Heads ouf of existence.”’

«How from nowhere? It sounds crazy.”’
«He says they came straight in from dead east.
There is not a ship in sight on

He saw them come.
the horizon. They were flying low over the water, and
only took elevation about 2 mile out. They geemed
to know every gun emplacement, and fairly plastered
them with bombs. Then they turned, and went back
the way they came. He says there isn’t a whole pane
of glass left n Manly.”’

“Pid you say a red diamond on a black
I said breathlessly.

He nodded.

¢ And that means ! ;
1t does my boy, and it means there’s a fleet wait-

ing below the horizon, and we’re for it.”’ He sat drum-

ming with his fingers on the edge of the table.
That accounts for the Hawkesbury bridge,”’

muttered.
Don stare

denly he jumpe

seot! the water!

Board Office?’”’

T grabbed the telephone and dialled as well as my
shaking fingers would let me. I almost squealed with
impatience at the delay in getting my man. When I
heard his voice, 1 said, ‘‘Burton, Bxpress here, Wil-

liams, what’s the dope about there being no water in

the taps?”’
““How on ear

demanded.
««Come clean!”’ T managed to laugh.

«“Well, the ‘Herald’ has if, too! Every one of the
792 inch mains from Prospect Reservoir was blasted out
in three places beyond the Liverpool Road early this

morning. There’s hell to pay here.”’

square?”’

1

I

d at me without answering. Then sud-
d to his feet and exclaimed, “Great
Do you know anyone in the Water

th did you hear about it?’’ the yoice
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“Nothing to ;
T hﬁg up.g what there’s going to be,’’ I said i
I .
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the horizon. Can’t make out how many. Ted’s going
to do a bunk. Don’t blame him!”’ ’

We looked blankly at one another. ‘‘Great Seot!”
I said. ““If they start ghooting into the city! It’s
absolutely packed with people——""

«Yes, and it won’t take them much more than half
an hour to get in range,’”’ Don jerked out. “We might
warn them.”’

««Qomeone’s sure to be doing it!’”” The evening
papers will have out extraordinaries,”’ I said. iy
the wireless stations and the Town Hall.”’

We each took a telephone, but it was no use. Every
number Wwe tried was engaged—Parliament House
among them. It was a good sign. Someone must be
hard at it. I may say here that although it was barely
12 o’clock, the news was spreading like wild fire. Both
the Government and the Town Hall had ordered all
broadcasting stations to keep repeating an appeal to
empty the city as soon as possible.

My anxiety about Gwen and Bunty inereased. T
wanted to make sure she had got away. I told Don—
and added that if they bombarded the city the odds
were against any newspapers coming out. Anyway L
would come back and chance it after I had been home.

We made the office the rendezvous, and I left, Don
saying he would stick it out, whatever might come.

When I reached the street it looked more like a
disturbed ant hill than anything else. There was panic
in the air, but the beginning of it only. Though the
warnings were being broadcast, they had barely begun
to take effect. But when T turned into Martin Place
on my way to the Wynyard station, the confusion was
apparent. I stopped for nothing, though excited voices
were rising round me. I felt if the crowd once began
to surge into the streets progress would be impossible.
Remember, it was not much more than fifteen minutes
gince the sound of the first bombing had died down.
It was not until I reached George Street, and was within
50 yards of the station that I encountered the first
definite warning. A newsboy was running along the
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opposite foot path with
—EVACUATE CITY! gfﬁfﬁ,}’}?‘f&rd : WARNING!
eaught my eye he decided to take his

he dropped hi
g pped his placard and sprang fo

B

emwg §10 gl?elggg, 83 I dodged through the fast-growi

on the point t:ufe rii‘g;r} % entrlance, ke trzii
: : mng. It was fill
o ! as
whp:;ltg;a:;]zg ftm {{Jxmted crowd of passeildgefimf[):vt'.r t(f)
As we passed 0 know or realise what had happen ?i
Bridge Itumec{)m of the tunnel on to the H.s?rbe '
R s rgyde}’% down toward the Heads Tolli1~
was as quiet a do ed with sunshine. The whole :
ful and beautirflul untroubled as always—serene ey
of the ernisers -bCIOse to Garden Island T g.a{:reace-
berra. Three d - ably the Adelaide, but not the Can.
motor pinnac estroyers were behind the isl d iy
wards the crt(:isg'lth Ei«if%aming wake was mil?ilnl tA
: 4 , and t : 5 g to-
homht'e(:rfe 15?5‘ 1 flags on h;r lsf;s;c giRe ! potioed was o
r did a tram :
I had hoar seem to move 5o sl
Blosked by iidﬁ Tt stopped at every h;it;o‘?‘e;lrfréla’S it
towards the cit creBasmg number of motor car B
to warrant theyéens“t even so the scene did icly::akmg
e S e of desperate anxiety that iy
and the length of ti‘::llza:})y calcu}l}atmg the Poss?bi]{;?i?se
come within spare before th '
mi Tying colgj]:lgge' Alflo:;hfor one minutg ;ciifi‘glclk (‘1:33113%
il e way I :

over the city wondering YwhWas turning my eyes
¥y no planes of ours

were on their w. i
: ay. Still T hoped that we had an hour

W:den i:e!e;me the shock wasg
m. h orne junectio
tarf rise, therq came a ﬁjel'rilesW (l)lfe

own advice, for
r a west bound

Physical. We had 3
: ad
n, from over the C-{:wlfxt
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rise over the houses in the distance. As we stood there
was a series of terrific bursts among the massed dwell-
ings of Cremorne and Mosman.

Everyone seemed to be yelping at the motor man
or the conductor. The street was full of excited people
shouting at one another. I pressed to the front of the
car and begged the motor man to go on.

He cried out, ««What’s it all about? What’s hap-
pening?”’

«Wwar!”’ 1 shouted back. We could hardly make
‘Tt’s a Cambasian fleet! They’ll

our voices heard.
¥

be shelling the city soon.
He cried back an utterly unprintable comment on

the ancestry of all Cambasians. Then, «1'1l take this
car to the Spit if you men are game to come. We
all began to seramble on board again. The tram started
with a jolt, and raced towards Spit Junetion.

There was a pause in the infernal racket of ex-
plosions. But it broke out again just as we turned into
Spit Road, but the tram sped on until, just before we
reached Awaba Street it stopped dead. The conduector
who had gone forward to the front of the car called
out, ‘‘No good, gents., the overhead wires have been

busted somewhere.”’

1 was down in a sec
Stanton Street. Qverhead someth
hooted, and I heard another series 0

Cremorne.
Thick clouds of smoke drifting up from Balmoral

Heights rowelled me on. Panic stricken women and
children were in the otreet or their gardens. There
was a little crowd staring blankly at the remains of a
shattered house that had been blown half across the
road. I scrambled over broken bricks and sphntel_'ed
fence and ran on. I passed a score of people running
towards me, but just as I turned into Stanton Street
my arm was caught by a man whose face was half
masked with blood.

For the moment
he called my name,

ond and began running towards
ing sereeched and
£ erashes towards

1 did not recognise him. But when
1 knew it was Bob Hicks, the odd
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job man wh :
Saturday. o came to tidy up my garden every

“Bob!

gasped. ety Sappencd]

ped. Are you hurt?’ I
a lit 5 .
i iys.” ittle eut, sir,”’ he replied. ‘‘It looks worse

““My wife, Bob! Di
! Did sh
arm il gshe get 911
err(ég‘u h}ﬁ grasp and begin tiwfgn' I pulled my
Mr. Burtoﬁ d;tl?tgaln and held me. “For God’
B s oo go to your house. Don’t :3 sake,
“M .y gOOds i he pleaded ea 5 gO : You
y wife! Tell me!”’ rnestly.

He stared at
to sav. ‘¢ me, and I knew wh i
B Tellmel” e
fell between ;E?lr gl'fﬁig in(';o Fiphmel The‘thigg ;1}:31
a LI
sake, Mr. Burton, don’t ggl thlz[ric}ilenzle s. For God’s

But like a f
ool, T di ;i
B Sise: sway, Tan on.dld not heed him, and, tearing

CHAPTER EVs.

In our SOrTOwWs and tragedies, Wé humans are
individualists. We can never enter into the feelings
of another, neither can another enter ours. Each must
git alone In his own little hell. When 1 began to
write this story 1 intended to write every truth, how-
ever ghastly. 1 wanted to burn the story into the
minds of all who read it; but when it comes to my own
tragedy, 1 have not the courage, even after nine years,
to go on. Even as | reached my bome three pale and
ghaking friends tried to stop me. 1 will only say this
about it. What was there could not be covered decently
from human sight, and when 1 saw what was there
1 became sick. It was only one of the thousands of
gimilar tragedies of that day. Some infinitely worse!
But in all the days that have passed since then—more
than 3,000 days—those few moments of that day have
been with me; their memory is indelible, and that 18
my eurse.

However, 1 have neither the inclination NOT the
need to dwell on that one incident—2a trifling incident
of that day. When the first shock of the blow passed,
with its stunned bewilderment, there came On meé an
urge for action. To stay mear the spot was jmpossible.
I put aside the ofters of a home from friends, whose
manifold anxieties were as heavy on them as my own
tragedy. I determined to malke back to the office. It
was at this time about a quarter to one o’clock.
walked to the Spit Road to tyy to find means by which to
get back to the city. In the mood I was in the thought
of danger was not even remotely present. When
reached the intersection of Stanton Street, 1 paused.
The confusion wWas at its height. There must have been
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thirty blazing homes in sight, and the thick black smoke
was billowing up all round. Then T looked back. Out
through the Heads, and about three miles off shore,
steering north over still blue water, was a long line
of great, squat, grey ships.
Here T must pause to explain what we only knew
later. The first attack had been made by a squadron
of ten cruisers, which directed part of their 6 inch
gun fire on the thickly housed portions of the North
Shore. Here Mosman and Cremorne had suffered more
than Balmoral, where not more than 50 shells had
fallen. In addition, the whole of Manly isthmus had
been devastated. Bad as this was, it was slight com-
pared with the appalline havoe that swept over
Woollahra and Paddington on the South side, where
the thickly-packed houses were plastered with flying
death. There is no doubt that incendiary shells were
being used, for scores of fires were blazing over the
whole district, and there was no hope of checknig them,
for the reservoirs of the high level water system were
emptied within an hour.
What I saw passing towards the north was the main
battle fleet—moving unhindered from shore or air. Of
ten, six were 45,000 ton monsters—the first proof
we had of the truth of the rumors that they were
being built in defiance of the Washington Treaty. I
stood watching the grim turreted monsters, fascinated.
They were stripped bare for battle, and even at the
ce I could see their hooded batteries were all
swung outward. At the bow of each was a low white
of foam. How long I stared T do not know. Prob-
&i)lyl it was only a fewtmi{mtes before suddenly, the
€ 'ne was momentarily hidden b a hillowin
black, thunder cloud of smoke that bus;-st from eacg;i

e. Then came the deafening detonation of

8 an appreciable pause before
the echoes of the explosion of the shells come
booming, from the city

T did not realise it they - but at the moment nearl
100 16-inch shells had swaiat from the sky and burn{

FOOLS' HARVEST 41

i e crowded city. The smoke of the
i theh};.?lar(flezietél almost immediately, thoqgh a dim
sa_lvo ciled the gray hulls. Then the ships began
!IllSt g dent firing by turrets. Why? Later that day
L In the midst of the horror that had been the
I'kneIw-ame on a blue jacket from the.Canberra._ He
cxtg b cn on shore leave. Said he, ‘.‘Beheve me, mIlster,‘
?ﬁe co'iffs had someone ashore S}?Uttl?g for;;fléerg.nd \;:;
acquarie waiting to go off, '
dowg aé-eﬂgztéﬂligéﬁgg for the Canberra, till they Agoé
e ’i‘he couldn’t ha’ done it any other W.ay.h n
4 they found her they smothered her with heavy
et Shz’d dropped her mooring, ar{d v;'as under dwai,‘
Stuﬂ—:c—he ot her all the same. She didn’t have a iop,;s
i yngething must ha’ got one of the magai nes.
Sh}fw' losion sat me back har_d on the paver.nenMarS_
. e[ﬁﬁ?to.n’s blue jacket was right in his guf:t.ss.on e
in his ‘‘Australian Tragedy, has it g
i of the naval officers of the Pa.ramcun1 o
e had more than 50 fixed fmd p_ortab(-: xfni i
g tht?y s on shore in communieation with theli' rgieq.
- ol 1‘? nble stations were on covereq motorh c;bou.r
o }I:(i: at to the high ground overlooking thélz diar e
g it . These spotted for the gunners, ant sy -
oy f‘fl 5 In the chaos that reigned on Sep tesm Thesé
t%grer%’as no risk attachingr(t}gut;]e::a (;1_1%;?&&; Faon
5 wies
et sﬁatloﬁegegztsge% and destroyed ivet:tufﬂﬁ;
o Pl eﬁlle end, the naval arm was Kep T
]iilézr:xlllelg of troop n‘novements. : Tl}lleseﬁs;teat:)?s‘ ‘chloody
i racy of the
g;rtu:'g:yf’r’lg;]rféulfo?c&le irieparable damage that was
done.——Edi.] d watehing, a car pulled up tgsuslerglz
e Doman I knew well, Jeff Gage. eHI; o
B e as almost incoherent from anxlety.h v
o S “f,iahing and had hurried back at ; ﬁome it
-y Oufii; tS bom’bing. He had just reache =
oy hrts his wife and two daughters had gfo s
ﬁ;mci‘;,ya I warned him that the chance of g



» FOOLS' HARVEST

thr i
+ niugéla;aai asgght, but that I would gladly go with
i e , apparently, not heard of my loss, b
o Itcupled with his own trouble to n’ot"dlt
s o he:;%is & éllgits%arg d]11"ive. Behind us ls?ﬁ
the ; of the grea
shellze?r; ;\lfllélct}t were echoqd by the gxplzsﬁinig rf?lin
R b;l %aﬁfiothhmh dense smoke was risinge
pra%tically impassable.s s o e
ventually when we reached th i
1 :
?;lfm‘{t’;ﬁg :c?a 31111"111 south 'to the Harlii?ﬁﬁrggs W‘iy
gy fg‘eked by a dense volume of out‘:vari
i gl raffic, frantic with haste, which woulil
on foot as besi;a ]tli\;e ;\Xslc}il adett (;Vleave 't]i:e o
e i ; : as a ris 8
ma;hzltl; Ifraé:gcf’che cars were taking theyf:(r)igzt]ﬁ;ca?e
St Wepmm or word with his fellows. Near Moung
o e ({n a solitary policeman who was sceing
o sl }f viqfatxons in a minute than he had seel?l
e o & is life. But he was sticking to his post
R T us thaj; we were mad to go on, and that
o nogb as ];1_1 ruins. So far as he knew the Bridge
B u(;elille lliiacar :?ii, Eoéid tr?ffic Woll)ﬂd have stopped.
B ed to get news by telephone, but
o eyese.u us of nothing but what had passed before
By this time Gage was almost frantic wi i
Ilgly hatﬂttl;ampts to try and reassure him 1:ha.t1t;11is;.El I;)ilomi
a eg mOtave alre_ady got away were useless. Sudd pl
: or traffiec thinned out. It was only th ol
]];lg;%?d what should have attracted our attgﬁt'we
efore: there were no people on foot coming fro 54
city. We hurried on towards the Bridge Am ka
Ep_proached we could see that it was still intaet * The
ring had died down. It had taken us nearl e
to cover the mile from where we left the c{a.m; i
bridge head.’ It was absolutely deserted ; V(\; oy
between running and trotting, we were half “;a hen,
we saw the reason for the desertion. A shell };t;;!ros
intended for the bridge itself, had completelgr I.;V(r)eflgég
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the steel approach between the pylons and the cause-
way. DBeside the wreckage a block of buildings in
Lower Fort Street was burning furiously. Behind, vast
clouds of smoke were rising above the ecity, and were
plotting out the sun.

When we reached the spot the spectacle was sicken-
ing. Among the wreckage, and beyond on the unbroken
bridge, were remains of motor cars and humanity that
had been caught by the blast of the explosion. We
were able, however, to crawl down among the broken
decking, and reach the ground near the Mining
Museum, where George Qtreet turns under the bridge.

Here we paused to discuss our plans. I had no
heart for anything. To me, even the destruction in
the city was at the moment a lesser event than my
own grief. I was ready to fall in with anything Gage
wished, to take my mind off my own troubles. Finally
we decided to try to reach the Town Hall, where per-
haps there might be some kind of organisation.
looked at my wateh, and it was then ten minutes past
three, but it seemed three days since I had parted
from Don Ringfield.

From where we stood, except for the wreckage
behind us there was no sign of the effect of the bom-
bardment, the thick smoke that overhung the ecity hid
everything. Just as we turned to go we Were halted
by the sound of planes racing towards us. Turning, we
gsaw them in wedge formations of five. There were
five of them, flying at mot more than 2,000 feet, as
though to show their contempt. I don’t think Gage
knew he was shaking his fist at them and cursing them.
From somewhere came 2 clear bark of a gun, and we
saw the burst of a shell among them. That was the
first shot of defence that had been fired. There were
a dozen or fifteen bursts, very close, but the planes were
passing almost overhead before the smoke of the shells
drifted away.

We turned and hurried towards the city. We had
not gone 200 yards when we heard the erash of explo-
gions behind us. ¢They’re after the Cockatoo dock,”’
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gasped Gage. But we knew

later they had other t
They were bombing the g ¥ I targets,

: _ reat fuel tanks belonging to
the oil companies on Ballast Point, and Berry’s Bay.

Again and again came the crash of their devastation
that turned the harbour beyond the Bridge into an
inferno as thousands of

gallons of flaming oil spread
from the wrecked tanks over the water, and blotted
out Land and water alike under rolling masses of black
smoke.

The desertion of the street w.
Four trams stood in a line, em

Museum. It was not until we reached the intersection
of Harrington Street that we encountered a human
being. Here a well-dressed man stood beside a car in
which was a young woman, evidently in a state of
collapse. With him were a dozen men, apparently
labourers. They were talking in low voices as we
Joined them. One was saying, ‘‘But where are our
fighting planes, even if they have knocked out the
guns?”’ They took little or no notice of our arrival,

Gage asked if the way were open towards the Town
Hall. One of them said, ‘“You might get as far as
Grosvenor Street, boss, but unless you’re thinking of
suicide you won’t go any further.”’

The car owner put in, “‘I’ve tried every way, and
they’re all blocked.”’

‘“Are the ferries running?’’ I asked.

One of the men spat and laughed shortly. ““There’s
nothing running in Sydney but the people who had the
luek to get while the going was good, and I’ll bet
they’re running yet.”” Then he added, ‘‘Wish I'd the
luck to be with them.”’

‘While we were speaking the planes came overhead
again through the smoke. They made towards Double
Bay, evidently to avoid the anti-aireraft gun. In 4
minute or two they were invisible in the smoke towards
Bondi.

““What about Macquarie Street?’’ asked Gage,

The car owner looked over his shoulder at the
moaning figure huddled in the back seat. “‘I trieg

as its strangest feature.
Pty, opposite the Mining

le
id i oice. “Thousands. of peop
o s?%h? s?d}aozzrzets into. the Botanie _Grargglri:
e ain. Twenty or thirty of th_e big dsover
%nd ': %ielt?:?:d aﬁnong them.”’ GHS. Paii?sd :\::f Eir‘n b
urs and e Lo
;e d‘ Ift inarc?}alsasr:;lzid the injured are shrleknég.
e Spr?ahoﬁ Library and Parliament House lfscglt}até
g of the hospital is down, and the Lo
ol Wilﬁllllgilding and the Law Courts are f_‘lgt. e
};1::?3; cguilding standing on the West side
il “] am going to try.for the
1 vgrna g&a?%l;dw;; Ic[)l‘iEB ‘Clarence Sgtreet-, we might get
0
e f indifference to me.
as a matter o
< mddfeqc'heltﬂjevn called out as v:re turrﬁe%uag\ge}y,
“ On’e ; air of lunatics. You won’t get t ‘1;‘ 0 o-nly
Y% r%ﬁrﬁied along Harrington Street, mﬁe r:::gnntice
. fewepeople hy Scu&?edm?gkzngrfxsodfa%%er. As we
e Sanane nd turned up to York
R vhians rom end to end. E:eople
iying wt the ggvzifeﬁtas;aéi..fPhillips Church cried to
uysx1 f%r help, but we pressed on. hsa
Gage’s had been a good guess. : Pz
ed clear, but it was a mad journ ‘y.re A
%efrmrack Stre:et and Market Street, the{e ;&; ol
h{]ildings on both sides, and we were a mble i
by smoke. Three times we had to scram S
)gf fallen masonry. Again and again we gtreet e
» hat had been human beings. At King pav <
‘hvd evidently been a traffiec jam, because oo
. the remains of motor cars and tramds,them wo
mass,ldering where a shell burst had hurle g
i mon chaos. It took us a quarter of gnfmm oo
. cOn:)ver the dreadful heap of debris. Allll i
Is)gzids we knew many people were sti
suffél:neg ’saii:trigc::tserved him well, because adhttllie 'Fof::;
four og’clock we reached Druitt Street, to fin
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Hall miraculously untouched. St.
seemed to have escaped damage,

After the horrible experience of our journey, the

peace of the Town Hall seemed almost too good to he
true. In the vestibule there were thirty or forty men in
small groups. They w

ere all talking quietly, but
with intense earnestness. I left Gage to his own devices
for I felt sure I could he

of no help. Actually, T heard
later that he had reeove

red his family two days after-
ward at Katoomha, From what I heard in the follow-

ing January, I fee] he would have been happier if they

had been among those lucky ones who were under the
ruins of the city.

In the little groups I reco

Andrew’s als

a handkerchief, T wyers, business men, and
three doctors of fame,

: Turning, to my satisfaction my
eyes fell on Don Ringfield and the Dinker. They, too,
had seen me, and left their group.

Don was about to make some jest, hut I think he

read my face. He got as far ag ““Diq you——9’? and
stopped awkwardly. T shook my head,

“TI was too late, Don.”” T was able to k
Voice steady, s

E Thelslr. looked at one another,
verything was in the word the Dinker spok

“‘One of the first shells,”’ i e

hank goodness they und
to say anything.
enough,

By a common consent we turneq f j
“Hm;: 339111: Sho-aionsr s iy rom the subject.
: ¢ Jinker summoned 4 i i
Jobs and the office it el v

vanished togeth D e
e . ogether, on and T

Iissed vanishing with them 1, , : ”
::It must have ey, hell!"y a cat’s whigker,

. v I commented.
Wally,” saiq Don, “1 don’t know what you've

erstood, ;'md did not try
The handg they gave me were
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s
arrived, the stree
: the first salvo a8 ) o people
seen, but just ;f’ef;,;z of milling, pan‘cﬁeﬁf And then
. pack'eh the motor and tmﬂiltr akes struck in.”’
mixed up W1th0'llgh a hundred ea’r’t %I}Bke r explained.
P s o 1';d f, fall straight, lburst low down
«They di }:an angle, and most{?' mass of human
e caglll?a gvalls out on the strugghng
throwing 9 T asked.
life.”’ id you escapet % 9% M Do
P g.zrtthilé %illker's 1111155 1r;$aor;rying 1o
“That W ; : ‘Maytair
(13 e 5
answered. :;wwhen we came 10 Whggnﬁl hit twice
L feei) en. Dink said they at on a hill of
e [ad plgce' and we went and 8 :
in the sameé D ; 2 5 t an
];Jlrwkage i ltk;?xgp%%osman and Darlinghurs
u‘Did yDu

o’ T asked. + there 18
Paddington are I‘;’}ﬁg‘;‘g «\We just heard, bu
L e he éidded.
worse than tohgg?n I demanded. b, The Richmond
‘How W S hellishly cleVi_il' Job. Lotk just as
ugt:smzeegas washed up with time
Aerodro :

" There

t 5 0 clock- i

idee was, athu the water- 18

i Hawkesbilrye]{’g%t E;it for service. A{}}l d the entire
any oip o %u%e Prospect Reservoir,

cut off from

ission. >
jee is out of comml did was to seuppe
sewerage service I xbirn lieg : s
¢ f the first ew it to &
e o S ay woria.
iy inutes,” added Don. ling us, t00,
heap in ten nﬁllzﬂtéiﬁi of Secretary, Was;f ;dstegv g
h ‘t‘hﬁ:asc?;ﬂberra they’re in 1o e&?ngmnication of any
that & et no Zey
: ioht they can g . arwin.
s afthor from West g
kmc(i‘ el ws from outside? ?‘d (¢(yreat Scot! We
ﬁngh.neg o we hear,”’ Don sald.
“Nothing, % &
m to be mopped up witho helplessly.
seeWe stared at one another o
tion, The Dinker told m on some plan to
o 1 e jer were in confer"’r.lcef the homeless.
and the PRr:&nJCross work, and aid for
organise
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Th IS MARVEST
ere must

Soburbe unteggegl.musands of in

g‘% Of_ recovering
ere 18 some form o

, and preventin
or we’ll have the plac

fsanitar g }OUti
¥ system to be 1g.
Here Mason PaSSEq; rotten with disease,”’ Ergamsed
bourne was untouch 4 again, and told Diflk e added.
Cook was on its waye h and that the R.A.F frt)hatPMel-
HWell” I sniqa ¢ ere. -2 Irom Point
as long as jt’s \?valdﬁ I came in to offe
“We're withor —sanitary if they Hkr ff’lr any job
somethin nyou’ WaHY' let’ e
Alm giStartg_ ; let’s hang round tig
ost at th :
the crash of an ooy 2Oment the building shook t
0K 1o

m xplosi
. Plosion, and the shelling recom

CHAPTER V.

For more than half an hour, for the second time
that day, destruction and Jevastation swept across the
doomed city. This time only four of the battleships
and six cruisers participated, the others had disap-
peared. The fire was deliberate and purposeful. Com-
paratively few shells fell in the already ruined area.
But the district round the Central Qtation and Red-
fern, Petersham and further back, Balmain, were
drenched with fire by the heavy guns. To the east
the still undamaged areas, both north and south of
the harbour, were being pelted by the cruisers. With
systematic deviltry, every heavily populated area Was
picked out in turn. When, by half-past five the firing
ceased, practically all the inner residential and indus-
trial districts were a blazing desolation. We heard no
other sound of war that day until just about sunset
when the rumble of a great explosion far to seawar
came to our ears. We did not learn until long after-
wards that it was the last galute to a very gallant
gentleman who had sold his life at a price the enemy
eould ill afford to pay—but they paid it.

Qo far I have told the story as it appeared to me
only. The rest we learned piecemeal over geveral days.
It must be remembered that on the afternoon of Sep-
tember 23, for the time being, in the chaos that reigned,
Sydney was completely isolated. Kvery form of com-
munication had been destroyed, and even had it not
been, there were few in the city who had thonght for
anything but their own safety. Refugees in thousands
who had escaped along the main highways had spread
a story so terrible that at first it was thought to be
the outcome of hysterical panic. wild as it sounded,
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however, in th

of the truth e various State eapi
. pitals, i

meglllle Federal Parlia /15 was far short home to the Government the fact that Australia must
the Pe'r of the Cﬂbing‘? ent was in recess gtand alone gtill, in those early hours 1t had not
had br]me Minister. T In residence ]_n‘,cand the only entered any mind that there would be no period of
arri een aroused to hat morning at Janberra_wag grace, and that the hour of trial had already struck.
erlved within ten m}‘ead two cable me S1x o’clock he Reports from the Postal Department and from wire-
Vol?don" conveyed thmlltes of one anot}slsa.ges that had less stations that all communication from the West
w(3 ed air and naval e startling notic er. One, from had ceased caused surprise and annoyance but mo

ithout a formal q alttad? had been iﬂﬂéat an_unpro- apprehension. No one dreamed that by daylight that
fowers_. The secondec aration of war 1: e on Britain morning Western Anstralia had ceased to be part o

rom Singapore; b was a mutilated by three Great the Commonwealth and was in the hands of an alien
the omi ; but there wag Suffii@ wireless mes,ga{;e' race. »

L . But while in Melbourne the various councils of

nous & X
fo warni .
rce had suffered ang that the British l%;itg convey

1fic nawval

attack Serious T

. ev

Knowing th erse from an unheralded working

ne thegP at several of th e i regul tzi?on

b nonret rime Ministe e Ministers were i £y

etary to r acted e in Mel- the news from Sydney-
time, though the military authorities S

with the heads GET}:nuﬂieate imme(%;(;giptly_ Liaving
¥ by telephone truth, that the plan of the enemy was One 0

Defence, Supply, Transport and Communieation were
with feverish energy to bring their emergency
s into effect, they had been overwhelmed by
We did not recognise at the
uspected the
f ruthless

of the Cahi e Def
1net to m . el?ce force
g:;e to be in readiif ey Me]bO;J::ll d the members | terrorism of the easternl States to prevent any possi-
on the way SOutESS for him, and be. he ordered a bility of interference with their initial oceupation of the
i : ¥ seven o’clock West, that they were determined was to be permanent.
t the first step in

The wrecking of Sydney was bhut

hangars

at Richm the destruct; . 3

?}I:: G§0untable ddt{;:;d t}}llad reached é;ifﬁl of the R.AF. this policy of frightfulness, designed to paralyse our

Hawkydney water su e reports of the egra By some organisation, and to obliterate as far as possible our

day e,;‘}-"lury (}illld not rgfé}{ ﬁn? the rai]W;;tlgmgOn of mos%[ essentizﬂi defence hin?{ustrileséi . e

3] ese had elbour ridge at ow complete was the knowledge 0 our weak points,

v:;.t ix?s?gmmentbiea% fr(;rw_&rded Ialﬁ l:;zﬂ nearly mid- g?th in defence and industry, was revealed by the cold

kad ed. In Mel ceived new moment the ooded t_horoughness with which the enemy went

i acted prOmpﬂ;.) O‘gme the I'eSpos;st}é?t a state of about their work of devastation. Their aim was to
fol 1ble authorities cow Australia by ruthless slaughter and destruetion

4, 1 They relied on the shock of the surprise of the first
stunning blow on Sydney to carry it out without serious
opposition. That night as far as Ashfield in the West,

een hroadcast nin Th

g from = en ese had 1
AN some stations i;wf[hﬂ)d actnally Willoughly to the North, and Botany to the
pore by Wirgfé at}t;ampts to get int elbourne by : ?f‘lth_bSYS%ey ‘{)st in {fl'lames, and the glare was visible
was not less had bee into cont ; 3 from ort Kembla, an oven further south. The more
saster ililntéi 2 pm. tha:;l ﬁfly Dartiallya(;;clf ith Singa- . ll}lportant key positions had been given especial atten-
he Bast wag ke, full extent fcessﬁﬂ- Tt ‘ tion. One cruiser had stood off Long Bay, and system-
kno of the naval | atically pounded the electric power plant E,lt Bunnerong
| to a scrap heap across the headland. In the second

wn .
e dha t]dings drove |
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air attack
at three o’
that at Whit e o’clock, the only electri
e
1t;;llnately mis:e@]? z{gf, :;’138 01;)9 Objecgtfive S{E}I;Iizhplf;}nt lfeft,
e only failure of ree bomhbs. It must ag for-
oil fuel stor of the attack, becaus st have been
2 ause the th
Head, and age plants, the coali ¢ b tiTee grect
, the oaling stat
gyrmont Bri dgew‘};:;?;e;hat Darling Harb;%r; fi\tfitlﬁag]'s
uring th / owered with i T, With the
yard ‘;'as sirs;:ﬁr;%pbo?ga'rdment, thén(e}gggﬁry blo?lbs
ean be no doub eatedly by 16 i atoo Island
t but th . inch shells, and
enemy agent ash at this fire was direoted there
on the Ci ore; as was that 8 directed by an
It Walstyfr%?:e]gally in the ea?lfli(c):; ;}tli? Cﬁmberm b
the scenes in the c?tn Rlngﬁeld and Othg; T
have heen within y during the first attack el
moral that the st a few minutes aft:czr I.ale R
the insistent wa ampede from the city b eft for Bal-
offices emptiedmlngs that were broag egan, through
streets in panic ih,ell’ staffs and cuStcaSt- Sl}nps and
B o mobe. Al T e
underground raiel wild rush for trams § ot Denenny
some attempt t way. As early as this ¢ cars and the
stormed o stop all inw s this the police mad
Soofs Tand men risked dear}? traffie, -
SWarms of boes, - The e i
stronger. In Je: e weake
iger. In ] T were
traffic system ef‘?ath"fm a quarter of g;aig"‘d off by the
gOTEIi-? who couldsﬁlnnd chaos. Motor m‘?ur, i ol
ut the pace room, even ners took all
stricken iy slow because ofo?hthe car bonnets,
his own course each unit of whj e milling panie-
Hund e, regardless of ich was strivir
before thredlfl of ears and t(:' ¢ i e
e ams
ense streammf)ffen' The Parrarlngr have got clear
crowded by a gh cars. But th a road was one
shouting, e streets were still

first salv.
0 8Wo . struggli
:he BarTOw strec:elz:d Into the hﬁa;\ltgo?‘hmng When the
e lives from t with cl'ashing Il‘laso.nt.he city, filling

Trams we
by climbing on tlfg

, people eclunge like

under, housan 5
thmugﬁﬂfhnedvﬂ?tf,ons. f\i' W(;Iﬁe horror aw?gsblinmgﬁg
estibule th yard, a shell e
: crashed

a
t was packed with humanit
y.

FOOLS’ HARVEST 53

e tunnels stampeded. The lights

d in th
People crowde the dark where the

went out and horror went on in the
fallen were trampled 10 death. Qimilar seenes took

place at the mown Hall station. Then, to add to the
terror, fires broke out in a hundred places. By.mght,
d a half betweel (Yircular

in the space of a mile and & :
Quay and the Central Station, and the half mile
between the Domain and Tsex Street, mMOre than 60

per cent. of the buildings were destroyed, while all the
streets were in flames.

Conditions in the densely populated areas from

ity, were infinitely worse. In, an area

of five miles long by two miles deep, the fire of the

attackers had been especially concentrated. In this

space there are pormally more than 350,000 inhabltz_mts.

It was not until days after that any conception of the
toll of death could be ¢ormed. On the North Shore

conditions were almost as bad. The inhuman f_erocity
of the policy of frightfulness was being carried out

to the letter. g
then, that with the whole population

Tt will be seen
of the city either dead, injured or panic stricken; with
all forms of transport and communication shattered and
with all eivil authority either completely disorganised
or non-existent, the council at the Town Hall was faced
with an appalling task and responsibility. Every man,
woman and child who could fly from the stricken area
had gone into camp in the national parks and other
outlying districts where their food and control pre-
gented another pressing problem. At the moment, t00,
there was not the remotest knowledge of the extent
of the catastrophe or its needs. It was not until nine
o’clock that night that the Lord Mayor had been able
to give the authorities in Melbourne some rough idea
of our requirements. There must, then, have been more
than 100,000 injured demanding immediate attention,
and there were only three doctors available at the
moment.
_ The_Dmker_, Don, and I found an Ttalian restaurant
still doing business in one of the few unsmashed areas.
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FOOL « o in that hell
’ had been Wol'kmgalﬁ)osely knit
54 FOOLS' HARVEST 4 i S,hfock With her W?)Séaky by
S ne 0 ¢ ] and a , an
I had only then realised my hunger. Antonio of pain Slsncoe i with a toW };ia({iiresser and ordeig biget
demanded 10/- each for 2/- worth of food. We gave angular ©¢ as her volunte us Graham. TheYven takes
him 6/-, and Don gave him his left in the jaw. He was actlIﬁi%S pame was Ferg 1f that be S0 H}?‘argus ¥
probably would have received more in his face and told me nade in Heaven.- them about. ?m sht s
less in his pocket had we thoroughly understood the riages are means 10 bru'lgned down by 2 i kath
international situation. When we returned to the gome que that he Wwas pniherwise pnhurt. zgup P
Town Hall we found the number of volunteers had me later on fire, but was gtre ot and had lever
grown. More than a dozen more doctors had appeared, that Wflif:m in Maequarie himself cleaT. i
and a temporary hospital was formed at St. Andrew’s. found 111 1 for him to dracghvmit?’ student, WI Al
I, with others, was drafted to the Domain as a car €no E.hearefa a yeu’ﬂgd to strangle me. handy.
stretcher bearer. God forbid that I should ever see Ly (':r,he night, and trlg " o seat that was
another such night. The nurses in the hospital had during lat 1T

stuck to their posts, and had been giving first-aid to
the erowd of victims with such medieal help as was
available, where the dead outnumbered the living by
five to one. I do not excuse myself but, until then I had

ust have
: g i ] ason, 1M )
Fa blme 1 hl%vl;,ewere seeing ihu;%z
0
t for men '
Enm;:aihe manifestation
?

d thoug wo days follow-

] 1 was annoye for the t was
eompletely forgotten the existence of my sister, Lynda, gz do. mplaint. Thereafter, tretcher bearer. I]?t was
who was one of the nurses. There was no.need for ?f mngggUI; was m fen?v;ried to know hmg £ Aol
lights, for flames for miles around made the place as el those two days 1 }:’t that we had our hrs healde
bright almost as day. They had formed an emergency during  the Monday nig both went to gleep Cotite
hospital in Parliament House, and here a group of ot untlt re took charge. s the remains of the Lo &
doctors, mostly young, were carrying out heroic and s natuher gomewhere near took over the ruin
despera’te work. The Domain had been erowded with the %‘:;ﬁh Bank. The mgﬁ?{.ﬁywere no more 1;"210%
hordes of panic-stricken refugees, when a broadside of mont day. But by then ither been removed 0
shells burst over it. The only advantage I gained from e them. They had e
this, and the days that followed, was that they e
hardened my mind

and steeled my

L __mostly not.
nerves for things LY
I did later when the chance came.,

To be merciful we
had to be mereiless, Only those who showed hopes for
recovery were removed from the ground. Ior the
others there was only morphia to quieten their agony.
But they were so many and we helpers so few. One
had only to experience having to pass by a mother
forgetting her own torture, to plead for our help for
a broken child, to understand the hate that took root
those hours.

It was somewhere tow

ards morning that, while mak-
g one of my endless rg

unds wi

with an empty stretch
thx.tt had become sodden with blo A i




CHAPTER VI.

ove? W&E hai})out time some strong authority had taken
ghmils o e rfnany people returned to help, those
R infest every community also put in an
s -:ize, robbing the dead and looting. Some
e ‘;1]1 groups, and .there were some unclean
pRases w el];I tk}lley were interfered with. Lives had
R o Mn 3‘0 sides. Had I been told on the Friday
o e bei(:):l ay I‘ should kill a man with a brick
B o mer for it, I should have regarded the sug-
. ore improbable even than libellous. Yet
i isolatedceasml']s on the Monday Fergus and I came
g lxlrer_mm, redhanded. It was dirty work buf‘;
by hj:siltate. Fergus proved to be a purpozseful
ey ands. Our efforts at summary 'ﬁst'
ot natural and quite in order, I 1'&113 , I;ee
e Ofpaeased we were to guide a young offiigl 5
. brutesB%?:r(}a (:foi%lgto Prgere we knew a gls‘u:g
a0 . 0 no 1
prggg:d?;lerse’ but when he had roundtegnt%‘gmwﬁat }ills
R ioey fr%mtﬁ?epgggl?fr \I;ifor‘m% but entirely I;atis(i
el view. e fo i
o e .01 St S
sergl:a;la;n; sx?ll'lecte% b;forer&elgngllegreﬂno;r}:;s i
oming of the militar ith marti
fo&ar(;kcl(;c;l :,nded that first pgaggtgr%a‘:]g %art]al i
L were i AR e ety ergus and
- Drelgned. ght order where chaos
_ Vuring Sunday and Mo
g:)l:.lzlll:;:nuh?d been rife, %?Jgn;u Elglértpf i |
b 111113 ess we slept on our feet '1‘h1me it
artbreaking job was to snatch R B
meals that some
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iq women had prepared for th@ ]E_{.ed Cross
:E;inkgig. We were too weary and too indifferent to
trouble about news. There were 1o newspapers any-
way. 1t was not until the Tuesday morning that 1
gaw a Melbourne newspaper at t.l-le Town Hall, and
learned of the catastrophes in the interval.

It appears that after the _ﬁ'fst bomba_,rdment of
Sydney, the enemy fleet had _1v1ded, leaving a i‘orcei
outside Sydney Harbour sufficient to hold our nava
units there. One squadron had gone North with one of

ireraft carriers.

1;W()l\ﬁavvc-a.sﬂe had bheen warned, and Fort Seratehley
was on the alert. There was no Surprise therefore,
when about five o’clock in the afternoon the roar of
approaching bombing planes came in from the east.
Then followed the first real fighting. One squadron
of Air Force planes from Brisbane took omn the over-
whelming number of the attacking force, .whﬂe‘ '_che
gecond dashed to attack the fleet that lay in waiting
some fifteen miles out to sea. This move drew off part
of the attack, and the anti-aireraft guns of the Fort
got their chance.

It was a hopeless fight against numbers. Betweel the
aircraft and the guns they accounted for eleven enemy
planes. But only two units from our two squadrons
returned after discharging their bombs and exhausting
their machine gun ammunition. The Fort that had got
the range of the fleet, began firing, .a,nd the fleet
responded. But with the air opposition gone, the
enemy planes, aided by the fire {rom the sea, smothered
the fort with high explosive shells and gas. In less
than twenty minutes from the first shot it was over, and
the grim fleet stood in towards the shore. But there
was one cruiser missing. That was the only loss
admitted by the enemy, though one of the battleships
was damaged.

Then as night began to fall there took place a
repetition of the disaster at Sydney. The fleet stood
off some five miles from Nobby’s Head, and began a
slow deliberate fire with but one objective—the Broken
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Hill Proprietary’
o § ary’s great steel
ing it. works, and N
B e or. Beoanssing. i
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e in the camp h
effecti p here at Carri
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and salvage ?Vhatm:\f; Iiu;! u‘s on to clean Ugc:};f 1na:1ter
mills. The onl : s left efore they i ess
. i 3 ted th
R din only satisfaction we got Tan e
tho Tougghgé:;r Ogntghmegrs curse tgheiroufqaoj ltfwas in
%lat the second laigjeog' tBut at the tirﬁg it Ogae?;?;
mpire was in ruins st steel works in th ean
and us ] e British
Bou%‘if‘ﬂgf A}Fstralia’s steel ilj(sisgo?;;e of the principal
R oren gee bombardment was ‘goin
Hunter. Thg;raﬁed fgom the fleet and Iganoé1 ; %our
familiarit urned into th or Port
it was an act of el}te]’.’lng his own h the
talion of i of patriotic folly—th ome. Then—
gestroyerslﬁirgrgﬂlze%an to rake tieNggz(li&a: ﬂef bt%t-
ehind the King’ re and machine- 5 a
water front_mgss wharf and the eoa? gsﬁg ;ﬁl‘e from
destroyers blazed ;’Lﬁg?ﬁg their guns inzlfor%n ﬁw
into the basi e town as th he
the wharfa\iﬁhfg Tﬁ_om to manouevig pa&sed turther
AR AR
or the open s urned and ran th B
Bl ocni ea. Fifteen mi e gauntlet agai
gain, . nutes lat. gaimn
QR R S o oy fhe guns er the planes ware
I etor, they dov: to the north, firi 18, eriigers
front. , they devastated the town ;Lnf g e
Dusk was falli e water
. s fallin
saying them alling as the destro
oil tamker that had They took it e returned, none
close to the Dak arrived that momiswn of a loaded
reason fo Uyke. The tank ng, and was lyin
r their incursi er was evid chres)
gion. One remained inelg'lly fthe
e fair-
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way, the gecond appeared to be arranging _ior the
destruction of two colliers, while the remaining pair
ranged UP peside the tanker. Then retribution over-
took them. From gomewhere near Adamastown, @
pattery of feld artillery came into action, ranging on

way, which was struck by four

the destroyer in the fair
out of siX ghells. A second salvo put her out of
she drifted towards the Ferry whart

tened to her aid and drew the entire
fire of the hidden battery, the observers for which were
giving the range to 2 yard. Both vessels were replying
at randon, ut the two working on the tanker took
no notice. The gecond destroyer ceased firing and bent

i attempting o take the damaged

all her energies on _
consort in tow when with a T0ar that shook the hurning

town she blew up- ) N
Bven then the two at the tanker did not relinquish

their efforts. Their aim Was to get it out under its
own power, but this was frustrated by the battery

turning its guns oL the three yessels. A moment later
the destroyers

,, making for the channel, the

second could be seen making degperate efforts to
release herself from her now terrible charge. Again
the battery changed its tare i

make its escape.
a few minutes it disappeared in the dusk,

invaders. Qeyeral men Were geen to spring
but the ebbing tide drew them towards the entrance.
Ten minutes later she, {00, blew up beside the tanker,
in tornado of flame that deluged the wharves and har-
bour for hundreds of yards round. Next morning
geventeen survivors from the first destroyer Sur-
1_'ende_red, and were saved from being 1ynched by an
m’.h}mated people only by rigorous action by the
military authorities.

But three destroyers and eleven fighting planes

was a small price for the raiders to pay for the irrepar-
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able damage they had inflicted on the chief defence
industry of the Commonwealth.

I may say here that some of the first scrap steel
we used in the new works for the open hearth furnaces
gome six years later was that taken from the wreck
of the first destroyer, which sank near Stockton Ferry.

That night not a light was shown on the Australian
eoast. All shipping within range that had not been
snapped up by the ememy had been warned of the
danger. But there was evidence of enemy destroyers
elose inshore during the darkness, and that the fleet
still watched outside. Nevertheless, the two divisions
must have changed stations, because by morning it was
the main battle fleet that appeared on the horizon off
Port Kembla at daylight.

That the attack would be made was recognised by
the authorities as inevitable. Without a gun to protect
it, Kembla was naked to the open sea. Along its front
were placed the vitally important non-ferrous metal
works and the plant of the great Australian Steel
Works, second only to those of Newecastle. With these
out of the picture the Commonwealth’s greatest sources
of munitions would be cut off. At Illawarra Lake sea
planes lay waiting, and at a temporary aerodrome a few
miles bel’&il_ld the lake, a score of bombers had taken
up a position,

Before dawn a seaplane, reconnoitring, discovered
the enemy fleet steaming slowly without lights some
twenty miles from the shore, and slightly to the north
east of the Port. The first advantage of surprise had
beeq lost to the raiders. For this reason they had
stationed their plane carrier some 20 miles to eastward.
g:;or;llng ?tlenl.{ presit(einee hadf been detected, and that

€ attack could come from i i
line ahead, made full speed o o e Baw o

¢ to come within r
daylight. The message from ange by

[ the seout sent thirty air-
craft, ranging for elevation, from the lake 1 th

and th
&erodrm_ne. Doubtless the fleet had sent similar orderfs
to its air support, and at the same time the aireraft
from the battleships and cruigers took wing! In the

e \JI

AN
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wing light the air was throbbing with the drone 0
gro

pro%ﬂi;rséhe cruisers, rushing ghoreward in broken

: and opened fire.

s, ] theh he‘t?z(}tlagdin the air began.
Almost simultaneously, the Dba B o hack ot
§ s e ra}?gii WE;% lﬁ]l: ghgrrl'icane of conflict

i i T0
batﬂesh;;?’th‘:h:ip,losion of bombs around thcrtn, ‘iugrltis
:E:;e gareat guns sholrewa(;'dt.h %ginagsdsiziboﬁim b:u t
i oes blaste e

?}112 g?;&?ﬁgs?ilgvht and shortening range made the target
a certain mark for the gunners. s Eal
Volcanoes of smoke and flames rose s
the buildings along the water front, and sla ot
beautiful machinery of the non-ferrous wor ’ES (1)1 P
much depended. This was the source ol al e

o d brass work for munitions, and of all our msulal .
2:1)19, and telephone wires essentifaldtotﬁslfi ;}21?;?1\13]1;3&1
tion. To the right a hurricane ol s e
the steel mills. With their main batter . s
anti-aireraft guns blazing and mdlﬁex:eg b Pl
of wing overhead, the l‘al‘dlng fleet carrie 0 ek

vastation. One cruiser close _m§hore was

%if i%e head, and a second was drifting out c}'ift Gg:;;;é
enveloped in smoke. From the shore a lig e

was carrying the thick black smoke to sea. k
after plane plunged downward from above, S]pmn;k gé

behind it a streak of flame and smoke as 1t cral.? e
into the sea. A blast of fire sprang from the bows
of one of the battleships where a bhomb struck. her.
She turned out of the fight to the east. Tmmediately
afterwards in response to orders, the fleet turned a:wag
at full speed for the east, whilé the destroyers emitte
a smoke screen that surrounded them. Before they
left the destroyers made desperate efforts to reagh !;he
burning cruiser, but finally turned away after picking
up the men who, evidently by order, had abandoned
her. Five minutes later her decks and guns roared
skyward, and when the smoke cleared the hul‘l had
disappeared. No doubt the explosion was deliberately
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caused to prevent her from falling into our hands.

It was small satisfaction to Australia that 15 enemy
aircraft and two cruisers had been the price of the
raid, at a loss of one seaplane and two bombers. The
real loss had been in the wrecked and chaotic mass
that had been, an hour earlier, among our most valuahle
essential possessions. Within 24 hours from the out-
break of the raid Sydney had been devastated with
appalling slaughter, and our three most important
industrial undertakings, on which so many others
depended for material, were obliterated. Relying on
the surprise of a bolt from the blue, the enemy had
succeeded in striking a paralysing blow. From that
moment the Commonwealth had become something akin
to those garden spiders that are collected by wasps
as food for their larvae—with their nerve centres
deadened, alive, but incapable of escape.

It was our misfortune that our essential needs of
metals and fuel had been concentrated in a compara-
tively small area of the great continent. Its seahoard
was that stretch of 150 miles between Newecastle in
the north and Kiama to the south. It was doubly
vulnerable to attack because the needs of settlement
and the topography of the country caused railways
and arterial roads to run parallel with the coast, and
becanse in scores of places inviting heaches and shel-
tered harbours, difficult to protect, invited the
attacker. Such an area demanded the protection of
a fleet strong enough to hold the coast from Cape York
downward, backed by a land force of comparatively
equal strength. That the enemy were thoroughly
aware of the strategic importance of the area was

demonstrated by the foresight and swiftness that
marked thau:n i:::t day’]t:al(-iai;ii; _dFor years, with childish
: 8, we 1d our weakness bare to
all comers. (_}er books, with eopious details of roads
d communications of every kind were offered as a

ift a 8ave a prospective invader the trouble of mak.
s own maps. At the same time, air transport

'éd agreeable facilities for a more thorough
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re as fully
i ryey. Our attackgrs we ;
photodgr v:il')cllllut!h:%mce};sary topograp}nga‘l 11;%)1:111:2;:1; ::3
v relves were. With few exceptions edlf)atails -
VIP‘r::rtl)ig-muent had kept them posted on

arm%l?le‘;timd not been publicly disclosed Washe%dzlgg
e e e
forts testified. ¢They came 1, B ough they Were

. lacements a o
ttgnd picked out the emp jes themselves.
at home, and had laid out the hatteri %0 sbun

trikin
e the enemy had been 8
theBctcl)Emv:glzrith shock temporarily, thedfé)};r:}; {J;g:{f‘
had also been delivered. The news spreagte A
ililg in force had been eﬂ’:efi{e% iﬁaﬁog‘;ﬂcp’lai r?ed it
day morning. AN s
?h:}:lehg{do nhagpened to the Hawkesbury Bridge



CHAPTER VII.

As we absorbed this mass of ill tidings, Fergn
rubbed a chin that bore three days’ growthgof brisﬁe:
—we were an insanitary pair—and said thoughtfully,
1 Mon, if that yarn about the landing at Port Stephen
is t‘r‘uI?, w;ve’ie seuppered.’”’

. Let’s hope it is just another lie,”’ I repli
Think of the other fantastic yarns we’ve heard dEri?ldé
the last two days. Tt’s impossible.’’

He swept a dirty finger in the direction of the
broken and still smoking skyline, and growled, ‘‘Look
at that, and then say what’s impossible. Yésterday
and the day before and the day before that were
impossible—but they happened.”

Here let me say that the hand of the censor had
—with good causeffallen heavily on all published
}';e‘b?i?s. While the policy was sound in the public interest
i ;‘fd an amazing erop of digquieting misinformation.
e was not until the Tuesday morning that I saw

e first of the Government proclamations posted. One
::rigtunced that a State of War existed between Aus-
Sadl‘l;: andhCambasm. To me and those people of
dij;e f_y W <})1 had come drifting back from various
ﬂuogsmnjintot‘lal earm;gﬂré&ementﬁaecmed somewhat super-

: on all men between the ages
omfijlj?aand 40 {ears to regm}ey themselves at the nearﬁesjr’.
aunou;yi cen 1i:e for training. There were others
controlc ng é at the Government had taken over the
i ﬁﬁa ]mtrlbutloq of all food supplies.  Also that
il foga and subject to serious penalties to ask
S Peddey. :;:]tye: mek());:nzlgdltly hi_%hder than that ruling
) - I smiled as 1 e

way we had forestalled that regulat?on t(};;])ut%l;t ]?efrsttljlr?
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of the restaurant keeper on the Saturday afternog?t,
Another notice announced that all road @{anspe :
vehicles and their drivers had been compulsorl fy SiN rI:o
into military gervice. Moreover, 10 conserve u(;f L
owner of a motor caTl could use it except by o 101{)1
license. The cars of the offenders Wwere to be

confiscated. :

An appeal was also Fnade to men retired i‘o?
every description of business to return to wor 5 0
relieve younger men for other service. By another
proclamation, the Government took over a large n&lm-
ber of business undertakings that would be earried 01
by their owners for publie service.

1t was, however, strange that in Sydney, the centre
of the catastrophe, less was known of what was hap-
pening than in any other place in the Eastern States.
Moreover, in the early days we sayv_fewer men 10
uniform than anywhere else. The civic problem was
terrific. Water and sanitation had vanished over _tl}e
greater part of the metropolitan area, and all civie
activities had been dislocated. Estimates of the killed
and wounded on the first day amounted to more than
9200,000. Probably another 200,000 hqd left the city
and were scattered in camps in outlying districts, or
were overcrowding the outer suburbs, anq complicating
the situation in a score of ways. In the inner suburbs,
however, there were the survivors of those who ha.d
been unable to get away, and who were still living 11
the ruins of their houses—if any. There was practically
no form of transport except by water. The ferry ser-
vice was almost intact, but the problem of fuel was
acute. The running time had been cut down to one
boat per hour on each route.

On the Sunday and Monday refugees began to
trickle back, intent on visiting their homes oT
endeavouring to learn the fate of missing relatives and
friends. It was strange how self-centred people had
become, and the situation seemed to bring out the best
or the worst in humanity. One of the finest aspects
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was the response to the appeal for voluntary workers,
and the self-sacrifice entailed was the monopoly of no
gingle stratum of society, regardless of the repellant
or harrowing nature of the work.

One of the first tasks, and one that was imperative,
was the collection and burial of the dead. Working
gangs of 21 members each, were formed, of whom one
was chosen as leader. Bach gang was allotted a given
area. That to which I was drafted worked to the
north of Oxford Street, Paddington. So far as was
possible, the bearers identified the vietims, and gave
the names to the leader. It was a grim business, that
taxed the fortitude of all concerned in it. Of our
gang half were white collar workers—among them a
lawyer, a dentist, and two business men, but none
shirked where there was every excuse for shirking.
There was no possibility of formal burial, and where-
ever vacant ground of any kind was available, the
bodies were laid in trenches and covered in. Clergy-
men of any denomination, where possible, read the
burial service over the trench when it was closed. It
was not until long after, when I paid my first and
last visit to what had been my home, that I found a
grave in what had been its garden. But I never
learned to whom my thanks were due.

What occurred was that Sydney, as a capital, ceased
to exist. There was neither trade nor commerce to
support it; nor were there the means or the men to
carry out the work of reconstruction. Events which
followed demanded the services of every available man
to preserve those intact places which we still held.
Moreover, the enemy were determined that it should
]:;ot be rebuilt as a centre of possible resistance. It
t;came the practice of every warship that passed along

e coast to ﬁz:e a salvo or two among the ruins
To-day, as 1 write, the fallen masonry still blocks the
streets of the city, and blackened and desolate ruins
inhabited by the few who eare to take risk, disfigure
% once lovely slopes around the Harbour. I believe

, but for the wrecked approach, the great bridge
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atill stands intact—red with rust where the weather
has worn away its paint.

Sydney and its tragedy, terrible as it was, falls into
the background. We return once more to Bloody
Saturday, when Melbourne had temporarily become the
centre of administration. In view of the gravity of the
news from London, the Prime Minister’s first act had
been to call the Federal Parliament into session at
Canberra. Nevertheless, the first Cabinet meeting, at
which only half a dozen Ministers were present, was
held in Melbourne on his arrival.

Before then, however, the news that Britain was
at war had spread consternation through the city. All
business came to a standstill. The Stock Exchange, to
prevent a panie, did not open for business. After a
hastily summoned conference between the State
Premier and the Associated Banks, all the banks that
had opened their doors at ten o’clock, closed them at
eleven until the Monday.

It was, perhaps, as well that the public did not
know at once the full extent of the catastrophe. They
were prepared for it by rumour, and the truth only
filtered through gradually. The Cabinet had scarcely
assembled when the news was telephoned through from
the Premier of New South Wales of the first air raid
on the forts. It was not until nearly two o’cloek,
however, after numerous attempts had been made to
communicate with the defence authorities in Sydney,
that the story of the bombardment reached the Cabinet
officially from the Navy office at the Victoria Bar-
racks, where it had been received from the Adelaide.

At the time, it was impossible for the Cabinet to
gauge the extent of the danger that threatened.
Absence of communication from Western Australia, at
first regarded as a mishap, caused growing anxiety as
the day went on. Darwin also was deaf to all wireless
and telegraphic messages. But the news from Sydney
with which the city was now ringing warranted pre-
paration for the gravest emergencies. The destruction
of the Hawkesbury bridge gave ominous warning
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that enemy action was projected beyond Sydney, and
that Newecastle could be the only objective. Sydney,
the natural source of military assistance had heen
sm%tched from their grasp. With the Hawkesbury
Bridge out of action, the only way of sending assistance
was through Orange or Lithgow, via Muswellbrook.
Meanwhile, two squadrons of bombers had been sent
to reinforce the fort.
20 But then, as afterwards, the advantage of the
initiative was always with the enemy. They held undis-
puted control of the eoast and struck where they
pleased. ] Although it came as a shock, the story of the
devastation at Newcastle on the Saturday, and of Port
Kembla on the Sunday, was regarded as inevitable
by the authorities in view of the suddenness and the
utterly unexpected strength of the attack. Only one
reaﬂ}z bright note was struck on that grim day by the
certainty that the ememy had been crippled by the
destructmn.of one of their two aeroplane carriers.
But during that day, and until late on Sunday, the
defence anthorities could obtain no certain news of the
actual strength of the enemy. It was estimated, how-
ever, that ten battleships, fifteen cruisers, and more
than 30 destr_oyers were raiding the coast. But far
out to sea, waiting the orders to move in, stood a great
fleet of merchant transports, which by daybreak on
Mondas_r morning appeared off Port Stephens. It was
:.scertamed, also, th.at. apart from the battleship guard
J(; g};‘:gf;n; ‘f;;adzean:‘ammg ndavzltll units from leaving Port
y ea roun mi
dur:i;g B St of e Satufi' e:aagead& had been mined
rom one of my shack mates, Bo
a shipping agent in Melbourne, ’but 11)10?1\:“1‘; l}géhezllgg
obg;nml;e:::zoil:lnaaiestit the works, I heard how Mel-
ed to the news. B : i 3
b:oadcast that Britain, which meg;:: etgx: I?‘}lrrolﬁr:at ﬁ:
;u :::. Special editions of the papers were on the
at the same time. By half past ten, business

of any kind, except in the banks, had ceased. Some

~of the cooler heads, anticipating financial panie, got
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in early, and secured enough cash to carry them on.
But it was not until nearly eleven, when the city really
awoke to the possibilities, that things began to look
ugly. Only the prompt action of the Government
and the Banks prevented a riot by closing until Mon-
day. There was a lot of noise when the doors closed
but the crowd behaved sensibly. Although the streets
were thronged, so much so that the wheeled traffic
was almost at a standstill, there was very little confu-
sion. There was tense but suppressed excitement.
Near the newspaper offices, the streets were impassable
through the density of the crowds. But until about
half past 12 o’clock, there was no other news posted
than the Government’s declaration of a State of War.

T was standing at the intersection of Collins and
Elizabeth Street,”’ said Bob, ““when I heard a sound
that was something between a growl and roar of voices
from the crowd in Collins Street. Then it died away
into a dead silence. I saw the erowd surging and
people come rushing towards Elizabeth Street. A man
running by stopped and called out, “‘A fleet of bombing
planes had attacked Sydney. That tore it! By jove!
if it had been over Melbourne it could not have caused
a greater sensation.”” During the next 15 minutes
something like 300,000 people in the eity suddenly
awoke to the reality of war. When the first wave of
excitement passed Melbourne went cold sober. There
was no cheering or shouting in the streets, nor very
much in the hotels. People just stood talking in sub-
dued voices in small groups everywhere. The shops
closed, and the crowd grew thicker.

Tt was towards two o’clock and many of the people
were beginning to drift towards the Flinders Street
Station. A notice was posted, ‘Sydney is being heavily
bombarded by a fleet of warships from outside the
Heads. Nationality uncertain.’ After the first wave
of sound you could have heard a pin drop in Collins
Street,”” Bob went on, ‘“then, as by word of command,
the crowd began to break up and leave the city.”’

«‘The football final was being played on the Mel-
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bourne Cricket Ground that afternoon, but the ques-
tion of which team could claim the title to premiership
was never settled. The only people who turned up at
the ground were two gatekeepers, and about half a
dozen football reporters. No one had thought to call
off the matech—it called itself off. By three o’clock
the city was almost deserted. The twelve picture
theatres in the city ecould not muster an audience of
50 people between them.

“1 said that business had been paralysed, but there
was one place where there was too much to cope with,
and that was at the Victoria Barracks in St. Kilda
Road,”” Bob grinned. ‘‘I thought I might as well
elaim the honour of being one of the first to enlist, so
I strolled over Princes Bridge. Something like 60,000
or 70,000 others had got the same idea. The crowd
of men had backed up over the road, and had over-
flowed into the Domain. The barrack yard was as full
as a tick, and about 50 permanent men in uniform had
been swallowed up among them in trying to get them
into order.

When I managed to squeeze my way through, an
officer at one of the windows was telling the crowd
in parade ground English to go and register themselves
at their suburban centres. He also told them where
else they: could go. There must have been thousands
of old Diggers in the crowd. You could pick them out
‘everywhe.re. It was they who started singing
Madamoiselle of Armentieres.’” That erowd chanted
the lay of Madamoiselle for hours. Many of them
drifted off to other recruiting stations, but those who
hung on kept the barracks staff working all night.”’

Bob got fed up of waiting about six o’clock, and
went to his home in North Brighton. It was only about
that time that someone at headquarters awoke to the
fact that the broadeasting stations had no censors and
were sending out everything that came through—and
that was plenty. Refugees from Sydney and pressmen
were sending through their accounts of what they had
Seen. At first, people would not—could not—believe
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it. But before the censors put on the brake, Melbourne
knew that Sydney had been pretty well wiped off the
map. But even then they had heard nothing of the
second bombardment.

It was later that night that Bob Turnbull, by
chance, was one of the few people in the East to receive
a whisper of what had happened in Western Australia.
After dinner he had gone across to see his partner
whose son was a wireless amateur. It was about 10
o’clock, when the son broke in on them wide-eyed, with
a story that he had been working on the amateur band
and had picked up some station working on a battery-
operated plant at a place called Gumaling in Western
Australia. He was morsing and the signals were very
weak, but he had made out parts of the message and
written it down. It ran—‘‘how many not known. To
___ swarms of soldiers in streets by . . . machine gunned

the . . . no resistance at all . . . Complete possession
of Fremantle and Perth . . . motorists shot . . . cars
taken . . . Northam by midday . . . railway captured

.. since then no message . . . cannot see, but think
red dia-.’’ It faded out there and the boy tried but
could not raise the transmitting station again.

Neither Bob nor his partner was strong in Western
Australian geography, but they took an atlas and
searched for ‘‘Gumaling.’”’ The only place they could
find approximating the word, was ““Goomalling,”’ a
junction station on the northern line to Geraldton.
They guessed there was something in it, and after a
hopeless half hour trying to get headquarters by
telephone, they drove to the barracks. Here af’_cer an
hour’s wrangling they finally got hold of an intelligence
officer, who read the fragment and hurried them into
the presence of a brass hat, by whom they were re-
ceived with the usual military courtesy. Bob said, on
glancing over the paper, his first outburst was to f_j.Sk
what the so and so, such and such they meant by being
in possession of an unauthorised wireless set. (The
prohibition had not then been announced.) However,
after warning them not to repeat the story to anyone,
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he so far forgot himself as to thank them i
that message confirmed other information T]llgya%;nétmd
Actually, it was more than six months before
approximately detailed story of what had happenig
that day in Western Australia was pieced together. It
came through in dribbles from scores of undergro'und
sources,.for the West was, from then, almost as com
pletely*isolated as if it had been on another continent-
So far as I remember, the first full story from actual
eye witnesses was told by two Roman Catholic priests
Fathe_rs Colllms and Fairfax. They reached Port Lin.
coln in April, 1940, in the last stages of exhaustion
It had taken them four months to cover the journe ‘
from Esperance after their escape, f

OCHAPTER VIEL.

This story of the occupation of Western Australia
demonstrates fully the diabolie thoroughness of the pre-
liminary staff work that put the State into the enemy’s
hands almost without a blow being struck. It would
be possible only in a country such as ours, that
remained persistently blind to the writing on the wall.

During the nights of September 21 and 22 the wire-
less authorities had had their attention drawn to the
transmission of some unknown wireless station either
in or close to Perth. The signals were especially strong
in the early hours of the morning, but attempts to
decipher them were unsuccessful. Early in the evening
of the Friday, direction finders were used to locate
the station, but the lines of direction ecrossed at a
spot outside Perth on an open road. It was assumed
then that a portable set was being used. Although the
incident of the mystery station caused a good deal
of comment in official guarters, no apprehension was
created.

Doubtless this was one of the enemy sets conveying
vital information to the expeditionary force at sea.
Late that night (Friday) a telegram addressed to the
Premier was despatched from Geraldton. It conveyed
the information from the owner of a lugger that had
been lying inshore about 50 miles north of Geraldton,
that he had sighted a large fleet of ships, some of
which were undoubtedly cruisers, moving south.
Adverse wind had delayed him, and the message was
nearly 18 hours late. It never was delivered.

One of the features of the invasion of Western
Australia was that it was planned so as to inflict the
least possible damage on property. Instead of adopting
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~ the plan used in Sydney, of bombing the forts on

‘Rottnest Island in broad daylight, a surprise attack
on the forts at midnight was arranged. Towed in boats
by destroyers, a large landing party gained a footing
on the island. The flashing light on the high ground
must have formed a perfect guide. The landing place
was well chosen by someone familiar with the whole
island, as the movement was carried out without detec-
tion. When the forts were rushed scarcely a shot was
fired by the garrison, who, taken completely off their
guard, were bayoneted to the last man. In ten minutes
after the first alarm the island and its batteries were
in enemy hands.

The next phase of the attack took place shortly
beforg dawn, when a series of violent explosions shook
the city. Every wireless plant had been put out of
action. Half a dozen masked men invaded the tele-
phone exchanges, and put their staffs under arrest.
At the same time all the telegraph lines and cables had
been cut. It was later discovered, too, that rails had
been removed during the night from every railway line
at various points outside the city area. The explosions
that destroyed the wireless stations had been caused by
powerfu_l bombs, which did sufficient damage to put
the stations out of action for several hours. No means
of outside communication had been overlooked. The
uproar caused considerable excitement in the city, but

the perpetrators of the sab i
R otage had escaped—their

Meantime, warned that Rottnest was silenced. the
m p;h;.ld st]:::li inshore. Convoyed by destroyers: the
- tﬁg closed in to the Cottesloe beach where,
. e isovher of darkness, disembarkation began.
rvend %aotp e heard the unaccustomed movement off

i G ;10 none was curious enough or unfortunate

; o ;:gmll;e too closely. Before daylight, two
_mio_ o nded and had assisted in securing

B,tn;g wharf that was towed in by short
time day broke, ome battery of
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mechanised artillery had been landed on pontoons, as
well as two or three swift light tanks.

At the same time motor pinnaces, armed with six
pounders, and each towing four boatloads of infantry
with a machine gun unit were making for the mouth
of the river. By then the daylight was growing, and
all pretence of secrecy was put aside. By this time
any hope of resistance had passed. While the troops
from Cottesloe were moving into Fremantle by road,
two troopships steamed towards the wharves guarded
by destroyers. The astounded inhabitants of Fre-
mantle found the waterfront occupied by foreign troops
who took immediate possession of the railway station.
When attempts were made to communicate with Perth
it was found that all telephones were ‘‘dead.”” The
pier heads were guarded by light tanks to prevent any
interference with the berthing of the troop ships.

For a little while the soldiers treated the staring
civilian population with contemptuous indifference.
But that they were not to be trified with was dramati-
cally shown when an officer abruptly ordered the owner
of a motor car to alight and hand it over. The man
protested, and without a word of warning was shot
dead at his wheel. At a word from the officer the
door was flung open by a soldier and the body was
dragged out, and pushed into the gutter.

Before seven o’clock, some five battalions of infantry
had been landed. By that time too a strange flotilla
was making its way up the Swan River.

It consisted of six motor pinnaces each towing four
boats, each of which carried 50 men. By half past
seven they had passed Mill Point from Melville Water
and were steering for the Barrack Street jetty. These
landed at 7.45, and were actually the first troops to
reach the city, but only by a few minutes, for two
trainloads detrained at Central Station from Fremantle
before 8 o’clock.

It was one of the tragedies of the day that because
of the early hour, several residents of Fremantle who
had dashed to the city by motor cars were unable to
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get into touch with anyone in authority. So that
though the news of the invasion had reached the city
it was known to comparatively few people, most of
whom were incredulous. In some respects, however,
the misfortune was a blessing in disguise. At the most
only one hour would have been available to organise
any form of resistance. Bad as the situation was
eventually, the slight resistance that might have been
organised, must have been useless, and would prob-
ably have led to ruthless reprisals or a bombardment
of the city.

As it happened, however, the early city workers
suddenly found the streets overrun with foreign troops
who moved with mechanical and systematic certainty.
Father Fairfax stated that at a few minutes before
eight o’clock he was walking down Barrack Street
towards St. George’s Terrace. He had reached the
Town Hall, when he was staggered by the spectacle of
a body of troops coming towards him at the double,
with bayonets fixed. Almost at the same moment there
was a burst of machine gun fire at the intersection of
St. George’s Terrace. One company halted at the Hay
Street intersection, close to him, and set up machine
guns with which they began to rake the street both
east and west. The few who have recorded the events
of the morning emphasise the suddenness with which
the city was invaded, and callous savagery with which
all opposition was crushed by the streets being cleared
by machine gun fire in both directions from Barrack
Street.

One of the very few men I met who was in Perth
on the morning of September 23, was one who owned
a service station in the city. If T ever heard his name
I do not recollect it now. That was before I was drafted
to the Carrington Camp. He had come East as chauf-
feur to a P.P, officer. He told me that he had gone
down to his garage early that morning. The first he
knew that anything was wrong was when he heard
shooting, and one of his men ran in and told him
someone was firing in the street. He tried to ring the
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police station. At the time he told me his story he
seemed to think there was something funny in trying
to call out the police that morning, because they shot
every man in uniform on sight.

What impressed him most was that at eight o’clock
everything seemed normal, and ten minutes later ““the
city was fairly erawling with the so and so’s.”” They
seemed to come from all directions. The first he saw
of them was when looking through the window of his
office a sergeant and six men walked in. One of his
men went up to the sergeant, and apparently began
an argument, when the sergeant pushed his bayonet
into the man’s chest. It was not 30 seconds between
the time they walked through the door till the sergeant
was kicking the man’s body aside.

Then the sergeant looked round, and saw the owner
in his office and walked in. He spoke English, and
asked how many cars in good condition were in the
place. Told there were twenty-five, he said, ““You
show me or I stick!”” and with the object lesson of
the body of his assistant before him, the owner com-
plied. Just then an officer with a squad of men joined
the sergeant. They ran the ears out, and the garage
owner was forced to fill their petrol tanks. After that
they drove the cars away without taking any further
notiece of him.

He told me also that they seemed to know exactly
where to go for everything they wanted. Cars full
of men were driven to the outlying suburbs, and all
roads leading out of Perth were guarded. Any cars
attempting to leave were stopped, and their owners
were shot down. All cars entering were comman-
deered. ;

So swiftly and methodically was the entire opera-
tion carried into effect that, by 9 o’clock the invaders
were in complete possession of the city. A population
of more than 200,000 was held in submission with
practically no effort, or no chance of an eifort', at
resistance. Aecting on pre-arranged plans, and guided
no doubt by the agents who had cleared the way for
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their coming, bodies of troops took possession of all
key positions and services. Rail and tram systems were
held up, and the Maylands Air Port was occupied.
Every motor ear available was commandeered. Those
taken in the streets were parked under guard in Stir-
ling Square. Later in the day a systematie requisition
was made, and owners were foreed to drive their cars
to Hyde Park. A squad of enemy engineers took over
the electric power station, and all wireless stations.
During the day domieciliary visits were made to every
owner of an amateur experimental radio set, and all
material was either destroyed or confiscated.

Before noon proclamations in English were posted
thronghout the metropolitan area. These ordered that
all firearms shounld be surrendered by placing them on
the footpath in front of the home of the owner. All
motor vehicles not already commandeered were to he
driven to Hyde Park or Kings Park. All radio ap-
pliances for either reception or transmission were to
be placed outside homes for destruction. It was also
ordered that no citizen was to leave the city. The
penalty for any contravention of these orders was—
death. .

The same thoroughness of system was marked by the
manner in which the railways were used to consolidate
the' hold of the invaders. During the morning, troop
trains left for all key junctions. The movements of
all incoming trains were provided for. The perfection
of the organisation was such that the first knowledge
that Kalgoorl}e gained of the eatastrophe was when, on
Sunday morning, a train load of troops took possession
of the city. After the initial occupation of the key
positions the work of taking full possession of the
State was continued with the systematic foresight. So
carefully had the work been synchronised, that a
cruiser and a troop train arrived at Albany within
an hour of one another,

Meanwhile, in Perth, troops continued to pour into
the city by rail, road and water. One of the first
aetions by the battalion that entered the city by the
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I Street jetty was to march a company to
Ié?):};ilment Houge where His Excellency,‘who _had but
five minutes earlier been infnrme@ of the invasion, was
placed under arrest. The Premier was not in Perth
at the time, and was not ca.ptured.untﬂ two days later.
But the Mayor was taken from_hls home to t_he Town
Hall, and ordered to find rations for the incoming

S.
trooﬁ was learned later that two divisions of troops
with tanks and mechanised artillery ’_Eormed the entire
invading forece. So sure ‘had the invaders been of
success and freedom from interference, that only four
first class cruisers convoyed the troopships.

After taking over all publie buildings, the troops
that remained in the city were quartered on the
inhabitants. By night, from ng’s'Park two bat-
teries of artillery held the city at their merey. Male
citizens were requisitioned without discrimination 9{:
any kind to ecarry out the orders of th'e vietors in
collecting the firearms throughout the city in motor
lorries, and for all laborious work. .1}’5 Fremantle
pressed labour unloaded arms and munitions from the
troopships, and transferred them to appointed dumps.

After the firing in the streets on the SatL_lrQay
morning, by which the city was cqwed into submmsmr;
the people suffered very little violence .for the firs
three weeks, Father Fairfax related. This first morn-
ing cost about 800 lives. The inva@ers showed qlearly
that they would not brook the s_h,r_,rl}test qu_regtmn of
their orders. Men who in the beginning e'xh1b1te(.1 the
slichtest sign of hesitation or truculence 1N qbedlence
were instantly shot or bayoneted. Otherwise there
was at first no great illtreatment of the econquered race.

It was not until the end of October that the people
learned the fate in store for them. By then the entul'e
settled portion of Wesern Australia was completgdy
under enemy control. Hope for rescue from outside
Australin there was none. Rescue or pelp by land over
the Great Western line was equally impossible as tlllfe
only line of communication was the railway itself.
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OEfv e;:_ had troops been available in the east, the lack
e aarlllspgfrt for men and supplies, including w;ttr
il 'ble ective force, made such an undertakin
. amf;lg :ir I\Ef'[ore SE, élnce the enemy had eSt%blishl;g

ase at Kalgoorlie, that 1 .
dered the use of the line i R

: ne impracticable. Th
of relief lay by sea from e only hope
the
pas%? from APStralian control.eaSt’ S TR
tl'ati();: 11::: lﬁzll-oagdgfd tl?e itl;lvaders’ plans for adminis-
P sl y the arrival of a lar

;’élﬁl:lr;lall)lo é)ifula;als, who acted independentlygeoqu[gi
governor ofyt,h B e o ic@ied by the mﬂitﬂl‘f
Government He Sien, who had installed himself in
R o ouse. The military police were with-
eventu’all ti\':’ere replaced by a civil body, that became
lessness gnd ea:gr or of the populace, and whose ruth-
siildicrs. gance were worse than that of the
bl‘()lrfillf-hi;l;ﬁ (iinkling of their fate that came to the
B ot OVE; f}fople was early in November, when
transfer th r1 e age of 12 years were ordered to
of the ﬁveims%v}res from the north to the south side
the river to th omen from the south were to cross

e north. The women were to cross the

river
bﬁdgebgtt%:‘stcaﬂlseway’ and the men by the railway
erth. No one was permitted to take

any possessi i
p rr? ion but as much clothing as he or she could
It i ?

manne:-vai‘z ::}fi Et:;ders first stroke that showed the

gl deterc , by the total segregation of the sexes

R e m(in_ed to solve the racial problen& The

e ':iiio;n:v? effect with relentless thofough-

A ?15 made to house the transferred

o ne order that the dwellings should b
minately. The appalling act admitteé3

no diserimination. A
A 1 ;
made effective in al the same time the policy was

1 rural
Then b - areas.
camps, amf g\?ilrl-tlglf s?::g';? % ﬁl i ngnen i abour
. . work of agri
» and laborious public services wfasagﬁﬁilfluﬁi
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the vanquished people, who were treated more as cattle
than human beings. The first doomed thousand were
taken by transport to the Yampi iron mines, which
became the most dreaded feature of a dread oppression.
Here in the terrific heat and under cast iron discipline
and relentless toil men died like flies. Food and water
were inadequate, and sanitation in the camps was
non-existent. There was 1o attempt at medical
assistance, and the men were driven to their tasks till
they dropped. Had they been flies they could not have
been rated lower than they were as human beings.
Eventually the toll of the mines became such a drain
on the man power of the West, that when the invader
made good his hold on the [ast the iron mines became
the punishment of all who offended the Paramount
Power. They were the lowest pit in the hell that
was Australia.

[At this juncture some 2.000 words of Burton’s
narrative relating to the treatment of the women are
omitted. Burton gives the source of his information
as a metallurgist, and a friend of Fergus Graham, who
had been transferred to Newecastle from the West. We
have been permitted to compare the text with that
of the suppressed passages in Peel and Everard’s, ‘‘The
Struggle for the Pacific,”’ and find the two statements
fully corroborative. We have made representations
to the Government, suggesting the advisability of the
destruction of both documents in order to prevent any
possibility of their publication in the future.—Eds.]



OB APTER IX.

In making this degression on the fate of the lost
State, my desire has been to set out fully the situation
that the Federal Government was called upon to face
during the three first days from September 23 to 25.
The few broken wireless messages, such as that brought
to them by my friend Turnbull, warned the authorities
that a major ealamity had overwhelmed Western Aus-
tralia. Sydney was in ruins, and stories of destruction
of Neweastle and Port Kembla added to the ill tidings
had thrown the people into a condition bordering on
panic. Then over all came the report of the landing
force at Port Stephens, the extent of which was at the
moment unknown. Silence from Darwin added to the
list of misfortune the certainty that it, too, the gate-
way by air, was in the hands of the enemy.

Messages from Britain warned the Government that
the heart of the Empire was threatened, and that
for some indefinite time there could be no hope
of assistance to regain control of the sea that had
been lost in the Naval reverse at Singapore. Our own
naval forc.e was bottled up in Sydney Harbour, and,
even had it been free, the immense superiority of the
enemy made its value negligible.

'_1‘(_3 _faee the threat to our freedom as a raee, was
a militia foree spread over the entire Commonwealth at
a strength on paper of 35,000 men. From this had to
be deducted all available in Western Australia, and
probably those in Queensland, also. It was clear: that
if the enemy made good its footing at Port Stephens, an
effective use of help from Queensland units would be
greatly restricted, if not entirely prevented. Even
though the men were available, difficulties in maintain-
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ing contact and an adequate supply of arms were
almost insuperable.

Even in the first three days our small but precious
air force had suffered irreparable loss. Only one
machine survived the sabotage of the Richmond air
force. And the loss at Port Kembla and Newecastle had
reduced the remainder by 14 effective machines.

The only bright spot in the otherwise unbroken
gloom was the knowledge of the enemy’s loss of one
of its two great plane carriers. This was due to the
splendid devotion of Squadron Leader James Garside.
In the consternation that reigned when the shattered
hangars were examined after the early morning explo-
sion at Richmond, the certainty that the cause was
foreign and not of local origin was manifest. Later,
while discussions on the situation were in progress by
telephone with headquarters, the first air raid on the
forts was reported. The necessity for preserving, as
far as possible, our fighting planes intact, decided
headquarters not to throw the plane away. One
machine against such odds could effect no damage, and
its loss was certain.

It was at this juncture that Garside submitted a
use for the plane, and volunteered to carry it into
effect. It was evident from the strength of the air
attack thet one or more aireraft carriers formed part of
the enemy force. These were being kept well out to
sea for safety, being among the most vital and vulner-
able of the enemy’s units. Garside suggested that the
heaviest blow that could be struck, and one by which
the defence would most greatly benefit, was the
destruction of one of these aireraft carriers.

He, however, pointed out that an attempt to bomb
the carrier was uncertain of sucecess, and even a direet
hit might do no more than cripple it temporarily. He
then offered to take the sole remaining machine up with
the maximum possible load of high explosives. With
this he should fly southwards towards J ervis Bay, and
then out to sea at low altitude, only turning north
when he was well behind any possible enemy observa-
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tion. Then, when finally he was able to si
fleet, to er i i e
e iy crash his plane on or against the aircrag
To gain such a result the certainty of
elaimed, could not, and must not be C(?;lsidefjt?t?:)rh:
moment. He put forward his offer quietly, and in
matter of fa(;t tones, as though it had been a mere ques
tion gf routine, and retired to await the decision _
Finally, Headquarters accepted the sacrifice, and
the man least moved by the decision was Garside him.
self. In conference with the commandant at the
aerodrome, the plan was discussed in detail. It was
Eiecldgd that the plane should leave Richmond, so that
its flight southwards, seaward and the turn north
should be cm}]pleted at, as nearly as possible, after
:;lmset. The 1dtaa was that the plane, flying in from
g eteast, would itself be in a bad light, while the enemy
’ 3; W&uld_stsind clear against the light of the setting
o harslllde 8 own plan was that, on sighting the
o ife 8 Opld fly onv, barely above the water, in
> er if possible to strike the hull of the earrier just
al oEe_ the water line, if possible, amidships. -
" thI: foni;erll_tlion was that the method of attack would
= | ;as ,11‘ ely to be expected, and anticipated by
ey V. ; he speed of the bomber would reduce
o1 (;1111;3'{3 of an effective hit to a minimum if they
, hge 1(; } l'ltm in time to open fire. In the final analysis
o M &11 y and position of the fleet, and especially
il 11115 :ﬂﬁz Ef:;lg,azv;e;e unpredictable, and he there-
oﬁ?e.tl"(lald ;vhgil he reached OhI;st I:)ti)?:(?:i:r‘gsults e
at afternoon Garside took wi i
destruction, going to his death gvfifthWI:.hsrljlnlirieloaidd 031:

wave of the h :

peace flight. and as though starting on a routine
ayI ﬁ::rfir?;reaadge:oli how, about sunset on the Satur-
in Sydney fro P boom of an explosion was heard

m far out to sea. At the ti i
- e tim
G!‘O;IJJ (%f watchers on North Head saw &e manmanxmus
blaze of light from below th omentary

e horizon, that heralded
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4 sound as though of thunder, that came drifting across
the water.

As it reached their ears, the watchers rose to their
feet, facing seaward, silent and at the salute. A man
had died!

[On the authority of officers of the Paramount
Power, Marsden states that Garside’s attack was so
sudden, and its method was so unexpected, that the
enemy had no time to guard against it. When they
first heard its approach all eyes were turned upwards,
but the bomber roared in on them from the east almost
invisible in the evening light, only a few feet above
the water. It charged in at a terrific speed, and hit
the aireraft carrier just above the waterline almost
amidships. The ship blew up and sank instantly, carry-
ing with it 100 planes, and all but three or four of
its personnel. They admitted the seriousness of the
blow, but expressed warm admiration of the self-
sacrifice that effected it.—Eds.]

But the situation that faced the Government de-
manded something more than individual heroism. By
Monday morning there was none in authority who did
not recognise the grimness of the task, owing to the
extent to which those first blows had crippled our
resources, and shaken the morale of the people.

All plans for defence were based on the supposition
that the Commonwealth would have had several weeks’
warning of any probable outbreak of hostilities. Not
even the lesson of the Austrian crisis early in 1938,
when a declaration of war was hourly expected, taught
the authorities the truth that war could break out over
night from a clear sky. The one eventuality for which
no provision had been made was on them.

At the very least, six weeks would be necessary
to mobilise and prepare troops to take the field even
under the most favourable conditions. Now, with one
State completely lost and beyond help, and with the
enemy in actual occupation of a strategic post on the
east coast, the call for action had come.

The eall had not come to a country intact and cor-
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porate, but to a people shocked by major disasters,
with a great centre of population, and one vitally
jmportant, in ruins. The destruction of Sydney had
meant the disorganisation of plans that depended on
that city for men who had been slain, and for essential
arms and munitions that had been irreparably lost.
The fleet had lost its flagship with all its crew, and
the remaining units were as useless for action as if
they had never existed.

The only branch of the defence force ready for
action, the air arm, though strong in personnel, was
even at its best too weak for the terrific task that had
been thrust upon it. Plans for bringing the strength of
fichting planes up to an adequate number had not been
completed. In the first three days almost one quarter
of its effective strength had been lost. Despite the
destruction of one enemy aircraft carrier, the enemy
had sufficient fighting strength on the second to meet
the Australian air force on equal terms. But from
first Newcastle Waters, and then from Charleville, had
come news of large flights of planes bearing the red
diamond on a black square. Of these 55 had been
sighted moving south-east. It was evident that the
enemy was being reinforeed from Darwin for the losses
it had sustained.

Confronted with this situation the Government had
recognised that by mo possible means in its power
could it replace its lost fighting planes. Its aireraft
factories were incomplete, and had they not been, they
were short of essential materials.

It was imperative, therefore, that the air force at
the disposal of the defence authorities must be rigidly
conserved. Nevertheless, it was as imperative that the
extent of the enemy’s force at Port Stephens should
be %seertz}finel(li '\ﬂ"ithé)ut delay.

ut, of all the isasters, the news of th emy’s
landing at Port Stephens was that which ci\fsreladm’z’he
Headguarters Staff the gravest concern—all the more
because of.the a_bsence of detail. The first report had
been received in Melbourne on Monday morning,
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September 25. It came from the postmaster at Karuah,
at the extreme north-west of the inlet. It announced
that six enemy destroyers had entered Port Stephens;
the fleet, with a large number of transports, was close
outside, and after shelling Nelsons Bay, men from the
destroyers were landing. The terror-stricken inhabi-
tants were flying from the district. After that there
was silence.

A small squadron of private planes, hastily organ-
ised at the Mascot aerodrome, was sent north. These
were piloted by officers from the Richmond aerodrome,
but not one returned. Later in the day, three airforce
secouts departed on a similar mission of reconnaissance.
Shortly after they passed the Hawkesbury River, they
reported by wireless that they were being attacked by
enemy aireraft. That was their last message.

It was not until Tuesday morning about 2 o’clock
any more definite news was received. It was tele-
graphed by a resident of Port Stephens, Martin Han-
ecock, a former Major of the ALF. He had succeeded
in remaining hidden during the whole of Monday.
Knowing the fate of Newecastle, when the lightkeeper
at Stephen’s Point had given the alarm that the fleet
was approaching, settlements round the port had been
promptly evacuated. Most of the refugees had made
eastward to Morpeth or Bast and West Maitland, where
the news they brought spread panic.

Hancock reported that the troopships entered the
Harbour, which had been examined by destroyers and
planes. Soldiers had also been disembarked from the
warships outside the heads by destroyers. The troop-
ships had anchored in Salamander Bay. In all their
movements the enemy seemed to be entirely familiar
with the locality. He believed that two brigades with
mechanised artillery were disembarked.

Only four troopships had entered the harbour, the
rest, of which he counted twenty-two, remained outside
with the fleet. During the whole operation at least
two squadrons of planes were cireling over the port.

.

Towards dusk, leaving one cruiser outside and four



88 FOOLS' HARVEST

troopships and three destroyers in
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On paper, the trained forces of the Commonwealth
on a peace footing amounted to 35,000. With Western
Australia and Queensland out of the picture, and with
the crash of the New South Wales organisation, there
were only actually three infantry brigades at the Com-
‘nander-in-Chief’s disposal. At most he could depend
upon two artillery brigades. There was one incomplete
armoured ecar regiment, and an inadequate though
efficient engineering and army service corps to com-
plete the force at his command. At the most, less
than one complete division of 16,000 men.

Already the strategic plan of the enemy was suf-
ficiently developed for the Commander-in-Chief to
realise what he had to expect. The first raid on the
east coast was intended to prevent any interference
with the enemy operations for consolidating their hold
on the west. Now, the landings at Port Stephens,
Newecastle, and Syduney disclosed the intentions of
striking at the heart of Australia—that vital area,
between Newcastle and Port Kembla, inland from the
150 miles of coastline. If a circle of 100 miles in
diameter is drawn with Helensburgh, just south of
Cronulla, as a centre, the are, running through New-
castle and inland as far as Bathurst, encloses an area,
the possession of which means the possession of
Australia. It was for this paramount area that the
enemy was undoubtedly striking.

It was clear that a third landing was intended at
Port Kembla.

Were that effected, the three forees, working in
conjunction, must succeed. Within the area lay some
of the richest country in minerals and agriculture in
the Commonwealth, and every essential line of
communication.

The only hope of fending off the inevitable third
blow lay in the air force.

It was not until long after that I heard any detail
of those momentous conferences in Melbourne that took
place on September 27. Despite the Prime Minister’s
call for the assembly of the Federal Parliament in
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Canberra, it was found
y that the probabl :
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that, as my informant put it, twe got it right in the
neck.”” He didn’t make any bones about it or beat
about the bush. He said, «}My. Prime Minister, I have
just issued an order sending the entire air force at our
disposal to the Qouth Coast of New South Wales. An
attempt at a third landing at Kembla is inevitable. If
that landing succeeds I doubt if we can save Australia.
As things are there is no other form of opposition I
can offer.”’

They were all pretty worried faces in the room, but
as he spoke they grew paler still.

“We must recognise that Western Australia is
already lost, but I do mot anticipate any attack from
that quarter 4

«But why not? 1 hroke in the Prime Minister.

«“Because, sir, it would not be worth their while.
They know quite well the hole we are m.

No one spoke.

He went on. «With all the men 1 can gather from
Victoria and New Qouth Wales, with a mixed brigade
from South Australia, I cannot muster a full division.”’

Again he paused.

«“None of those troops is hardened or fully trained
for service. The possibility of this emergency and the
peril from the lack of man power have been placed
before successive Governments who have disregarded
the military representat.ions.”

«‘We can have 100,000 men trained and equipped
by the end of the year,” said the Minister for Defence.

¢Mr. Prime Minister. I am afraid the enemy Wi
not give us until the end of the year before foreing a
decisive engagement.’’

«“Vou mean——

T mean, Sir, that the enemy are already at Mait-
land and Parramatta. To-morrow they may be in
Mudgee. But by that time Lithgow will most certainly
have gone, and possibly Moss Vale, if not Goulburn.
We must face the facts, Sir. If the air force cannot
stave off that landing at Kembla, they will be over
the Victorian border in a week.”
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It was the Minister for Defence wh
ter o spoke. “
ll;it:tf:p unusual pessimism for a Commandfla)r-in-Chie‘l;t
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““The one great urgent factor i
g r is to stop the progress
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of the enemy so as 10 allow him no time to consolidate
his positions as he moves towards the Victorian border.
When T said he would be across in 2a week, I was too
optimistic. This is Wednesday, and 1 doubt if we
have until Sunday.

¢ @Gentlemen,” he gaid, sweeping his hand to the
map. ‘‘They have now a practical possession of the
New South Wales railway system, and of all the arterial
highways and their mobility is assured.”’

«But surely we can delay them by blowing up the
railway bridges and destroying all petrol supplies on
the line of march?’’ came a voice from the table.

Mackinnon returned and took his seat. As
Ccmmander-in—Chief, my answer is, ‘yes.” That course
would effect some delay. But the answer to the prob-
lem is yours—not mine.”’

«Problem ?’’ queried the Prime Minister.

For answer, the (General took a packet of papers
from his pocket. «‘These are telegrams from Singleton,
Cessnock, Liverpool, and other places. Everyone of
them tells the same story of ruthless slaughter of
civilian population in the occupied districts. Every
town or settlement they reach is subjeet to a systematie
terrorisation. Age or SeX makes no difference. They
are sweeping ahead of them a vast, panic-stricken horde
of refugees as they move south. These are using every
possible form of transport. Some, of course, are mov-
ing west out of the line of march. Nevertheless all
roads are congested with an uncontrolled traffie.

«You must visnalise the situation clearly, Mr.
Prime Minister. The evident intention of the enemy
is to force you, the Government of this country, to
accept their terms at the earliest possible moment. To
do this they have adopted a policy of ‘frightfulness.’
They believe a terror-stricken people will foree your
hands, or that you will submit in order to stop the
slaughter. If we cut the communication and destroy
the petrol supplies on the line of advance, wWe condemn
those refugees to death. Or, if not all, the greater
number of them.

il
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«‘Gentlemen, that decision rests with you. Thank
God! Tt is not mine.”

“‘But, surely,” the Prime Minister said, ‘‘they will
not dare to shock the civilised world with such crime.
We have been able to establish communication with
the Government of the United States. The report of
guch an infamy must move them to intervention.”

“That is a purely political matter,”” replied
Mackinnon. «1f T venture any opinion at all it is
that_;, ;!udging from former actions of Washington, any
o:ptlmlsm wonld be misplaced. In any case, interven-
tion would be a matter of weeks; our problem is one
of hours. If the enemy have considered such a factor
at al_l, they have offset it in a determination to achieve
a fait accompli.’’

‘‘You can offer no alternative?’’ came a voice from
the table.

““Nomne!”’ Mackinnon stood up, and looked round
the strained faces. T must advise you from the mili-
tary situation alone. As regards the petrol problem
I think it will solve itself. Investigation we have made
in the past proves that the normal road supply would
be gntlrely inadequate to meet an urgent demand for
mlh_tary purposes. The erowds rushing south will have
drained every supply station in the line of advance.
Possft.ﬂy the enemy have made provision for their own
supplies.”’

““And the bridges?’’ The Minister for Defence
asked.

““The destruction of the bridges must delay them—
but not for long. Tt is you who must decide whether
to cut that line of safety for the refugees. T have
already given orders to all local authorities to try to
té\}rn the line of flight to the west. And I have

ispatched a strong party of engineers by road. They
a?ie to reach as closely as possible to advanced parties
of the enemy, and to cut the roads and bridges in any
useful positions behind the fugitives.”’

“When must you act?’ Th : H
voi e Prim )
oice was unsteady as he spoke. e Minister's
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«Fyery hour—every minute counts. Apart from
the assumption that the nearest enemy unit is only a
little more than 900 miles from Albury—at Lithgow—
there is the other factor of an attack and occupation
of Kembla and Woollongong. If they strike there—
and there is nothing to oppose them—they will move
through Moss Vale and Goulburn to the vital road and
rail junction at Cootamundra. That will result in cut-
ting off all refugees north of that line. That would
be an appalling gituation, but not the worst aspect
ofi it

‘tCould anything be worse?’’ said the Prime
Minister bitterly.

¢Can you not realise what it would mean,’”’ Mae-
kinnon pointed to the map. ‘I they reach Coota-
mundra they are in possession of the entire vital area
of Australia. With that in their hands :

He turned from the map and regarded them in
silence.

“You mean that wa're——"" 'The Prime Minister
did not put the thought into words.

¢‘Nothing short of a miracle can save us.”” Mackin-
non’s voice carried .a finality that left mo room for
argument or dissent.

«Have you formed any plans, General?’’ Tt was
the Minister for Defence who broke the stunned silence
in the room.

Qo far as is humanly possible,”’ said Mackinnon
grimly. ‘‘You must recognise the faet that the military
initiative is entirely in the hands of the enemy. We

" ean only try to anticipate his tactics, but we are

positively on the defensive. But 1 must warn you,
gentlemen, I ghould be failing in my duty if I att empted
to minimise the eritical nature of our position.”’
«“Let us hear the worst, rather than temporise
with probabilities. We must know what we have to
face.’’ The Prime Minister spoke for the gathering.
¢you will need all your courage, gentlemen, but I
do not doubt that. 1 only hope the people will display
the same fortitude, for they, too, will be called upon



96 FOOLS' HARVEST

to face the erisis of Australia’s history within a very
few days.”

He resumed his seat and spoke quietly but
decisively.

“In striking with synchronised attacks at both east
and west, the enemy, who is fully conversant with our
weakness, aimed at dividing our small force. We have
already decided that any attempt to aid Western Aus-
tralia by land is hopeless, and impracticable. I must
jealously guard our small force for the desperate needs
of the Eastern States.

““Queensland is hopelessly cut off, so we must rule
out any hope of help from that quarter. Tasmania i8
isolated, though I am risking drawing one battalion of
trained men as a reinforcement. When I say ‘risking,’
I mean that I am bringing them across from Burnie
to-night to land them, I hope, in Portland to-morrow
morning. But the possibility of the enemy sending
destroyers to the Bass Straits is so great that T would
not have done it had not the demand been so urgent.”

“‘What about Tasmania, General?’’ someone asked.

“Pasmania’s fate will be ours, in any case. They
will not bother with the island or with Queensland
until they have settled with us. Neither can offer any
resistance—and the enemy know it.

““(lentlemen, we can only guess at the strength
opposed to us, but I fear it is not less than three
divisions : say, 48,000 men. But should it be only two,
that is, 36,000 all told; the gravity of our position is
not much improved. They are moving down to the
Vietorian border with all the speed they ean muster.
They know well that there are no means by which we
can oppose them, and they know too that they can
hold salient points in occupied territory with very small
detachments. That is one of their objects in terrorising
the country and cowing the civilians.

“‘1 conld move up to meet them over the New South
Wales border, but beleve me, gentlemen, it would take
100,000 troops to cope with the possibilities of their
advance to Victoria. My base is here, and there are
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only too many ways in which they could hold me, while
they outflanked me and came in on my rear. And
moreover I cannot—dare not—divide my force.”

He held up his hand as the Prime Minister moved
as though to speak. ‘‘Permit me to finish first, Sir.
If I should move north, they may, and probably will,
land behind me on the Victorian coast-line at Western
Port. The longer their line of march from any one
of their three landing places in New South Wales, the
more their vulnerability increases. They know they
must meet me, and they will do it at the first possible
moment.”’ '

¢‘Their only possible line of advance is at one or
more of the rail erossings at Albury, Corowa, Yarra-
wonga, or Tocumwal, but by any or all of these routes
they must converge finally on Seymour by road or
rail—and it is at Seymour my force is lying. TE L
do not go to meet them they are compelled to seek
me out.”

“Qoymonr!”’ exclaimed the Prime Minister.

Mackinnon nodded. ‘Tt is the furthest point from
their bases T can choose, and the one that will diminish
their fighting strength to the greatest extent. Remem-
ber we will be fighting on ground we know, and I
dare not choose a spot nearer Melbourne.”

“‘Tt seems a desperate chance, General.”’

“‘That is what I want to impress upon you all,”’
Mackinnon said impressively. ‘It is desperate! but I
am convineced that it is our only chance.”’

“And if we fail—-"’

“If we fail » The level gray eyes took in the
silent group. ‘‘If we fail, then we reap our fools’
harvest. I use the expression without any personal
implication. The fools are the entire population of this
country, who have been warned again and again, and
would not heed the warning.”’

<« And if you stop them?’’

Mackinnon shrugged his stocky wide shoulders and
smiled. ‘It will give us breathing space—but remem-
ber this! It will give them breathing space. Don’t
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misunderstand the gituation. T am convineed that they
have heavy reinforcements on the way. ‘There. is nqth-
ing in the Pacific to interfere with their communica-
tions. They can withdraw to the north, and consolidate
and come again. The battle, even if we are successful,
will weaken us too much to permit us to follow up any
ntage.”’ :
adv?‘Yo{gl mean to tell us, then, that we must risk
everything on one desperate throw, and if we lose it
means unconditional gurrender?’”’

“Exactly! All that would be left wguld be a use-
less guerilla warfare. It would do pothmg more ,than
enrage the enemy and make conditions harsher.

“] may say, gentlemen,’’ he added, ‘‘that what 1
have told you is the considered opinion, not only of
myself but of my sta 4

Never were there a sicker body of men than th,e
eight Cabinet Ministers who listened to Mackinnon's
news. The utterly preposterous event that they and
their predecessors had been warned of had acTual}y
happened. All the anxious questions they put to him
only emphasised the acuteness of the peril.

None knew better than Mackinnon the almost hope-
less task with which he was confronted. He had been
forced to make a heartbreaking deeision. He had to
abandon New South Wales, and face a trained and
elated army with half-trained and raw men. His only
hope lay in that his men, who would be fresh, and fired
by a spirit of high courage, would meet an army, t}t:ed
by long marches, and who would fight on unfamiliar
ground. But even s0, he knew in his heart, that even
if vietorious, he must be eventually the victim of over-
whelming numbers.

That night the Cabinet learned that the Government
of the United States had protested against the slaughter
of helpless civilians in Australia, and had received from
the enemy’s Ambassador an emphatic assurance that
the eivilian population were being treated with con-
gideration and a spirit of conciliation.

That night the Defence Council learned that the
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enemy had effected a landing at Port Kembla and
Wollongong. Though two troopships had been sunk,
only seven ‘Australian fighting planes were intact.

At the same time came news of the first attempt at
resistance on land by a hastily formed body of some
fifty civilians, who, recognising the situation, made a
desperate attempt to check the advance over the great
bastion of the coastal ranges. They knew that the best
line the enemy could take to reach the pleatean was
through the Macquarie Pass that winds down the pre-
cipitous face of the towering rampart of rock.

Arming themselves with shot guns and sporting
rifles they piled into cars with all the explosives they
could obtain. Half of them were experienced miners.
Yelecting a spot some third of the distance from the
top of the pass they began feverishly to drill holes for
their gelignite. An hour later they knew of the
approach of a train of motor cars. Some fifteen or
twenty went past filled with refugees who cried that
the enemy were close behind.

They had left a gnard of a dozen men on the bend
below that on which they were working. A few minutes
later an outburst of fire below warned them of the
arrival of the enemy. A tree that had been cut through
was hurled across the road by a charge of dynamite.
While a dozen workers strove desperately to complete
the drill holes that had been begun, the main hody, from
concealment in the undergrowth opened a steady fire
down the pass. But under cover of a raking fire
from machine guns the enemy moved up. As the
fire of the defenders slackened the chatter of machine
guns and the roll of rifle fire increased.

S.eeing the attack must succeed, the charges were
hastily inserted and exploded in an attempt to effect,
at least, some damage. With the roar of the blast
some hundreds of tons of rock were flung thundering
down the mountain side. There was a momentary
silence of firing as the mass of boulders went roaring
and crashing among the timber—then it broke out
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again as the defenders began their retreat to the cars
that they had left higher up.

It was a gallant but ineffectual attempt, for the
road was only partially closed. As the first car sped
round the next hairpin bend it was sighted by the
enemy. It got through, but the next was swept with
machine gun bullets and blocked the progress of those
behind. The rest made a gallant fight to the end.
The face above was too steep to climb. Though the
men in the first car tried to cover their escape, the
position was hopeless. They fell to the last man. Only
one carload of six men lived to carry the news to Moss
Vale that the enemy held the head of the pass.

The net was closing in.

That night, too, orders were issued for the Izomoval
of all inhabitants, live stock, and food supplies a.prl
fodder from the triangle formed by the railway, with
Mangalore at its apex, and with the Murray at between
Albury and Tocumwal as its base.

With the orders went another to the Field Company
of Engineers to prepare all the bridges across the
Murray in that area for demolition.

CHAPTER X.

Tt was on Tuesday, while Fergus and I were engaged
in the appalling work of gathering the remains of the
vietims of Saturday, that the patients in the hospital
were evacuated to emergency hospitals at Parramatta.
We had seen Lynda in the evening, and she told us
that she was sleeping at the hospital that night, but
would be leaving with some special hospital equipment
next morning at 10 o’clock.

Between us Fergus and 1 possessed about 30/, all
but 1/- of which was mine. No one had any money.
Most of the banks had ceased to exist. They had a
name but no loeal habitation. Fergus possessed a
cheque book, but told me that, though he knew a bank
could go broke, he did not realise that one could go
as broke as the branch of his Bank that held his
account. It’s site was occupied by a 40 ft. crater.

Red Cross and other workers were being fed at
the Town Hall, and of necessity we were living any-
where we could find shelter, and eating at the publie
canteen. It was only by good luck, on the Tuesday
night, that in George Street I noticed a hole blown
in a basement. We explored, and concluded the
premises belonged to a furnishing shop for the base-
ment was full of bedding. It was here that we camped
for the night. We had agreed to meet our burial gang

at Paddington at eight o’clock next morning.

We were both dog weary, and the basement being
lightless, we overslept. It was a quarter to eight when
I was dragged back to life by Fergus. Conscience-
stricken, we hurried to the canteen and drank mugs
of coffee and wolfed thick sandwiches as we stood.
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Making up Park Street, which was fairly clear of
debris, on our way to our work, we had reached the
corner of Hyde Park at Elizabeth Street when we
halted and stared eastward. From down towards the
Heads we heard the distant roar of propellers.

““Those devils are back again,”’ I muttered. “Can
you see them?”’

A moment later Fergus pointed. ‘‘Take a line
straight across to Bondi.”’ 5

There, flying at a great height in the blue, we could
make out two formations of dots. “Dod! man,”
growled Fergus. ‘‘Surely there ’s nothing they’ve for-
gotten to smash. What are the brutes after?”

As he spoke they swept downwards, cireling round
the Harbour like questing birds. Then they roared
almost overhead, and a minute later we heard the
crash of a gun from the direction of Darling Harbour
and a shell burst high in the air among the planes.
A moment later the planes began bombing, and we
knew it was the remaining cruiser they were after.
Above the roar of the bombs we could hear the regular
clearer note of the gun. Then we both burst into a
yell as one of the planes shattered to fragments 10
the air. But, almost before the falling pieces had
disappeared, there came a concussion that rocked the
tottering walls, and a great burst of smoke billowed
up behind the skyline.

We were so intent on the fight that we did not
notice two companies of infantry had turned out of
Park Street towards Oxford Street. It was the mili-
tary foree in charge of the wrecked city. We hurried
after them. We found the young officer who had dealt
with our bandits in charge of the gecond company.

From him we heard the startling news that had been
signalled from the Heads. The battle fleet was standing
in shore guarding a landing from troop ships. The
enemy were coming ashore at both Manly and Bondi
beaches. As he spoke there was a terrific explosion
from the direction of the Heads. He glanced over his
shoulder. ‘‘There goes the magazine of the North
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Head fort. They are blowing up the forts to prevent
the enemy getting them intact.”

«“But where are you fellows off to?’’ I asked.

He wasn’t much more than a boy. That lad grinned
as he replied. ‘“We’re 188 all told, and we’re off along
to the Old South Road to hold them up.”

““But,”” Fergus exclaimed, “‘You haven’t a dog’s
show. There’ll be thousands of them.”

“ A brigade probably,”” he laughed. ‘‘But it will
be merry hell while it lasts. They’ll have the duce of
a job rooting us out of the wrecked building up there.”

“Dod! man! I’'m with you.”” Fergus’ eyes shone.

“Don’t be a dashed idiot!”’ the young fellow
snapped back. «‘There’s not a pop-gun in the whole
place besides our rifles. You two get back and don’t
throw away your lives. They’ll be wanting men like
you later.”’

«“But——"'" began Fergus.

“‘But, be hanged,”’” he barked, ‘‘Listen! We’ve
had word from Newecastle that they are massaering
women and men indiscriminately, and they’ll do it
here. If you’re not mad, you get out, and get quickly.
We won’t be able to check them for more than an
hour or two, and they’ll be in the city through the
Spit by then as well. If you know any women, get
them away. Go! don’t be dashed fools.”

He shook our hands and hurried after his men.

‘That’s a man,”’ Fergus commented gravely, as we
looked after him.

Then he exclaimed, ‘‘Come on! The hospital!’’ and
we went across the park at the double. Before we were

half way across we heard the banging of guns in the
Harbour. We did not know it then, all of the
destroyers had run out and begun shelling the enemy
landing at Bondi and Manly. It was a gplendid but
hopeless gesture, for in a few minutes we heard the
roar of heavy guns to seaward. Then came the
planes again. Before we reached the hospital we
could hear the crash of their bombs as they swooped
on the doomed destroyers.
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““Queer thing!"’ Fergus gasped as we ran. ‘‘Those had been changed before ther
A as
brutes have wrecked the whole city. They've murdered g]%ruggs ?:fs a :econd attackg ot
E i

th“““??dﬂ and thousands, but no one’s seen one of Although hundreds of people were clambering over
them. LAy i the debris in Pitt Street, most of the fugitives were

When we reached the empty but still intact wing of making for the Parramatta Road by George Street, 80
the hospital, we found Lynda and about twenty mem- that crowds from both streets, all on foot, converged
bers of the staff who had been warned, and were on the on George Street West. It was an extraordinary
point of leaving. Every effort was being made to hurry

. ; spectacle. We saw very few children. But men and
the people from the threatened area. Despite the riot women, whose clothes were all the worse for wear,

of shelling and gunfire that roared over the Harbour, serambled and struggled towards open streets and
Lynda kept her head, and heard our news without safety. Some were empty handed, but most carried

making a fuss. bundles or suit cases containing all their possessions.

Her orders had been changed. She was to go to They were all weary looking, and their faces showed
Moss Vale where a train load of injured had been the strain of the terror from which they were flying.
sent. A car was waiting for her at the intersection of We three talked very little. Fergus stuck to
City Road and Cleveland Street, which was one of Lynda’s case, and T helped her over the tough spots,
the nearest points from which wheeled traffic conld and they were many.
move. That was nearly two miles away, and going Then, just as we reached the intersection of the
over the blocked streets would be heavy. There was City Road, a fresh torment was added. We heard a
no time to lose, and as the men of the hospital staff high-piteched whine that ended in a sereech and the
were anxious to be off they were glad to leave Lynda explosion of a shell that burst among the ruins of the
in our charge. . Central Station. Those devils were beginning to fire
Fortunately the first part of our flight from the on the flying throng. That ﬁgndish act was one more
hospital through Hyde Park was over eleared ground. proof that the fire was being directed by enemy agents.
Fergus seized Lynda’s small suit ease, and we hurried That first shell was the herald of a storm that made
off. Behind us the erash of gun fire died down and the last few hu_ndred yards of our journey a Nerve
broke out again. It was not antil we reached Liver- racking race with death. As we broke into a TuR
pool Street that we began to realise how many people devastation swept down from the sky, filling the air
had remained in the ruined area. There were hundreds, with dust and flying fragments of steel and debris.
mostly men, singly and in groups, all hurrying west- Across the street a dozen shells burst in the University
ward Tt was here, too, that in the intervals of grounds. We could hear the screams of women and the
bombardment we could hear the faint splutter of rifle shouting of men. ;i )
fire from the direction of Bondi. _ During those last few yards my mind was oecl_l;gled
Both Elizabeth and Castlereagh Street were badly with the question of whether a ear would be waiting.
blocked, but Pitt Street to the west of Liverpool Street I could have howled with delight as we-fuund a big
was more open. Even so it took us nearly an hour double-seater standing at the corner, In Cleveland
to reach the wreckage of the Central Railway Station. Street. Beside it stood a tall, somewhat sallow, youse
As we went, Lynda told us that the car that was man. His dark eyes rather belied the gravity of the
waiting for her was owned and driven by a volunteer long face.

worker named Clifford, of whom ghe knew nothing. “Clifford?”’ 1 cried as we raced up.
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«“Right! Is this Sister Burton,”’ he flung open the
rear door of the car as he spoke. ‘‘Pile in! This
is no place to talk.”

Fergus pushed the suit ease in, and Liynda followed
it. Then we stood back, hesitating. Clifford ran round
and took his place at the wheel. ‘‘Hop in, you two,”
he shouted.

“But! 1 T began, somehow it seemed like rush-
ing the boats in a shipwreck.

Lynda bent forward and said to Clifford, ‘‘They're
my brother and a friend.”’

Clifford had started his engine and looked round.
“It’s going to be a tough trip. She may need help.
Get in. I can’t wait.”’

I slipped into the front seat, for Fergus had
promptly taken his place by Lynda’s gide. The next
instant the car turned south on top gear.

I have seen some fancy car driving, but nothing
like that with which Clifford covered those first four
miles to Arncliffe. That he never hit anything as he
sat staring tightlipped ghead, was at the same time
a fact and a miracle. The road was full of mad traffie
all heading in the one direction. All semblance of
order had vanished, and it was every man for himself.

Tt was not until we passed Arncliffe that he spoke.
“T'1l have to try the Prince’s Highway, and malke
through Wollongong, and over the Maecquarie Pass.
T hear the Hume Highway is almost impassable.”’

“Lord send the George’s River bridge is safe?”
Fergus commented.

(lifford’s face lit up for a moment. “My senti-
ments, too. You'll notice I'm not dawdling.”” He cut
in front of a car before us with the needle of his
speedometer touching 70.

The air was still echoing to the roar of the bom-
bardment behind us. Then a moment later a shell

burst close to the road 100 yards ahead of us. We
had still nearly two miles to go to the bridge, but we
covered the distance in less than two minutes. But it
was a lively two minutes. Inside Botany Bay &
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destroyer was nosing on some illegitimate business.
Outside a eruiser could be seen wreathing herself in
puffs of black smoke.

As we raced on to the approach to the bridge a
shell swept through the high girders, miraculously miss-
ing them, and sent up a column of water half a mile
beyond. We were more than half way across when
a terrific burst announced a hit behind us.

Fergus, looking back, called out that only a stretch
of the parapet had been blown out, and that the deck
was unbroken. Almost immediately—we were not fifty
feet from the end, and comparative safety—the bridge
and car were deluged by a mass of water thrown up
by another shell that struck short by a happy fifty
feet.

The next instant we were OVer, and we felt safe.
The cruiser would be too intent on the bridge to bother
about the road.

By this time we had raced almost clear of traffie.
Clifford relaxed, and slowed down to fifty on the wide
smooth road.

I turned round to look at Lynda. ‘‘Women are
queer,”’ on the authority of Sir Anthony (loster and
Kipling. Though I did not expect hysteries, I did
expect her to look seared, or at least anxious. Instead
she was looking positively radiant, even to a brother’s
eyes.

As she returned my smile, Clifford said over his
shoulder. ‘‘Thank goodness, you're not a squealing
woman, Sister Burton; and you had reason to squeal
just then.”

«We learn to swallow our squeals in a hospital,”’
she laughed, ‘“and to be truthful, I swallowed one long
squeal all across the bridge.”’

Then a thought struck me. “Lyn—have you any
money ?’’ 1 asked. “Fergus and T are almost broke.”’

«‘Then we’re lucky,’’ she laughed. “‘Om Yaturday
morning I drew £12 from my savings bank account with
intent to commit an extravagance, and did not have
time to commit it. It’s all here.”
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Qaid Clifford, ‘I can throw in nearly £
may need it badly.”’ i

““Why do you say that?”’ 1 asked.

He slowed down and turned in his seat. ‘‘Have
you heard anything of what has happened at New-
castle?”’

Remembering what the officer had told us in Hyde
Park, I looked at Lynda before I answered.

She read my thought with her usual skill. I never
could keep anything from her. ‘‘Listen, you men,”
he said. ‘“Whatever is going on, I'm going to be in
it. I'm neither a fool nor a flapper. Things are bad
I know, but I want to know everything.”’

«Qister Burton’s right,” Clifford said. ‘‘I’d best
tell you everything. They’ve been raiding and
slaughtering for miles round Newecastle, and as far out
as Mfiitland. I was warned at the Town Hall this
morning that the road down from Singleton and Mait-
land, and through Windsor to the Hume Highway is
fairly choked with fugitives making south.”’

“‘They told me,”’ he went on, ““that conditions on
the road are appalling. There is mo control of any
kind, and the worst element is getting the upper hand.
They are stopping cars and forecing the owners out
of them, and robbing them besides. Petrol is running
short, and they are taking it from people who have
it. There have been several murders. I don’t know
what it will be like down towards Wollongong, but
we will have to be prepared.”’

“There may be difficulty in getting food, too, if
that’s the case,’’ Fergus put in. ’

«“That's certain!”’ Clifford answered. “ Anyway,
when 1 heard what was going on, I decided that we
must take the Prince’s Highway. You fellows can’t
tell how glad I was when you came with Sister Burton,
because, unless I’m a raving pessimist, we are in for
a rough trip. But I came more or less prepared, even
to t‘l‘aﬁ ::;;nh;. of dom%ha spot of looting.” :

ing goes these days,”’ I said. “
where we got the whisky we grsa;.nk l?sltdnighAﬁl'{ ™
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Qlifford bent down, and picked up an .a,tta.che case
from the flooT. «Qpen it,”’ he said, handing it to me.
1 raided a ghop in Market Street for those.”’

When I opened the case I found that ‘‘those’’ were
a pair of nasty-looking automatic pistols, with
rounds of ammunition to mateh them.

‘1 did not expect anyoneé but Sister Burton, or 1
could have taken another,”’ he explained. “But I’v.e
loaded them both. We may not want them, but if
we do, we'll want them badly.”

«Begides those,” he went on, ‘I have 20 gallons
of petrol in the tank and another 16 gallons in the
Juggage carrier—That gives us a run of about 800
miles.”’

«‘Phen,”’ said Lynda, ‘‘but for the food we have
pothing to worry about.”’

Clifford laughed. ‘‘Don’t ask me how 1 got ift,
but there is enough tinned stuff and biscuits there, too,
to see 1S through.”’

We did not know Bob then so well as we did later.
But this foresight was characteristie. He had a genius
for detail that missed nothing. Nor did we know then
that Bloody Saturday had cost him his father, his
mother, two sisters, and a brother—everyone belonging
to him. He had been working for the bar, when the
imash came, and had been brought up in a wealthy
ome.

Behind the mask of his quiet reserve was 2 cast-
jron will and an implacable spirit that stopped at
nothing. T suppose. had I been able to pick and choose,
I could not have fallen in with two better men than
Fergus Graham and Bob Clifford—men of whose exist-
ence T had been unaware a few days earlier.

We were not long in learning that anarchy ruled.
When we reached National Park we found it swarming
with destitute refugees. living under makeshift shel-
ters or in cars useless for want of petrol. They were
half starved, and were depending on Sydney for help
that was mnot fortheoming. They swarmed into the
road and yelled at us for food, or for a 1ift to escape.
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It was a sickening spectacle. At the back stood women
and children, evidently unused to hardship, mutely
jmploring with their eyes. The crew on the road were
men of a different brand. They cursed and threatened
as we sped past. Clifford dared not stop. They would
have rushed us if he had.

Fergus had taken ome pistol and T the other, at
Clifford’s request. Said he, ‘‘It’s a case of the survival
of the fittest. If it comes to shooting, shoot and don’t
hesitate.”’

I never heard of what became of those unfortunates
'gut their fate must have been terrible, and I doubt
if any survived. Down nearly the whole of the 20
miles to Bulli Pass we overtook groups plodding along
in the hope of reaching help below the Pass. :

It was while we were passing Darke’s Forest that
we received the first hint of what was ahead of us
when we began to meet an ever-inereaging number of
ears racing north, and packed to capacity. Some even
had men clinging on their footboards. About a mile
from Sublime Point, we found one stopped to change
a tyre. Clifford pulled up, and asked the reason for
the exodus.

The answer to the question staggered us. The
Government had ordered the evacuation of the entire
Sout]} Coast between Bulli and Nowra, as there was 2
certainty of an enemy raid and landing at Port Kembla.

We warned them that it was madness to try for
safety towards the north, and that they would find
Sydney in the hands of the enemy. But they would
not listen.

We stopped again at the Lookout. We hoped to
add to our food supply, but the little store there had
been completely looted. Lynda, who had gone to the
platform of the Lookout, called to us, and pointed to
the north-east. There, not more than 10 miles away,
we saw a great array of ships heading to the south.

The sight spurred us into movement. Already the
stream of cars coming up the Pass was almost unbroken.
Clifford set off as fast as the descent and the upward
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traffic permitted. In any other circumstances, I should
have called (Clifford some unseemly names for the risks
he took, but we went down that switchback zigzag at
45 miles an hour from head to foot.

Had the road been clear when we reached the level
ground, all would have been well, as it was, the road
was a seething bedlam. Down the whole of that long
streak of settlement from Bulli to Port Kembla was
¢iymult and affright.”’ Panic-stricken people in
vehicles of every deseription filled the roads, byeways
and highway alike. We erawled along till we reached
Bellambi, and tried the lower road, but it took us an
hour to cover the two miles to Balgownie before we
could reach the highway again. Tt was then nearly
one o’clock, and we found the road clearer, a8 most
of the traffic was making south. By the time we
reached Wollongong, Clifford was able to pick his way
without trouble.

We were almost clear of the town when excited
people, pointing and staring upward, drew our atten-
tion to some planes flying seaward at a great height.
Then, as Clifford increased our speed, two things hap-
pened almost simultaneously. First, we heard the boom
of a heavy gun out to sea; then, in Kembla, ahead of
us, a shell-burst sent up a pillar of black smoke and
debris.

Neither of the four exclamations that greeted it
from our car were exactly refined. Lynda’s ‘‘Damn
them!”’ sounded so heartfelt that we all laughed. That
first shell, however, had one good effect, gpurring on the
thinning traffic. It was time, too, because the first
arrival was the forerunner of a series of terrific
explosions round the already devastated Port. As we
gwept through Unaderra, Port Kembla was a raging
voleano, but fortunately for us the fire was kept on the
gea front. Still, as we fled down the eight miles of
road behind Lake Illawarra, we were almost deafened
by the gmashing concussions of the bombardment.
But the peace of the lake and of the beautiful eountry
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gide formed a strange contrast to the tumult reigning
S0 mear us.

Where the road to Moss Vale across Macquarie Pass
branches off Princes Highway at the south end of
Illawarra, Clifford stopped the car. He turned round
to Lynda. ‘‘Here’s where you will have to make a
decision,’’ he said.

“Why is the decision to be mine?’’ she asked.

“Well,”” grinned Bob, ‘‘at the Town Hall in Sydney
I undertook to deliver a nurse at Moss Vale, and 1
am ready to carry out my contract.”

“Then, why not go ahead?’’ laughed Lynda.

““Because, if that nurse is wise, I think she’ll order
me to drive to Melbourne, rather more than 600 miles,
at the best speed we can get out of this bus.”’

Lynda murmured ‘‘Umm!’’ and then, ‘‘and what
good reason is there that I should desert a hospital
full of patients?’’

“First,”’ Clifford went on, ‘‘the patients may not
be there when you reach Moss Vale. Secondly, those
shell peddling blighters will probably be there, too,
in a couple of days. Thirdly, Moss Vale is in the line
of flight from the north, and conditions there are not
likely to be fit for human consumption.”

We three watched Lynda’s face intently as he
spoke.

Her level eyes looked straight into Clifford’s and
gshe shook her head decisively. ‘I undertook to go to
Moss Vale. Would you turn down a job like that
because it was risky?”’

“But a man’s different——1"’

She broke in. ‘““Don’t talk nonsense! You know
you’d go. Please don’t let us waste time.”’

Bob turned to Fergus and me, hesitating.

Fergus looked at Lynda and shook his head. ““I’ve
no doubt but that Clifford’s right, but I’ll not try to
persuade you against your conscience.”’ Then dropping

into his own speech, he added: “‘I’'m thinkin’ t’wd
be a waste o’ guid breath.”’
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Knowing Lynda, I laughed. “I"Iafl afraid Graham’s
: 1d be wasting breath. : y
right. I wou i ied b jority of two.’

“Phe amendment 18 carried by a majority 3 '3
Clifford swung the car off the highway, and turne
west towards the great Waillll of thg_ Macquarie Range.

i g the guns were still pounding.

BEhXI{TlS 1slpoli:e %je]:ry little as the car ran through the
lovely open country towards the Pass. Most of the
traffic was flying south, but there were some cars o1
the road ahead. We must have been near the end
of the stampede. k

As we neared a red roofed farm, tuclfed into a
fold of ground where the road began to rlse.steeply,
a plaintive demand from Fergus for food reminded us
that we were hungry. Lynda insisted she must have
tea or perish.

It was then that Bob admitted he had tea, but.no
billy in which to make it or cups from which to drink
it. Necessity knows no law, and he turned the car
from the road to the house that stood a few hundred
yards back.

The house was deserted. We knocked and shouted
but received no response. I committed a rather bad
job of amateur burglary on the back door. A fire
still glowed on the kitchen range, and Lynda took
charge of the subsequent proceedings.

While the kettle was boiling Bob and I went to
the car for food. At that stage, just four days after
Bloody Saturday, our social sense was mnot quite
shattered. No doubt there was food about the house;
but though I did not mind burglary, we all hesitated
at stealing food—that was to come.

Looking back towards the eoast we could see heavy
columns of smoke rising from the direction of Port
Kembla and Wollongong.

I suppose we were in that house less than half an
hour. As we drank our tea from borrowed cups and
ate biscuits and cheese, Lynda chaffed Fergus and me
on our utterly disreputable appearance. Hach of us
wore four days’ growth on our chins, and were doubt-
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less deserving of her description as a pair of Domain
deadbeats. Clifford had shaved that morning, and his
clothes looked less unkempt. None of us knew where
we could get our next shave.

Lynda was tidying up the table when we heard
voices outside. Bob and I went to the door. There
were five men examining our car with suspicious intent,
They were a tough looking gang.

As we slipped out of the doorway one of them
looked up and saw us, and drew the attention of the
others.

Said Clifford quietly, ‘“What do you fellows want$”

They exchanged glances, and then one stepped for-
ward. ‘““Well! Since you want to know all about it,
we want this ear,”’ he said truculently.

Clifford glanced at me and whispered, ‘‘Have you
got that automatie.”’

I nodded. The weight of it in my pocket gave me
a sense of comfort.

“Sorry,”” said Clifford, ‘‘but we need it ourselves.
Bunk out of this.”

One of them langhed. ‘‘Ohl—your bloomin’ lord-
ship, you can have ours in exchange. You’ll find it
half a mile back on the road—without gas.”

“T told you to get out of this.”’” Clifford did not
raise his voice, but he whispered to me to be ready.

“Well,” said the first man, ‘‘since there’s five of
us, the vote’s against you blokes. We're taking it. You
don’t think we’re going to wait here to be butchered.”

They turned and moved towards the car. As they
did, T pulled out the automatic, and called out, ‘‘Stop!
And stand back!” As I called, I found Fergus was
standing beside me.

They all turned, and one shouted, ‘‘Rush them!”’

What followed was a matter of seconds. The five
started forward together. They were not twenty feet
from us. As they rushed, Fergus and I fired. One
dropped and another stopped; but the other three

came on. We fired again and another fell, and the
remaining two backed off.

FOOLS' HARVEST 119

The man we had wounded first, sunk to the ground,
and supporting himself on one hand, gasped horrible
threats at us. There was a thin stream of blood from
his mouth. The other two lay still.

Fergus turned on the two who were still standing.
“71'] eount three, and if you’re in range by then I'll
kill you both.”” He pointed up the hill from the road
with the pistol. ‘‘One!”’

The next instant they were legging it as hard as
they could put foot to the ground.

Ilooked round. Lynda was standing in the doorway
behind us. She stared at the fallen men. ‘‘Oh! had
you to do it?’’ she almost whispered.

Clifford, who was hending over the wounded man,
looked up. ‘“We had no option, Sister. These hrutes
would have left us here without compunection.”

She nodded towards the fallen fieure. “‘Is he——19"’

“Just about!”’ said Bob, standing up. ‘‘The bullet
went clean through his chest. We’d better get away.”’

Fergus was replacing the empty cartridges in his
magazine, and handed me two. I reloaded, and we
hurried to the ear. By this time the other two had
disappeared. Thirty seconds later we were on our
way, leaving the three sprawling bodies where they lay.

As we turned into the road, I looked back. So
far as T could see over the guiet open landscape, it
was empty, but for a ecar standing in the middle of the
road below us. As Clifford drove on T eould not help
wondering at the queerness of it all. T had just par-
ticipated in the killing of three men, but I had not
the slightest feeling of remorse or repugnance. All the
statute and moral laws seemed to have been abrogated.
T had a sense of satisfaction rather than euilt.

‘It was Fergus who put it in a nutshell by saying,
“It’s luck you brought those automaties, Clifford, or
we would have been in a nasty fix.”

Clifford nodded. *“‘T said it would he the survival
of the fittest. I'm afraid that is only the beginning.”’

. The car ran on in second gear, climbing that mag-
nificent winding road up the Pass. Somewhere near the
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top we were stopped and questioned by armeq men
They were civilians who asked if we had seen signs
of the enemy. We told them all we knew, and found
they were guards for a party of men who were makine
an attempt to block the road for wheeled traffic to
delay the advance. Higher up, we came on more of
them working feverishly.

It was nearly sunset when we reached the head of
the P.assq with 15 miles to go to reach Moss Vale.
Running through that lovely country with quiet land-
seapes and shadowed valleys, it seemed incredible that
terror brooded over everything. But the village of
Robertson, when we reached it, was deserted but for
one car that was leaving as we arrived. Its owner
aske.d for news from the coast. He told us he was
making south through Kangaroo Valley and Nowra, for
Melbourne, and advised us not to go on to Moss Vale
as there were rumours that the enemy would make for
it. A little later, about half way to our destination.
several ears raced by us all packed with men. They
;bouted as they passed that the enemy had reached the

ass.

At dusk we arrived at Moss Vale. That wide
streeted town was in turmoil. Evidently the news that
the enemy had reached Macquarie Pass had been
magnified to terrifying proportions. It took us an hour
to learn that Lynda’s train had gone on. To where,
our informant had no idea. We sought the station-
master, a much_harassed man, who was sticking to his
job, g,ndeat_rourmg to deal at the same time with a
fngnmed railway traffic problem and frenzied passen-
gers for whom he had no trains. He told us that a
trainload of wounded and injured people had come in
from Sydney, but that he had had orders to send it
th‘rough to Goulburn, and that it had left before
midday.

To Lynp(i.n'ic whﬁ)se ea}i:ﬁ ;vasha contrast to the sur-

Hic, he confided that all possible rollin
stock was being rushed south to preven!: it falling intg
the hands of the enemy. But he knew they had got
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possession of several passenger trains and locomotives
and many goods trucks. He believed they were in
Muswellbrook, and were making across to Gulgong.
The last message they had from Katoomba was at 2
o’clock, and he feared they must by now be at Lithgow.

We returned to Fergus, who had stayed to guard
the car, and discussed the situation. Despite the wild
rumours in the streets, we felt that if the enemy had
reached the head of Macquarie Pass, it would only be
a small detachment to secure the road. It was unlikely
that they could reach Moss Vale from Kembla in any
numbers before late next day, if then.

““What I can’t understand,”’ said Fergus, ‘‘is why
they are not here already from Parramatta. It’s not
70 miles, and if they have got hold of railway rolling
stock, you’d think they’d be here to meet their
murderous friends from Kembla.”

‘“‘Elementary, my dear Watson!”’ Clifford spoke
more lightheartedly than he felt. ‘‘They want
Lithgow first with the munition works, and they want
it intact. That erowd that romped into Sydney this
morning have wiped out the naval units they had
bottled up there, and they ean unload their troopships
and make the Harbour a naval base. With Lithgow
in their hands they ean wait for the Newcastle gang
to come down to them from Mudgee.”’

““Don’t forget,’”’ I said, ‘“‘they can fly light. The
devils don’t need to wait for their artillery. They have
both rail and road open to them, and I expect they
have been able to rake in more motor vehichles than
they need for the taking.’’

“Lord! what a mess,”” groaned Bob. ‘‘It’s been
a walk-over. Just four days and we’re mopped up.
Just look how they stand. It’s one step for them from
Lithgow to Bathurst. The Newecastle lot can join the
Sydney force by two lines from Mudgee and Gulgong.
Then the gang from Kembla can use Moss Vale as
base to work through from here to Goulburn and
Cootamundra. That gives them the whole vital area
from Newcastle to Kembla, inland.”
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‘““And not a whack at them an s
1 ywhere,”” F
St}ld sa;*{agely. “We’re running. Everybody’s ell.'iis
ning. aven’t we a military force a 7
like driving sheep.’’ ¥ oo
“‘But,”” asked Lynda anxiously, ‘‘surel 4
beaten without a blow, or a ﬁght:?” bie v
Bob rubbed his chin thoughtfully. ‘I suppose
‘ghey.are_concentratmg our troops somewhere south
in Vietoria, and may meet them north of the Murra
But——-"’ "
““Dash it all!”’ Fergus said ““The thing’

3 g’s prepos-
terous. ’There are 7,000,000 people in Australia, gnd
you don’t mean to say they’re licked by a few ship-
loafls of Cambasians in four days.”’

In Russia,” Boi? answered gravely, ‘‘a few hun-
dred thousand organised Communists are holding more
than 100,000,000 people in abject slavery. Our
orgar]gsatmn was wiped out with Sydney.”’

_““But, Victoria!”’ Lynda protested. *‘The
ralseT15O,000 men there, at least.” e
“‘Twice that number would be wuseless unless
:n;ﬁng;ed zi]ndtﬁrmed. They won’t give us the time.
at’s why they’re rushing th i "
o) g the three landings,’’ Bob
““There’s one thing, I know,”” I said. “‘We’
) 3 L e’ll h
to ‘g‘et 0111,; of he:re, and make for Melbourne.”’ it
That’s my idea, too,”” Clifford agreed. ‘‘There’s
EO military organisation here, and if we get to Mel-
ou];ne they may let us enlist in some kind of force.’’
e tir%g?l turned to Lypda. “‘It ’s useless for you to
B right.’?w your hospital train. I think the other:
Lynda submitted without ar

gument, but suggested

we Ehould try to get something to eat before Er% ?egt_

. hut getting anything to eat in Moss Vale that

lvlvlfs tt }:\Irg&rzl ;,l‘a(}t]!})ler mat%er. The mile-long main street
ed by people whose sole idea was t

;)}111; (:)ft ]:]lsgl?:s‘yz}:edat_ thehﬁrst possible moment, \?thi‘lag
alted 1n the car I made enquiri

food. There was none to be had. Hlfndr:;?s f?é
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refugees from the north had left the Hume Highway
at Mittagong and had come down to Moss Vale. The
stories they spread of the devastation and savagery
of the invaders had struck terror.

We had no idea of what truth was in the stories,
but they were believed. All the shops had been
cleared by the crowds. One place I entered was com-
pletely wrecked. The owner told me that when he
announced his stock had gone a crowd had refused
to believe him and ransacked the place.

I finally returned to the car, empty handed, to
find Fergus and Clifford in hot argument with four
men who demanded places in it. My appearance
complicated the situation. They threatened to wreck
the car if we would not take them. No one took the
slightest notice of the altercation, violent as it was.
One of them lurched forward and struck Fergus in
the face. I pulled out my automatic and cracked him
on the head with the barrel. The others turned on
me, and I warned them I would fire. Clifford opened
the door and I slipped in. Two jumped on the run-
ning board as we started, but I smashed at their
hands with the pistol, and they dropped off cursing
with rage.

Clifford started through the crowded street, but
driving was no easy matter. Again and again we
halted, and at each halt threatening or imploring faces
peered in at us. It was half an hour before we got
through the fear-maddened crowd. It had been an
experience that drove home to us how completely the
moral fibre of the people had been sapped. At the
railway station a demoralised crowd was clamouring
for transportation anywhere. They were swarming
over a train of empty goods trucks for which there was
no locomotive, fighting for places like wild animals. The
milling throng in the streets, who were rushing empty
shops and hotels, were not the worst elements of the
community. They had been ordinary decent Aus-
tralian town and country folk,

So far as we could see there was no vestige of
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authority or control. They were beyond listening to
reason. The one idea was to escape from the
threatened town. All ordinary decencies of life hag
lapsed. The appalling spectacle illustrated the results
of] téle enemy’s policy of frightfulness. Mob panic
ruled.

It was not until we passed Wingello, 15 miles from
Moss Vale, that Bob drew the ear to the road side
and stopped. For ten miles along the road, fugitives
on foot had tried to stop the car. Twice we passed
cars that had been stopped, round which fighting
groups struggled for their possession. Onee I had
to fire a shot over the head of a man who stood full
in our path in an attempt to hold us up. Poring
over a road map by the light of an eleetric torch we
discussed our route. Our experience at Moss Vale
decided us not to risk passing through Goulburn.
Finally, we chose a route by leaving the main road
to cut off through Bengonia to reach Canberra through
Tarago. s

That night, somewhere south of Bengonia, Bob
]_ost the road. So at 11 o’clock he turned the car
into a patech of serub where it was hidden from the
track. Here, with Lynda in possession of the car,
we three slept on the ground in turns—one standing
sentry.

Next morning at daylight we opened and emptied
two tins of tongues, and used the tins for boiling
water for tea. It is a plan I do not recommend
except in case of emergency. But even cold tongue
and biscuits with tea of an original flavour were
welcome at the time.

It was while Bob was gathering firewood and
F.ergus and I were opening the tins that I made a
discovery. Lynda approached us from the ear. She
had made some sort of a toilet, but was not looking
ll::rk u;u:l ts]IJlek a{‘n‘cil ]fpan I:}vlest. With a brotherly

ck of tae reeted her with, ‘‘Gr
do look a deagbeat.” R, yov

Fergus looked up at the same time, and swung

TATE LI2RARY OF VICTORIA

-
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round on me. There was cold fire in his eyes, and
as his hand lifted, no man was ever nearer a sock
on the jaw withont actually getting it than I was at
that moment. I gaped at them in turn. Lynda
flushed, and put her hand gently on Fergus’ arm.
Fergus growled in his throat inarticulately, still glar-
ing. Then enlightment slowly percolated to my
understanding.

“You—you two—!"’ Even my dense mind could
not mistake the expression in Lynda’s eyes as she
looked at that bellicose Scot.

““If you hadn’t been utterly blind,”” Lynda laughed,
“you would not need telling.”’

“And, maybe,”’ Fergus added with a grin, ‘‘ye
wad no ha’ come so near a crackit on the nose.
Deadbeat! An’ ye say that again ye'll get it.”

“I apologise and withdraw unreservedly.’”’ Mirth
overcame me. ‘‘But how was I to know? When did
it all happen?”’

“Yesterday morning on the Georges River bridge
while that dashed ecruiser was shelling us.”” It was
Bob’s voice close behind us.

Lynda emitted a startled, ‘‘Oh!”’? Her flush
deepened as she stared at Bob in embarrassed amaze-
ment.

He dropped an armful of wood. ‘‘I had to econ-
fess. It was the mirror. I happened to glance up
as that shell hit the bridge behind us. Forgive!”’
He held out his hand with a disarming smile. ?

“You young devil!’”’ said Lynda dispassionately.
Then with a little lift of her head as she looked at
Fergus. ‘‘Anyway, I'm proud of it.”’

We shook hands all round, and I said to Fergus,
“Well, of all the times to seleect for a proposal, I
think yours was a record breaker.’’

“Well!”” he grinned. ‘‘I didn’t know where the
next shell would land and I wanted to let her know."’

I turned to Bob. ‘‘All I can say is, there must
be something in it. If a girl will accept a man
looking like Fergus with four days’ growth of
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whiskers on him, she’
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n drums, which we filled and stored in the
carrier as a Teserve supply. !
mg%;ogx:ever, it was not until dusk that we arrived at
Tintaldra on the Wednesday night. 1t was here for
the first time gince the previous Saturday we came
on evidence of constituted authority. The erossing
of the bridge, as were all other bridges along the
border, was under striet official control. We were not
prepared, however, for the congested traffic that
filled the road from Albury. We found later
that the stampede down the main highways had been
so great that Albury, and, to some extent, the Hume
ad been reserved for Government and

Weir crossing, h !
military traffic. Refugee traffic had been diverted
west to Corowa and Yarrawonga, and east as far as

Tintaldra.

A small but efficient organisaiion took the names
of car owners, number of passengers, and point of
starting and destination of refugees. They were given
a route to which they had to adhere. A warning was
issued that no petrol could be purchased on the Vie-
torian side, and that cars must be surrendered to the
Government at their destination. Our orders were
to go by Tallangatta, Myrtleford, and Whitfield to
Mansfield, where we would be redirected.

By the time we had completed formalities, the
bridge was closed for the night and would not be

reopened until 6.30 next morning.
It was an uneasy night. There were more than

500 cars waiting to cross. The news that petrol could
not be procured in Victoria spread dismay and
flagrant dishonesty. Again and again uproar broke
out through attempts at theft on petrol tanks. It
was after a scratch meal of boiled eggs that Bob
ran against the controller of the crossing and found in
him an old friend. They paced up and down in
earnest talk for half an hour.

Bob eame back to the car, looking glum. Lynda
demanded to be told the worst.

Qeated on the running board to keep an eye on

five-gallo
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It was just after 7 o’clock on Thursdpy morning
that our ear turned across the bridge bhehind anoth(.er,
loaded like a camel with the worldly goods of its
owner. Before we left, a well-known Sydney stock-
broker with a badly damaged face, was offering £5
a gallon for 20 gallons of petrol, and there were no

takers.
Fortunately the weather held. Had we not known
that that red war was behind us, and most likely

in front, too, the run down to Mansfield would have
made a delightful trip. Possibly Lynda and Fergus
were the only two people on the road utterly con-
tented with the present and oblivious of the future.

At Mansfield, which we reached by 1 o’clock, we
found the residents polite but not cordial. They
already had had some experience of refugees that did
not make them popular as a class. Near the Kennedy
memorial we found an official who gave us one hour
to rest, and added directions that our route lay via
Alexandra, Healesville, Coldstream and Ringwood.
He warned us that any deviation would mean trouble.
We were also told we were to drive direet to Albert
Park on arrival, and surrender our car.

We aceepted no more than 10 minutes of our hour
of grace. Our own experience of refugees made us
tolerant of Mansfield’s opinion of them. Thereafter,
at each town beyond Alexandra, our passes Were

checked, and we were waved on our journey. As

we followed the road among the hills we gradually
came to the conclusion that Melbourne had ‘‘gone
bush.”” Everywhere a tent could be pitched or a
camp made were families, who, having heard of what
had happened to Sydney, had left Melbourne, en-
couraged by the authorities. On the road we passed
scores of tramsport lorries that had been organised
to bring supplies to the campers.

It was nearly 5 o’clock when we passed through
Kew, and into the city by Bridge Road. To us, who
had gone through those five days from Bloody Satur-
day, its peace and lack of apparent excitement seemed
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unreal.
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CHAPTER XI.

There was a refugee bureau at the South Mel-
bourne ecricket ground where information could be
obtained. Here our story that we had come from
Sydney by the South Coast attracted immediate
attention. Telephones rang and five minutes later we
were in a car and driving to the Barracks. How
anxious the authorities were for information was
manifest by the immediate interview we had with an
Intelligence officer.

To the best of our ability we told of conditions
at Sydney, and of the roads down, and of what we
had seen of the enemy raids. For an hour we
answered questions. Then our luck held. Lynda had
demanded from Fergus the right to volunteer for
Army nursing, to which he had readily agreed as the
best and safest place for her if there were safety
anywhere. So that at the close of our interview
when we, in our turn, offered ourselves for service
of any kind, Lynda had no difficulty in gaining her
wish. Even the problem of her shelter for the night
was solved by the Army Medical authorities. With
us, however, the situation was not so easy. Then
chance helped us.

As we were leaving the Barracks, Fergus almost
fell on the neck of an officer wearing red tabs, who
was coming up the steps. ““Ginger!’’ he exclaimed.
The other stood off and looked at him, and a second
later the two were wringing one another’s hands.
Bob and I were introduced, and the Red Tab heard
our tale.

«All we want,”” I urged, ‘““is a job in which we
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can be useful.”’ ;
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grinned, «hyut wait here and 1’11 see what T can do.”

departed. .
» FoxI'J half an hour we waited, dodging the traffic

in the corridors. Then we were rounded up by an
orderly, who shepherded us into a presence who Wwas
in earnest conversation with Ginger. I hoped, as he
looked us over, We appeared more respectable than

felt.
: ««These are the three,”’ Ginger nodded towards us
as we came to a halt. ¢1f that beaky Scot demands
to be made a colonel, you’d better give in at once.
I can guarantee his nerve.”’ He left the room, throw-
ing a ‘‘Good luck’’ over his shoulder as he strode
out of our lives.

The presence looked us over, and made short work
of us. “(Qeccupations?’’ he snapped.

We replied suitably and briefly.

“Cpould you drive motor waggons i’

We affirmed that we could. Had he said tanks,
the answer would have been the same.

Three minutes later we were out of the room,
followed by a curtly expressed hope that we would
not crash the transport lorries as we crashed the
regulations. Fergus’s friend, Ginger, must have been
a man of ways and means. That evening we reported
in uniform to a transport park in the Royal Park.
Fergus summed up the situation by saying that if a
man could not make use of his friends in an emer-
gency, then what was the good of having friends.

Daylight next morning found us loading flour in
two-ton lorries at the Spencer Street yards. There
were six of us with a Sergeant in charge, who was not
excessively exacting. By seven o'clock we were
loaded. We had turned out of the yards into
Flinders Street, and were passing the TFish Market
when I first noticed the drone of propellers. 1 felt
sore, for.I knew in my bones what was coming. It
was again Saturday morning, and the memories of
the last Saturday were still raw. T stuck out my
head and looked back. Bob and Fergus evidently
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reached Brunswick, the marrow bottlenecked street
was in a turmoil of terrified people. Electric tt.'ansport
had gone out of commission for the time being.

We found the camp at Broadmeadows as wildly
excited as the eity, and hungry for news of what had
happened. We had not finished discharging our loads
when we received orders to race back with all speed
through the township of Broadmeadows, and do*rvn
to Newport to help to transport the wounded. Five
minutes later we were on our way.

It was disastrous luck, or calculated deviltry on
the part of the enemy that the raid was made at the
time. The shops were working night and day turning -
out munitions with an inereased staff. They caught
not only the night shift, but many of the dayshift
who had already arrived. For this reason the loss
of life had been calamitous. As we drove through
Footscray the great columns of smoke from the
wrecked oil tanks were still spreading their sinister
pall that blotted out the sun.

When we reached the devastated yards erowds of
people from the surrounding distriet were risking their
lives trying to recover victims from the shattered
shops. To Fergus and me, it was a horrible repetition
of our work in the Domain on the night of Bloody
Saturday. Though a fleet of ambulance waggons was
on the scene before us, they could not cope with the
loads of suffering lifted from the wreckage. Not
five per cent. of the unfortunate workers eseaped
injury. In exploding, the bombs had hurled, with
terrible effect, fragments of shattered machinery and
all the loose metal lying about the shops that added
terribly to their destructive force.

A number of bombs had fallen among the thickly
clustered homes to the morth and in the residential
area, where a whole block close to the Newport Rail-
way Station was blazing. It needed gritted teeth and

steel nerves to help to load our lorries and to drive
the mangled and torn bodies to the temporary hos-
pitals. On my first trip with 12 men, six were dead
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was the total destruction of the sewerage pumping
plant for the entire metropolitan area. 1_&11 these
vital spots seemed as though grouped as an invitation
to the attacker. Added to this was the havoe among
the surrounding homes. I never heard the total of
that death roll, but it must have been ghastly.

There was, however, we learned later, one mitiga-
tion of the terrors of the day. The authorities had
anticipated the second raid. Orders had been broad-
cast suspending all business in the city, and all
entrances had been closed. The enforced suspension
of rail and tram traffic had aided carrying out the
orders. During the morning police had patrolled the
streets clearing them and residential buildings of
people, so that when the second raid came the loss
of life was comparatively slight. With incredible
folly, though, some residents declined to leave.

By four o’clock our work was finished, and the
transport train assembled on the Melbourne road.
That drive back showed how the raids had stunned
the people in the industrial suburbs through which
we passed. The streets were quiet, but all the way
through people stood in groups staring at the smoke
that drifted high above the city. The almost total
absence of traffic gave a weird effect. The rumble
of our long train of waggons was all that broke the
silence. We passed through Arden and Abbotsford
Streets on our way to Royal Park, but could see no
actual signs of the damage that had been done.

But we saw only too much of it later. The enemy
planes had concentrated on the mile-long target of
the heart of the city. It was curious that the west end
had almost escaped. Spencer Street was untouched,
and so was Flinders Street as far as Swanston Street.
From there up to Russell Street, the whole block
seemed to have been blown into Flinders Street. The
wall above the Princes Bridge railway line had been
swept down on to the lines below. There was not a
building untouched and flames were raging along the
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dark wondering where the first bombs would drop,
and strained feelings found vent in muttered maledie-
tions and grim jests. A dozen searchlights were
sweeping the moonless sky for them. As we waited
in the Park, they semed to roar above us at an
elevation of only a few hundred feet. There was a
gigh of relief as the sound diminished. It seemed
an interminable time before there came the boom
of explosion from the north. Then followed a torture
of fiendish ingenuity. Those birds of ill-omen swept
on a weaving course from Sandringham to Coburg
and from Footseray to Box Hill. They dropped
inecendiary and high explosive bombs at irregular
intervals. Four times they passed directly over Royal
Park, Nearer and further we heard the roar of
bombs, punctuated by the vicious barking of anti-
aireraft guns. The brutes seemed to have carried
loads of small but destructive bombs, instead of the
terrific weapons they had used to blast the city.

That night raid was pure terrorism. The wide
area it covered and the length of time it endured—
nearly an hour—was deliberate torture of the whole
metropolitan area. We heard later that they had
laid their eggs as far apart as (#ladstone Street,
Sandringham, and the Pentridge stockade. It ful-
filled its aim of shattering the nerves of a million
people. Actually, it did less material harm than the
two daylight raids, but its psychological effects were
worse. The worst damage was done at the corner
of St. Kilda and Commercial Roads, where the loss
of life was pitiful.

The full story of the raid was similar to that
of the raids on the Sydney forts on the previous
Saturday. There had first been a concentrated attack
on the forts at the Heads in the early morning, and
later the fleet stood in bombarding the damaged
batteries and covering the operations from an aireraft
carrier.

Sunday came after that night of terror to reveal
that Melbourne, though it had not suffered the Naval
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CHAPTER XII.

Looking back on that tragic week from September
23, its every hour brought its own irreparable dis-
aster. In the seven days, Australia had been torn
from its apparently unassailable pedestal of pros-
perity and safety, and flung into an abyss of terror.
In those seven days the heritage of freedom vanished.
We were stripped of every spiritual and material
possession. By October 1, no man in the Common-
wealth could call his soul, his life, or his property
his own. Their destiny had passed into alien hands.
By snatching the West from our grasp, and by three
swift blows in the East, all hope of effectual resist-
ance had been crushed. We were as a wrestler on
whom an adversary had fixed an unbreakable hold,
and who had but to bear down upon our paralysed
body till we eried for mercy or broke. The bitterness
of it was that our physical strength was intact but
we were powerless to use it.

All that terror that had swept over New South
Wales was now the lot of Victoria. Scenes such as
we had already witnessed in Sydney were now being
re-enacted in Melbourne, but under more poignant
conditions. The destruction of the oil fuel reserves
had made the strictest conservation of what remained
imperative. For rich and poor alike, the only means
of flight lay with the railways, and, in the rush for
safety, panic overcame Teason. The Government
recognised the advantage of scattering the population
of Melbourne as widely as possible. The concentra-
tion of food supplies in the city had become a desper-
ate problem, and the destruction of the sewerage
Every detail of

gystem was causing consternation.
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ond the road bridge over the North Mel-

bourne station, the train pulled up long enough for
the troops to climb down. Twice more we carried out
the same manoeuvre. But, learning from our experi-
lined the trucks with our bhayonets fixed and
es eharged. Still it was a nasty joh, as we
were pelted through the yards by mobs of men who
yelled savage threats and insults at us.

During the next two days thousands of people were
transported to country distriets and various towns
down the western and Gippsland systems, where local

authorities organised shelter and food for the refugees
ty of instances, completely

who were, in the majori

destitute.
Probably the gravest effects of the national erisis
were in the loosening of the bonds of authority. In

New South Wales civie administration and control
ceased to exist. There was a state of anarchy in
which the strong, and generally the most unserupu-
lous, elements came to the surface. 1t was a condition
of national ‘‘Sauve qui peut’’ in which the ordinary
decencies of life were Jogt. There were, however, for
the honour of Australia, some splendid exceptions.
In both Vietoria and New South Wales, the railway

men stood to their posts so long as there was a post
s of individual heroism

to stand by. Demonstration

were magnificent. d again in New South
Wales railway men threw t i
the march of the enemy. They stuck

to help the despateh of refugees, and to attempt to
wreck enemy transport, though they knew their lives

were forfeited. So long as there Wwas a chance to
move a train, OT, if necessary, to destroy one, they
took it without hesitation.

Everywhere, t00, the police carried on in total
disregard for their own safety. In Sydney, during
the terrible hours of Bloody Saturday, hundreds of
them died in their attempts to bring order among the
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One of the bitter incidents of those days was the
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reply of the Government of the United States to a
gecond and detailed representation from the Federal
Government on the massacres of civilians in the
oceupied distriets. The Cambasian Ambassador af
Washington had presented a reply from his Govern-
ment to the effect that the allegations of the Aus-
tralian (lovernment were malicious and baseless false-
hoods. The Cambasian Government had regretted the
necessity for military action, although it did mnot
regard itgelf as being at war with the Commonwealth.
The Cambasian expeditionary force was an un-
avoidable protest against repeated acts 0 5
diserimination against Cambasia. Also they had mno
option but to secure similar rights of migration to
those afforded to European countries. Reports from
the Commander-in—Chief of the Expeditionary Foree
asserted that in no instance had civilians been
harshly treated, that civilians in the oceupied areas
had accepted the presence of Cambasians as benevol-
ent. On the other hand, the (Cambasians had every
right to protest against repeated acts of murder by
civilians of Cambasian outposts. Tn these instances
the military authorities had been obliged to make
galutary examples.
The Government of the United Qtates had accepted
the assurance of the Cambasian Government that any

violence offered to inoffensive civilians by their troops

would be severely punished.
That there was one grain of truth in that bitter
pill made it all the more difficult to swallow.
the wave of refugees gpread westward, the stories
of savagery they told excited the men of the western
towns to fury. In a day or two independent bodies
of irregular defenders were organised. They were
men from t fjons outback.
Many of them were “Diggers,”’ and all were at home
in the saddle. Used to firearms, well mounted, and
with a thorough knowledge of the country, these small
closed on the flanks of the invaders.

raiding troops ;
By the end of the first week down the long line of
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advance, they amb

Their st ushed and sniped d: i

heir strength lay in their mo]:f)ilit}'d'15'71‘};;‘(:;1 Tght'
; struck

and scattered, and
_ t ; regathered a i
ing the invaders no rest and ncI}1 dqu;:'?g}«{ again, giv.

C R

waleosmglggrcélﬁmns through the west of New &
s advane Government fully informed fouth
i Ao ce snpth, and when news of theo o
B aean adtactlcs reached headquarters frOPen.
s andespatgh-ed to provide the irre mlned
R u}xlt}mtmns and to co-ordinatcméhm'ng
i haraésed = Wf ].16 they exacted stern venge"l,nmr
R Iet ringe of the advance, the rec;ist( o
bk fra e to stem the tide. By Monda a?ﬁe
gl a::)(rin Sydney and Port Kembla Woﬁlr:kilne
e n W?(Jad, had reached Alburj; throuﬁﬁ
;:normous train of a:flggt%r tlr‘l;,}lll(isy ?ad i

1 Spo
eading towards Albury was infegt:d’ Wai?}(} tﬁzgﬁ‘;rrfggg

Their progress wa
s m
towns and homesteadsﬁrked iy ‘the smoke of burning

La
enteretc’f gzlroT“lrJ:Sdzf afternoon their advance guards
ey i “bufd t each place, the bridges over thé
stroyed. It wa OI;IgEL e A bad beem ds
Sy op os't? ere, too, that they met their first
oo ﬁerec]p ition from the mounted rifle regimen},s
~xond bridge}; cogtestgd their efforts at building pon-
o gy of & t thls. junecture the enemy’s advance
R el o eir artillery, but their light tanks and
R 2 swept the south bank of the river to
iy ol 1‘ngmeers. But early on Wednesday
e patt g;slst}?nee to their crossing was cru%hed
e foim shrapnell and gas shells swept over
g e th'e batteries that had been rushed
owns during the previous night. ki

At W
down thgh’f{ui{ah the mounted riflemen fell back
advance fromuthergl.@n Road, harassing the enc;rriy
B e ot s sty o
£ . em
the lttle village burning, but stil bung B
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flanks of the enemy, Whose progress they could not
halt.
9o it was on the Wednesday, October 4, eleven

days after the first raid, that, under cover of their

artillery, the invaders entered Victoria at two points

30 miles apart. At the same time 2 foree took

possession of the causeway of the Hume Dam. Thus

they were provided with three lines of advance—or

of retreat should the need arise.

From then onward they advanced with methodical
steadiness down the line of the Hume Highway.
They passed through an empty country from which
every human being, and every source of food,
had been systematical]y cleared, As they moved
forward, too, their movements were harassed on both
flanks by men who had gathered from townships,
ranges and plains. Rifles and ammunition had been
distributed through scores of centres on both sides of
the highway to all who applied.

In every town and settlement eager men rallied
to the call; the osll to which Zor: YOAFS they had
closed their ears. They had refused to believe in the
possibility of a threat against their country, and the
threat had become a desperate fact. Now they were
called to answer for their indolence and indifference
by an enemy within their gates, already victorious
without having fought one battle.

There was no lack of courage among them. Every
man was burning to avenge the savagery that had
been perpetrated on his people. Now, a8 they close
down on the line of march, they threw away their
lives with reckless bravery. They attacked in groups
or singly. They met the diseiplined detachments of
flank guards with guerilla busheraft, that took bloody
toll. But, as they harried the enemy from the ground
go were they harried from the air. All day the
enemy planes circled over the advancing army, SWoop-
ing down at every burst of rifle fire and drenching
every attack with machine gun bullets.

Put at night, with their complete knowledge of



144 FOOLS® HARVEST

the country to guide them, the irregu
. H 1 i
ru}?hmg outposts or whole battalions Egn(?igirfrlr?ﬁfi }n,
:;; erever they touched on the highway. N(‘VG‘I‘t}(I ?y'
eir impetuous courage lacked cohesion, The i
learning, too late and at terrible cost ‘that c“; s
was no s.ubshtute for discipline in w:'-u‘ Them’age
?Vell.egmpped machine that moved fc;rw'wd e
irresistible forece, eould not be held back‘h ‘ﬂ"rlth
andeltl)lodd and courage alone. e
lac ay saw the ar-he:
mihi;; furthe}; south—east?mrlr Gk T
ive days after crossing the
past Euroa. That was on l\ionday,Mggggerﬂ;}ey i
At Melboume, the situation of both G-nvérnment
and military authorities alike was tragi-c. It was
symptomatic of the prmic that a bewildered peopltol
v;*llt.}’n the ruin of their eountry suddenly thrust inta
their f.aces, should demand vietims. They would not
recognise then, as most of them did later, that, to
use the words of General Mackinnon T-ilOV were
reaping a ‘‘fools’ harvest.” They had elected suc-
;:less(live bGov_err}m_ents, and had themselves tied their
ands by insisting on vast expenditure for social
ser\_r%ees. They had, too, followed the lead of a noisy
Egclaflt rgmonty in objecting to paying the price
R E;n gg;f::s. insurance policy in the form of
By the end of the first week, Melbourne i i
too panic stricken and too intent on dei(’lisl:}i ‘:‘f{:
cz.ty_to tz_ik'e concqrted action. But in the large pro-
;rvlgféa}i cltlcs_voclferous_orators at public meetings
-l ;gingmg the resignation of the Government.
e Cs many erazy proposals for the estahblish-
st Y guucﬂ of Safety as there were crazy
P g ad plans to save a country that they
e 3 recognise was beyond galvation. They
gely demanded the immediate creation of armies
-——p'tl"tilbabiy on the dragons’ teeth system.
A athold Latin tag about the gods driving mad
whom they wished to destroy seemed created
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especially for Australia. I had been through most
of the terrors of that first week. 1 had not seen a
gingle enemy soldier. All the fighting so far had
been among our own people. Instead of sinking party
doctrines, and offering a united front to the invaders,
the entire body politic had been torn by internal
conflicts. Even on that Monday morning, with the
enemy within striking distance of Seymour, Mackin-
pon hesitated to move that infantry battalion up to
the front for fear of treachery at his back.

Fools’ Harvest!

The event proved how sound was his ground for
anxiety.

All that week we three remained with our head-
quarters in Melbourne. A transport park had been
established at Royal Park. Twice each day we drove
to Seymour and back with loads of munitions and
supplies for the troops. Great reserve dumps of
supplies had been built up at Tallarook, and other
places near the lines. And there were others at
Kilmore. At Kilmore, too, 2 large field hospital had
been established. T learned this through Fergus’ per-
sistence in wangling loads to Kilmore.

At that time the postal service had broken down
completely, and it had taken him three days before he
could establish contact with Lynda. He kept Bob
Clifford and me in a state of amused amazement at
the magnitude of his barefaced mendacity in explain-
ing his delays to irate transport officers. I am afraid
we shared some reflected glory by being called upon
to support some of his major inaceuracies. We heard
the hospital end of the story from an ex-M.O. in a
cowshed somewhere near the Eildon Weir about six
weeks later. From his account, Liynda’s explanations
of her absences from duty were, in quality, superior
to those of Fergus.

By that time we three had picked up too much
information to be under any illusions regarding the
outcome of the fight that we knew must take place
within the mext few days. The men at Seymour
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with whom we came into contact were sound to a
man, and eager to meet the invaders. One point
that puzzled everyone was that Mackinnon’s force
had not been raided from the air. Neither had Mel-
bourne been visited again since that Sunday after-
noon. The immunity of the army was all the more
remarkable because, for geveral days, enemy planes
had been reconnoitring as far back as Donnybrook.

[Marsden relates that the enemy were short of
bombs because a large supply had been lost on one
of the ships sunk by the airforce off Port Kembla
on September 27. The large quantities used on
Melbourne were not replaced by fresh supplies until
Oectober 9.—Eds.]

After reaching Creighton four miles south of
Euroa on October 9, the enemy halted to concentrate
his forces. Until that day the weather had been
uniformly fine and clear. But on the October 10
heavy clouds from the south foreshadowed the coming
break. REarly on the morning of Wednesday (October
11) the rain began. Twice on the Tuesday Mackinnon
threw his precious foree of seven bombers on the
enemy’s concentration. Tt lost one plane for each
raid, but we had the satisfaction of knowing that they
inflicted an amount of damage that justified the loss.

However, one effect was to incite retaliation. The
enemy planes were out in forece on the Wednesday
morning, and vindietively shed bombs over Mackin-
non’s position round Seymour. The situation, how-
ever, had been ably anticipated. By skilful camou-
flage, battery and troop positions had been concealed,
and the enemy wasted tons of bombs on dummy
artillery positions and unoceupied ground. Yearcely
any real damage was done.

But the AS.C. was not so Jucky. The brutes came
buzzing down the highway in the pelting, driving
rain with a cold wind that had turned Spring back
to Winter. They swept down through the scudding
elouds and flying low tormented the transport wag-
gons with machine gun fire. I had taken on a load
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of meat, and was the leading waggon of four. When
we passed through Kilmore, the rain was coming
down in torrents and the hills were wreathed in
mist. We were a little beyond where the Melvor
road branches, when one of those infernal dragon
flies roared down out of mowhere. Ahead through
the rain was a streteh of timber-lined road com-
pletely arched by the trees. But before we reached
the shelter there was a savage stutter of fire, and
my cabin roof broke into holes. How the bullets
missed me I accepted as a providential mystery.
Before the brute could turn and come again I shot
into the long green tunnel. Half-way along the shelter
the road was blocked by a dozen or fifteen waggons.
Their drivers were saying things about aireraft and
machine guns that were unfit for print. Looking back
I saw that only two of the other waggons had reached
the cover. The third had barged off the road and col-
lided with a tree. We found later that the body of
the driver had been riddled.

It was then I learned that there were three enemy
planes, and they all knew that we were playing
possum in the trees. After an interval of about ten
minutes during which we could hear them weaving
about above us, they came roaring down the outside
of the avenue raking it blind from end to end as they
swept past. We all erouched behind our waggons,
and were showered with leaves and twigs and small
branches as the bullets searched the timber. They
repeated the performance several times before barging
off towards Kilmore, where they apparently saw
better game.

But the transport work.that day was hectic, and
more than 30 waggons were ditched along the road.

That night orders were given 1o reload at once
and to take the road again at one o’clock in the
morning so as to get up the road under cover of
darkness. So it happened that, on the morning of
Thursday, October 12, I was passing under the railway
bridge at the Seymour Station just at daybreak. I had
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turned into the road to the east si i
Then in the distance I heard the sdoem?cg f)}%e St:‘liuml
fire ahead. Almost at the same moment I 2:“ i
flashes of bursting shells half a mile to the w:vstthi
the town. Those were the first shots in the (1)
battllte of a war that was not a war i
: was a foul day following a foul ni

wind from the south blew a g%le. All Eig}ﬁt alrgge
the road we had passed through a succession of raig
sqpa_lls. It was a cutting, dank wind. The 10\%lle
driving clouds that touched the hill tops hid eve -
ghmlpse of the sun as the slow gray light camrg
During the whole of that bitter day and the following
n}gh‘u the rain scarcely ceased for half an hour ati
time. Underfoot, the ground was sodden, and in
level spots the water lay in puddles and sheets.

That long day of red conflict would have been
alfé)r?llesn:g fu'lt any cirgumstances. But every tragic

nt of it was m i i
e i ade more poignant by the misery

What happened in detail I do not know. They
car(xlle down from Mangalore by both the Murchison
%n Hume Highways, and swarming through the
roken timber scattered country between. Their left
flank was beyond the Hume Highway, and their right
cf::ln the G_oulb’urn. Those first guns I heard had opened
TI; at six o’clock, and for a while there was silence.

e.'c]11 suddenly the whole of the country to the
north beleched fire, and our batteries, first from
the west of the Goulburn, and then to the morth
of the town, joined in hellish chorus. For more than
two hours that pandemonium reigned unbroken before
1 htiardt ﬁhe shar;l)er note of rifle fire. :

n those early hours planes dodged in and out
:Emiht;tlow-lymg cloud roof from tglie fire of anti-
- a g;]ms. ‘We knew what was left of our airforce

as in the tl_uck of it. Half a dozen times in the
Erg::;mgh daylight we saw wrecked machines hurtle
o a;gugh.the mists to earth and destruction.
Again again through blinding squalls we caught
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glimpses of pursuer and pursued flash into gight and
yanish.

No doubt someone higher up knew what was
taking place as the hours went by. But I think that
few of the lower ranks knew anything except what
was going on within twenty yards of where they
stood. My own impression was of shells searching
roads with hellish malignity, of carrying on with a
dazed incomprehension, and of wondering how any-
thing human, much less myself, remained unscathed.
As the day wore on the first tension gave way to
a kind of drugged indifference born of biting cold
and acute physical misery. 1 knew that my first
knowledge of the enemy’s victorious pressure came
when 1 realised that their shells were falling far
beyond the town.

That must have been sometime about midday—
I had lost all ecount of time. The town was blazing
in a dozen places. Then I remember coming up from
a dump beyond the Sunday Creek bridge, and a ser-
geant with a smoke blackened face and scorched
aniform told me the town bridge had been wrecked
and directed me up the road towards Northwood.
A minute later I crawled out from the wreckage of
my waggon, mildly astonished that I was unharmed.
Luckily for me the shell that overturned me burst
under my back wheels instead of in front.

Here in our camp of slavery, men who were at
Seymour that grim October day of 1939, sometimes
argue over what Mackinnon should have done or
should not have done. Even now they cannot see
that it was neither the enemy, the weather, nor any
other factor of the day that defeated him. The battle
was lost nearly 20 years earlier. It was lost when
the country was fooled into the belief that there
would be no more wars. It was that imbecility that
gent him to face a trained, efficient, and highly
equipped army Wwith half-trained men, and without
any reserves on which he could draw.

The wonder of it is that those raw ranks held on
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as long and as splendidly as they did—s

mutinous when ordered to fall bzck—andoi}\?e:htnl?gt
they went back snarling and biting. The story T;
hov_v the 2ﬁlst and 32nd battalions held up the enem0
while their guns got through when they were Ouytr,
flanked, would have redeemed a more tragic da .
I saw the little handful of 12 men and one corporaﬁ.
all that remained, and the last of the infantry to
eross the Sunday Creek bridge before it was blown
up. They marched across in fours with the corporal
at their head, regardless of the warning the bridge
was going up. Then when they reached the south
side, at his order they doubled to the right, and
throwing themselves among the scrub on the high
bat}k, blazed into the road and the paddocks over
Whl%?. t]:ﬁdenemykwere advancing.

e not know until the following d
Mackmnon and half his staff had beengkillac}é tlzf:;
in the afternoon, when headquarters at Tallarook had
been bombed from the air. I never saw him, but
f;&mp Sv(}lxaﬁ‘ tl%ejtr to%ddlof him I think he would have

epted his fate gladly. A
succeeded where hge faijlred. B
The road down from Sunday Creek to Tallarook
was almost deserted as the darkness began to fall.
The artillery—what was left of it—had gone on ahead
and was shelling the enemy advance from further
back. Most of the infantry were marching well clear
of the road, on which shells were falling as the encmy
aru}lery gsearched for the retreat. The rain was still
falling though the wind had dropped. There was very
little order until Tallarook was reached, and some
atteAmpt Waa'made to sort out the Scattert’zd units.
_ At that time, Gray, who had sueceeded Mackinnon
in (i;)mmand, was still holding together what was left
perhaps 4000 all told. The field kitchens were in
emlg, ?nd most of the men had some kind of hot
ﬁ:ta}; [t must have been about 8 o’clock when the
o rain, loaded with wounded, left the Tallarook
ion. Men came straggling in up till 10 o’clock.

' OF VICTORIA
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One man 1 spoke to about that time told me that
he did not think the enemy had passed Sunday Creek.

It was sheer luck that threw me in with Clifford
and Fergus that night, when I found a damaged
waggon about a guarter of a mile down the Pyalong
Road—it’s hard deck was less sloppy than the soaked
ground, and Fergus had taken possession. I had seen
neither of them all day, but their luek had been much
like my own. Dog weary, despite an occasional shell,
we slept until we were ordered out towards daylight.

No one who lived through that next day, as we
fell back towards Kilmore, will ever forget it L The
roads were blocked wherever possible by blasting trees
across them to hamper the enemy’s mechanised trans-
port. The retreating force kept off the roads for
cover from the aircraft that harried us every step
of the way. We three kept together and moved down
parallel to an old road that runs to Kilmore about
two miles west of the Highway. Fortunately the
weather cleared and the sun dried our soaked uni-
forms. Our artillery must have ceased to exist early
that morning because the enemy aircraft gave the
guns no rest.

But from every patch of cover for a mile on each
side of the road, the retreating infantry sniped as
they went back. There was little organisation or
order. They knew they were hopelessly beaten, but
every man clung to his rifle as his last hope. They
knew only too well that it was all over, but still
wherever an enemy showed they bit back viciously.
But there was no longer any army and hope had gone.

It took us six hours to cover those 16 miles in
to Kilmore, on which all roads of retreat converged
—and the ememy planes had been before us. The
long tree-lined street was in ruins, and among them
were the wrecks of transport and ambulance waggons
that had been caught in the choked road. Our one
thought all the way down had been of Lynda. It
was here we saw how complete was the disintegration.
The one objective of the men as they came in was
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to break away from the line of the enemy’s advance
down the highway.

We knew that at the best the enemy would enter
the town within an hour or two. Our anxiety was
inereased by the news that the field hospital and a
train load of wounded that was leaving the station
had been bombed during the morning. In the general
confusion it was some time before we were able to
learn that the wounded who survived had been taken
to the old police station, one of the few undamaged
buildings.

Here, eventually, we found Lynda in warm argu-
ment with an irate M.O. Knowing of the imminence
of the enemy’s arrival, he had evacuated the few
wounded left, and had sent all the nurses with them.
He had only learned as we came in that Lynda had
evaded his order. He was telling her in plain
language the fate of women in occupied territory.
Fortunately he was more a doctor than a soldier, and
accepted without hostility the interference of three
very dirty and dishevelled transport drivers. He
watched the unceremonious greeting between Fergus
and his rebellions subordinate with a surprised smile
It was a greeting that made explanation unnecessary.

Qaid he. ‘‘Perhaps, young man, you can make this
mutinous young baggage listen to reason.”’

Fergus grinned, ‘‘I've done it before now. What’s
the trouble, sir?”’

“‘She refuses to leave because there may be more
}vounded brought in, and we’ll have the enemy here
in no time.”’

“Well,”” protested Lynda, ‘‘there may be more.”

“Crazy|”’ snapped the doctor. ‘‘Get her out of
this!”’

“\There’ll be no more wounded, Lyn,’’ Fergus
assured her. ‘‘You’ll have to go—that is, if there is
anything to get away in.”’

The doctor looked us over. ‘‘My car is parked
at the back. It will take us all. You boys had
better come too.”’
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‘1 there is mo one with a better right?”’ asked
Fergus. ‘‘But we’d be glad to go.”

(iDash it alll’”’ he said, ‘‘It’s a case of every man
for himself now. Come on!”’

He led the way. There was a big double seater
in the yard into which we piled with the doctor
at the wheel. As he turned into the street I noticed
a stack of ammunition boxes, and, asking him to stop,
I jumped out and hurriedly placed one of them in
the luggage carrier. We had done a bit of firing
that morning, but our belts were not empty.

¢What’s the idea?”’ demanded the M.O. as I
hopped in again beside him. i

‘As we raced down the road I gave him a sketch
of our experiences during the previous three weeks,
and added. ‘‘So you see, it struck me that a case
of cartridges might be useful.”’

That was how Dr. Ben Cornish came into our
lives. He was about 50 years of age. He was lean
as a ferret, and as keen; and as warm hearted as he
was irascible. We and many others lived to bless
the day that we met the man who was afterwards
worshipped under the name of “Dynamite Ben.”

When he heard our story, he turned round to
Lynda, and said, ‘‘Well, my dear, if I had been given
the choice of four people to pick up it would have
been you and your three musketeers.”” Then he
turned back to his driving.

We swept down an empty road through Wallan
and Beveridge with the needle of the speedometer
flickering at 50. Over the open country we saw
occasional groups of men plodding westward. As we
reached the pinelined road at Donnybrook over-
looking the vast saucer of quiet country between there
and Craigieburn, we saw another car making towards
us, and losing no time.

Dr. Ben slowed down. ‘‘Wonder who this lunatie
can be?’’ he growled. ‘‘Must be cracked or he
wouldn’t be coming this way.”” He stopped the car
as the other came up.
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In it was a man, and apparently his wife, with
two young girls. They all looked badly scared. From
the story they told Dr. Ben, they had some cause for
looking scared. They had stuck to their home in
Melbourne until that morning. He said the people
who remained in the city had gone erazy. The news
of the defeat at Seymour had leaked out, and with
it had come utter demoralisation. There had been
gome form of demonstration against the Government,
and that a Committee of Public Safety claimed to
take over the administration. There was rioting, and
no trace of authority. Our informant had owned a
filling station, and had retained enough petrol with
which to escape. He had run the gauntlet of panie-
stricken people who tried to capture his car. Bullet-
shattered windows bore witness to the truth of his
stories. He had heard that the Provincial cities were
also demanding some new form of Government, but
that there was no unanimity of ideas. But in Mel-
bourne itself there was anarchy and chaos.

He was making for Yea, where he had friends,
through Whittlesea. Then he turned east off the high-
road, still losing no time.

Dr. Ben turned round to Lynda. ‘‘Well, we're
all in this. What will we do? It seems to me that
Melbourne is off.”’

‘“So far as we’re concerned, Major,”’ Lynda in-
formed him, ‘““we’re four waifs. We’ve no home, no
friends, or belongings except the clothes we are
wearing. We're like the cat that walked by itself;
all places are alike to us. What about you?”’

“I'm a lone wolf,”’ he laughed, taking up Lynda's
excursion into Kipling. ‘‘I've neither kith nor kin,
and when our Cambasian friends get to Melbourne, if
my house is still standing, I won’t want to live in it.”

‘“As 1 see it,”’ Bob said, ‘‘the war’s over and
Australia is down and out. The only thing we can
do is to take to the bush, and wait to see what turns

5. It may be tough, but it will be tougher if
we run into the enemy’s hands.”’
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.t (X

«We leave it to :Eo,t}, Major,”’ Fergus put i, but
i ifford. 2

! a%r: GB‘Zghtu?']ﬁBd to me. ‘‘And you? kg i
“I;m with the others, now and always. gt

have to rough it, but it is the best we ca .
o thoughtfully. “But
«It’s tragie,’’ Dr. Ben spoke thoug i
T'm afraid you young people z:u'e”rlg'htl.l efter .
blotted out. Done! Wiped opt‘. ‘Then, a s
oment’s pause. ‘‘Those vermin behind us txj(vl s
ltlclm busy digging in for a time to pay much. attent -

to the outside country I%lilcles.h 1121,1(,1 something mig
of the hole.

e ]131111;'1:06; 1’:"11111 ;151{33} ‘Do you know any place, sma}l
and cmtJ of the way, W%El,l good bush country near it
i ary? 4
i ﬁiﬁﬁi,ulgfhrtlegesrsnogent, then his face lighted u];:;
“By jove! the very place! Il tell gop as we go,
and he turned the car east towards_ ‘Whittlesea. :

As we went he told us gi" a little fishing resord
in the mountains about 100 miles away, ‘and 40 beyon
Alexandra. ““‘If you young people wﬂl’ make me a
member of your gallant company, then I'm .WZ:Eh you.
And gladly! We’ve enough petrol to make it.
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they found the Commonwealth in a state of utter
anarchy. They told how their kindly and considerate
rule had been met with barbarie murders and tortures
of their people that would shame a savage. They
told those stories with a wealth of circumstantial
detail, and inventive genius, that was as brilliant
as it was foul.

Their half truths were worse than their pure
mendacity. They alleged that at the battle of Sey-
mour 100,000 Australians had broken and fled, with
gearcely any casualties, before 10,000 Cambasians.

[There is a total absence of official figures regard-
ing the battle of Seymour, on both sides, that is
significant. The Paramount Power made a point of
destroying all Australian archives of every descrip-
tion. Marsden estimates that Mackinnon could have
had very few more than 12,000 men at his disposal
on October 12, 1939. It is probable that the Cam-
basians had at least 20,000 on the field. Mackinnon’s
field artillery was outranged, and his airforce had
been almost used up before the battle. Burton’s
estimate that only 4,000 men fell back on Tallarook
on the night of the battle is probably fair. One
sinister aspect of the battle was that no estimates of
wounded on either side have been given. Most of
the Australians must have been left on the field.
Their fate has never been referred to by the
Paramount Power.—Eds.]

It must be admitted that, so far as Melbourne was
concerned, there was justification for their allegations
of the anarchy they found when they entered what
they regarded as the official seat of Government.
From several people I have heard varying accounts
of what occurred when the news of the disaster at
Seymour became known. Despite the exodus that
had been going on since the bombing on September 30
and the following day, there were probably more than
half a million people still left in the Metropolitan area.
But these were more demoralised than those who had
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left, because of the certain i
eneﬁy within a few days. il
ews of the treatment of civilians i i
towns in New South Wales had spreads. H’i‘hgcz:ﬂ?‘ed
of enemy atrocities could scarcely have been magniﬁleé
from the_trutl}. It is not to be wondered at thereferee
that panic reigned, and that the terrified ’inhabitant:s
lost their heads, and that there were deplorabilta
excesses committed in consequence. So far as I have
!Jeen ablp to le_arn, there was mno really organised
insurrection against the Government. What occurred
was cgused by irresponsible hot-heads with no real
following, who made demands as crazy as themselves
but who, unfortunately, were listened to by terrified
people who were easily led. There must have been
a score of these self-appointed geniuses all claiming
to be able to save the country.

The police force was entirely inadequate to keep
such crowds as gathered round these orators in
control, so that the rioting that ensued was widespread
but actually aimless. It was the natural result of
the breakdown of the entire social structure that
occurred. The demonstrations were bred of fear, and
the erowds were beyond reason and unable to think
for themselves. Parliament House was one objective
of this mob animosity, and the members of the
Government were obliged to escape from the blind
wrath as best they could. One of the redeeming
features of the disaster was the gallant attempts
made by Labour Leaders and Trades Hall officials
to stem ‘r_.he flood of demoralisation. They recognised
the futility of divided counsel at such a erisis and
loyally stood by the Ministry. They faced, and tried
to reason with infuriated mobs who would listen to
anything but reason. Several of them lost their lives
in trying to turn the rioters aside from their folly.
The fratricidal madness had become completely out
of hand. !

_ When the enemy finally took possession of the
city on Sunday, October 15, it was in a chaotic
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state. They entered from Coburg, Bssendon, and
Preston, and worked inward methodically. Unfor-
tunately. the conditions they found were some excuse
for the drastic measures they took to restore order.
The same folly that was at the root of the disorder
incited some of the rioters to fire on the advance
of the enemy, who responded with merciless reprisals.

Herein lay the bitterest aspect of the tragedy.
In the temporary Capital of Australia, the invaders
alleced that there was no authority from whom they
could acecept surrender, or to whom they could dictate
terms. The real administration, that had been dis-
persed, approached the Commander-in-Chief, but he
declined to recognise them. In the circumstances the
Cambasians took over the Government, and enforced
their own laws and regulations, which they made by
proclamation.

Meanwhile, as all organised military opposition
had been crushed, they proceeded systematically to
make good their occupation. In exactly three weeks
from striking the first blow they were in practical
possession of the whole Commonwealth., They knew
they had ample time to complete their plans, and
to consolidate their position. Britain was powerless
to help, and Europe was too busy to interfere. The
United States were fooled by the most foul and
unserupulous propaganda. Every possible outlet of
news to the world outside was stopped.

By continuing their policy of frightfulness, they
occupied the salient points and the capitals and large
provineial cities. These they were enabled to hold
with small, but efficient and ruthless forces. Regula-
tions in the cities and larger towns forbade an Aus-
tralian to walk on the footpaths, to be in the streets
after dark, or to engage in any occupation without
licence. The slightest infringement of a regulation
was punished summarily by death without trial, and
on the spot. Men, for mot raising their hats to
Cambasian officers, were shot dead in the streets. The
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an army of 1,000,000 men to enforce their rule

absolutely. i
Scattered all over Australia were thousands of

men who became outlaws, and whose sole aim in life
was vengeance. At first there Wwas little cohesion
among them. At first barely half of them were
armed. Gradually, however, this was altered, and
from north to south, Australia was overrun with some
of the most desperate and ruthless bands of guerilla
fighters whereof the world holds record. Most of
n bred in the country and bush, who
knew their districts as 2 man knows the palm of
the city folk who had gone
bush became equally dangerous to the Paramount
Power.

In this guerilla warfare no quarter was given or
asked. It developed with the most coldblooded and
ruthless killing without mercy. 1t was this that
furnished the Paramount Power with material for
its propaganda in the world outside on Australian
atrocities. Of it I can say this, that we did fall to
the level of trying to emulate the barbarity of the
Paramount Power, but we were never able to eq
their sheer fiendish ferocity of reprisals.

It will be remembered that when the invaders
entered Victoria all the livestock in their line of

i t into the ranges as the safest
place for them Thousands of sheep and cattle were
allowed to run loose. A similar policy was
in the other States when it was known that organis
military resistance had collapsed.

the bush and the ranges werc full of stock that had,

perforce, been abandoned to run wild because they
were either ownerless or their owners had no means
of using them or profiting from them. It was these
that provided the guerilla bands with food and, in

the end, clothing.

Doubtless there Were thousands of people—

especially women and children—among the ranges
from the

near Melbourne, and others who had fled
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objected to shedding blood. But this was not true,
for on one oceasion Clifford and 1 were with him
in a raid in which he did not exhibit the slightest
repugnance to using a bayonet he acquired from a
(Cambasian soldier.

His name Wwas due to a weapon he invariably
carried. Tt was made of a two-pound dumbell broken
across the ghank. The broken shank was fitted into
a short length of rubber hose pipe and tightly wired.
Used with “Dumbell’s’’ strength and dexterity, that
waddy became 2 terrifie weapon—all the more effec-
tnal because it was silent. Despite his size, he could
move with the stealth and silence of a cat. The
success of so many of his raids was due to his genius
for “‘seeing that the sentries were asleep,”’ to use
his own expression. His technique was to0 strike with
his right hand and catch the body on his left arm
as it fell, so as to prevent noise. On the night I
was with him I saw him get his man, but without
a sound, though I was not more than 10 feet from
him.

Many of the raids were organised to obtain arms
and ammunition. Although many of the guerillas
were unarmed or only partly armed in the beginning,
before three months were over there were arms an
ammunition to spare. These were supplied, unwil-
lingly, by Cambasians. 1 think ‘‘Dumbell’”’ Wright
armed almost the whole of mnorth-eastern Victoria—
and a tough crowd they proved.

In each State there were geveral outstanding
figures. There was Monty Black, once an artisan in
the Lithgow works, who ran the country between
Nowra and the Bulli Pass as far back as Moss Vale.
It was he who captured a visiting Cambasian Prince
of the Blood, and exchanged him for twenty of his
men who had been captured. He promiised to send
him back safe and unharmed, and did, but with a
strange word tattooed on his forehead. Monty’s
gsense of humour lacked refinement. It was Monty,
too, who first captured machine guns for his men.
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tims, men or women, Wwere given the alternative of
watching wife, husband or child treated with unspeak-
able barbarity, or answering questions put to them.
Those who would condemn these people for failing,
should ask themselves honestly how they would come
through such an ordeal. We checkmated them by
excluding married men from all subversive societies.

But there were others. In the universal misery and
drudgery, there were some who bought comfort or
privileges by spying. These were grouped under the
unlovely name of ‘‘blowflies.”” Sooner or later they
were discovered—and unpleasant things happened to
them under the guise of accidents. The P.P. were
under no illusions about these accidents. They never
admitted their knowledge. But we could always gauge
the value to them of a vietim of an accident by the
extent to which conditions were made uncomfortable
in consequence. A really good blowfly’s eradication
would give us double shifts and reduced rations for a
month. We knew they knew and they knew we knew.

But they could not keep faith with their own
traitors. We had more than suspicion for the belief
that some of the clues that led to the discoveries of
spies were deliberately placed in our way. They had
either finished with the man or mistrusted him.

But during the guerilla period we could and did
trust any one of our own people. We had one great
advantage in that, though many of the guerrilla
fichters’ names were known, they were not known per-
sonally, So that we could, and often did, mix with
the people in the towns in safety. I have seen Dum-
bell Wright slouch through the streets of Wangaratta,
under the noses of the P.P. police. He wounld look
like a rag bag and suffer a kick with a whine—but
he never forgot the face of the kicker.

We never knew the total results of our glorified
bushranging. But the loss of men and material to
the Paramount Power must have been enormous. In
the north-east of Victoria alone, I do not think 5,000
men to be an over estimate for the two years.
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CHAPTER XIV.

We five little thought when we cut across from
Donnybrook to Whittlesea that afternoon of the
strange wild life for which we were headed. It was
dark when we reached Yea, and strange, affer our
weeks of strain and uncertainty, to find the town in
a reasonably normal state. There was both fear and
anxiety, but otherwise the people were untouched
by the tragedy. A few men from the broken army
had made their way across from Tallarook through
Kerrisdale, so that the defeat was known. But they
brought the reassuring news that the enemy were not
moving in our direction.

So for that last time in our lives, we ate a civilised
meal and slept in civilised beds. From enquiries we
learned that the shops were still doing business. That
next morning, as there was no immediate need for
haste, we went shopping. We four still had a little
money, but to our delight Dr. Ben came forward as
a fairy godfather. At a council he urged we should
buy essentials for a rough life. It was he who found
the money for tools and thick, hard-wearing clothing
and boots with which we ecrammed the luggage car-
sier and the car. So that, with our three rifles and
ammunition, we were well prepared for emergencies.

Then, just as we were preparing to start, that
amazing man went off in a characteristic blaze of
wrath at Fergus. ‘‘See here! you young ass! Haven’t
you got a grain of sense? Do you expect me to dry
nurse you all your life?”’

Fergus gaped, astonished by the apparently un-
warranted onslaught.

Then turning on Lynda as though he would bite
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Ben gave the bride away when the ceremony was

ne through. :
i 1 do not think more than 25 minutes elapsed

between the time when Ben jssued his ultimatum an
when Lynda walked out of the parsonage 28 Mrs.
Fergus Graham. ;

As Clifford gaid, by that time the bride had
recovered conseiousness. As we returned to the car
she stood with her hand in Fergus' arm, and laughed
up at us. “Tjisten, you men! I've known Fergus
for three weeks. He proposed to me while we were
being shelled, and travelling at 70 miles an hour. Now
he has married me, and is taking me On & honeymoon
with three other men, to no known destination. We
have no home, and we are penniless ; but’l here she
put her hand on Ben’s shoulder, and kissed him,
(‘Major, you're 2 darling.”’

«‘Qhe’s a shameless hussy, Fergus,”’ Jaughed Ben.
Then, opening the car door, he gaid to Clifford and
me. ‘‘You two crowd in the front seat with me, the
back is reserved for the bride and bridegroom.”’

Qome 50 miles from Yea, if you know where 1o
look for it, there is a little vllage at the junction
of two clear mountain streams. Tt is built on the
only 200 acres of level ground within many miles.
Once, 80 years ago, it was a busy mining town. When
we saw it late that afternoon, with its little silent
street of some 20 or 30 old houses, it looked like an
English village that time had forgotten. The hills
towered high all round it so that it lay as though
at the bottom of a cup. In the tiny gardens were
neglected pear and apple trees 50 ft. high. Rose
bushes ran wild, and were in their first blossom.
Though it was not five o’clock, the sun was behind
the towering range that rose from the stream behind
the town, and its atmosphere was a mystic misty
blue. On that day the peace of Heaven brooded over
it, and we felt safe.

Had we scoured the State we could not have
found a more perfect place of refuge. The road
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ey ]1]Jart of the community. During their
vl ,Oneowever, we made two valuable dis-
oA was that stock of every description
o g \E at large through the bush. The other

e were led to an old deserted homestead
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in a valley some ten miles away. It was large and
gurrounded by a small forest of great walnut trees.
For two weeks Ben kept the_w_orkers busy on 1t,
disguising it so that from the air it must have looked
like an outerop of rock. He foresaw 1t need. Later
it became “Dynamite Ben’s’’ hospital for wounded
guerillas. 3 0

In those first few weeks we laid the foundation
of an organisation that became one of the.best known
among the ranges. We formed contact with adjacent
settlements—though none were near—and orgamsed
a perfect code of bush telegraphy. Those quiet, re-
gourceful people in that distriet accepted Ben’s fre-
quent explosions at their real value as @ driving
force. It was at this time some local genius of the
mining profession named him ‘‘Dynamite Ben,”” and
the name stuck. Bob, Fergus, and 1 were his aides.
But Lynda became his Chief-of-Staff, second only to
him in authority. She was Ben’s chief nurse and
right hand. Among the women her word was law.
What Ben aimed at was creating a communal spirit
—which is a very different thing from the Communist
spirit.

When the day came, as we knew it must, when
our lovely village was but a few smoked walls and
heaps of ashes, and when death was our hourly
neighbour, the protection of Ben and Lynda became
a sort of religion. When Fergus and Bob and I had
to leave the valley on our raids we did so with
the knowledge that they were guarded as kings were
never guarded. Their whereabouts was known to
all, but a stranger who strayed within five miles of
either of them unchallenged would be lucky if he
were not shot on sight. .

During that respite Ben organised lines of com-
munication with Mansfield, Alexandra, Woods Point,
and hamlets in between, through which we obtained
news of what was going on. And all that news, bad
at first, became worse as the weeks passed. But
when the time came for action our system was 80
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Fomplete that a man could n
in J'Ell‘l}? distriet without our knoc‘\grlr}a](zll;g aﬁﬁvzgn? it
E dsen presently strangers worked their wéenti
ards our village, for the story became knownythO-
;?(;Ix“fwhere there was a strong man and a leadcetr;t
- i«;iigs ngesvécndeixg ho:v c%plsely they were watched
sted. | e he looks of them '
they were turned asldem:ﬂvitholli‘ze zer
:zssl.mclf in d_ou]:)t}il we brought them ?;gl(};lgn Oll;rhlzxogtz:iii
) anny insight that was unerring. Occasion
\;ﬁi};(;ut their knowledge Lynda looked over recm?ilt]g
e aw‘rfgmanhe;b(;lugne barrister who never knew
; ad mnever seen pas j
on him, and l.1ad him turned back. 1133325‘%(; ]J)ue((izglr:];gm
we ﬂad recn{)lted some fifty sound men .
was about the second week in D
we hea.rd frogn Woods Point that four xigznégﬁrlotsgz
O“fr soldiers with machine guns were coming up fI'OIIII
. arbulf'ton. We told our friends to let them pass
en miles fror.n our village they were stopped byl
a fallen tree in a marrow road. Then, when they
bunched, another tree fell behind them. I was the very
proud_commandgr of the thirty rifles that formed the
reception committee. When that second tree fell
:Lhey. were like rats in a trap. There was not a man
in m_ght in the thick undergrowth, but there was no
possible shelter for them. From both sides of the
road a point blank fire swept through them. Threé
gllnutes after the explosion of the charge that brought
gwn the second tree, it was all over. It was that
afternoon, for the first time, that anyone of us saw
a s-:i;l‘dler of the P_aramount Power at close quarters.
sheerml?ta}?y point of view, that first episode was
o utchery. They were taken by surprise, and
ire wildly into the serub beside the road. On our
side, there were no casualties; on theirs there were
g: :‘P;vnfro;'s. I dc: not think there was one among
o do elt the slightest compunction for what we
e one or for how we had done it. My own
elings were those of elation. When I remembered
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the scenes in the Domain in Sydney on Bloody
Saturday, and the massacres in Melbourne, the merei-
less killing seemed not only justifiable but a moral
obligation.

Within two hours we had cleared up the road
and removed the traces of our raid. We dumped the
bodies of two officers and 49 men into an old shaft.
Qur spoils were two machine guns, fifty rifles, and
a quantity of ammunition. Three of the trucks were
run into a gully and covered with bushes. The
fourth we brought back to the village, where it was
concealed in the serub with the petrol from the other
three.

Within an hour the news had been cireulated
throughout the district. As Ben said that night as
we talked it over, ““The fat’s in the fire now. We’ll
have them swarming through the country like
hornets.”” And he was right. That was the first
conflict in our district, and from then on it was
savage war. After our first gight of the enemy we
saw far too much of them. They were up next day
looking for their lost trucks, and they came in forece.
They did not find the trucks, but they found trouble
in plenty at Woods Point, where they were expected,
and were received with military honours.

They burned the town before they left, but they
pever saw a man. On the night of our raid Ben had
sent the Woods Pointers one of our machine guns, and
a man who could use it. The Woods Pointers were
very grateful. They seuppered four armoured wag-
gons with gelignite. During that night Ben and
Lynda treated their first half dozen wounded.

After that they kept trying through Alexandra
and Mansfield. They had made what they left of
Yea a military depot, and from then on we were kept
on the jump. Every now and then they sent over
a squadron of planes that would come swooping
down our valley machine gunning anything they
thought suspicious. It was by a development of their
aircraft tactics that they finally reached our village
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and destroyed it
January, g

We were w.
arned of s s
tanks, both of a raid in 1o s
daylight tha?';m M.ansﬁelc} and Alexangiz W]lgth Ligh,
through the ran%r;;mgq‘thhelrﬂplanes patrolled thl:;t rfom;;
B e o s or . oW gingly i H
Ty two apart Y In a procession
one in sight to check , 80 that there was a]
Bl wiet s ckmate our attem ~ Bilars
with timber. By this time Wep;saéorgsck ﬁhe
B Mt villigs, and the Wood,
at the south end of 5 gladly. Ben had the brid
the rifles in th of the village mined. He s t] i
orders were tht;ttlmtf);er along the road in twgg te{:f'd
not a S
therl‘t3 Was a man to ﬁreszgt was to be fired unless
2 was eleven o’clock befo
into vi s efore the fir;
o I‘;ﬁ‘:ﬁbr;(i]qutmg for the armoured ;;rzanljx et
e 0 Oi’% 111:1}:1 eameTanother, and then the g o
8—4 ; em. hey fai :
on th L5 : y fairly so i
ey de &lllsldes. with bullets, Vgrhﬂe “E(}Ex(; fihittltmblir
irregular ff:;lg I;Wth shells. Our reply ‘.Jval(;T a 2? ’
noise, we did tlﬁt while they certainly made the mg;‘tr
for the bridge le llcnOSt damage. Our luck was out
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ents a good deal, but it made us immune
from surprise visits, except from the air. Our loss in
that big raid in January Was heavy, but we had no
difficulty in finding recruits. The trouble was the
other way. There were more offering than we coul

handle comfortably, or arm adequately, at the time.
Ben found that 150 men Were the maximum that
could be used with advantage from our headquarters.
The surplus were encouraged, and helped to form

pew independent units.
From then on the struggle never ceased. From

Warburton northward, the countryside was in arms.
As time went on the bitterness and utter ruthlessness
intensified. Learning from experience, we began raid-
ing instead of waiting to be raided. There was
always a loose and flexible association between the
independent guerilla units, and where possible we
helped or reinforced one another’s efforts.

Ben’s fame as a doctor as well as a leader spread.
It was through this that Fergus and I made the
acquaintance of “Dumbell”’ Wright in August, 1940.
Ben was seriously hampered through a lack of medieal
supplies—especially anaesthetics. We knew the PR
had a military hospital at Wangaratta—they needed
it badly, because Dumbell’s men alone must have
provided sufficient P.P. patients to keep a normal
hospital busy. So Fergus and I made a very lively
journey north, and found Dumbell in his guarters
outside Beechworth. The guggestion of raiding the
hospital appealed to his sporting instinets, as much
as did the idea of supplying Ben with his medical
stores.
Two days later, we three—Dumbell, Fergus and
myself——wandered into Wangaratta. It was the first
time I had been in one of the big towns that was
fairly crawling with P.P. troops and police. Dumbell
was accustomed to the game, but Fergus and I found
the ordeal rather trying to our nerves. But no one
took much notice of three deplorable deadbeats 80
long as we kept from between the wind and

our movem
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nobility. We scavangered for food i
till we were summarily ejected by an%‘.f: l;ﬁi i
who almost broke my shoulder with a.waddemin
carr}ed. It was a revolting business, but fruytf ;
for in one of the dirt bins was Dumbell’s post olff'UL
For two days we loafed about, an offence to ltelf
eye;rgoseﬁ_tndblaindscape. 3
en Dum ell received news that al i
of raiding the hospital to the more con;eeifi%lh;?e?ﬁag
of holding up a train at the station. We heard frt;)
friends in .Albury that there was a truck of medic?l
stores coming through. On it were a dozen carboys
of anaesthetics. The stunt was more burglarious thgn
specte_lcular—mapart from Dumbell’s exercise of h:m own
pecphar weapon. We three actually did the ']05 but
Wright had half a dozen of his men at hand'to,hel
if nife‘f}?a:ﬁ,. and to get away with the loot. :
at time trains in transit were heavi :
but once in the yards in a military town, tlllg gﬁgiffr?::ié
:as 1;‘elaxed. There were a few sentries whose beats
Wzitegew. t'1Th.~9 night was dark and bleak, and we
spee 111(n il we saw t'he sentries changed at about
o’clock in the morning. Then I saw Dumbell in
action. He abolished three men in as many minutes
g;t;mut & sound. We knew exactly where the truck
o 0011Il e train, and where to look for the carboys.
. n Vg 'H%IS% we made was in opening the truck
s ;somemtgimt anded out three big jars and remained
e s ¢ nosing round in the truck before he
& ’%E gr}r::fmtes later we passed the three jars over
Vsl sthm'en, who were waiting for them with
i o deir disposal. Had they been our own
prop leg'é %n egally ac.qulred, there could not have
ot v is:xgv&ar gettmg them. The really trying
be better to hamga yl.'ou?lgmfll:; ‘(ci i th}?t R
X 1 ) own, as his
hn;;n;{)i;::e dlsgppearan.cele would have placeg t%gdth?}ég
e ts under suspicion, and made further visits
own, for Wright, too risky. So we stayed
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for another two days, which 1 admit, I spent wi_th
my nerves on edge. The PP. were boiling with
wrath and making things unpleasant, even for them.
Wright told us that his identity was known to three-
fourths of the Australians in the town, but while the
military and police raged they gave TO sign. .

The night we came away Wright told us to wait
for him outside the town, as he had bhusiness to
attend to before he left. It was nearly two hours
before he rejoined us, and we made off at our best
pace towards Tarrawingee, though not by the road,
to Tecover our precious ether. After a while he
gaid, ““I might as well tell you fellows what I have
been doing. I didn’t let you know hefore, because
it is entirely my own affair. 1 went back and climbed
the water tower and emptied four four-ounce bottles
of hydroeyanic acid into the tank. 1 have warned
all of our people.”’

Fergus gave a low whistle. I don't love the
P.P., Wright, as you know, but you're giving them
a pasty weapon for propaganda.”

Wright stopped and turned to us. He spoke in
a whisper of concentrated hate, «“Believe me, 1 would
not lay poison for a dog, but when 1 saw my home
at Holbrook after those brutes had been there, 1
swore 1 would kill and go on killing by any means,
however foul, so long as 1 live.”

He was in no mood for argument, so we said no
more. Though remembering that first day in Sydney,
1 understood the urge that prompted him to do what
he had done.

[This incident was blazoned all over the United
States. The Paramount Power alleged that more than
600 of their people, among whom were geveral high
officials, had been poisoned. It had a disastrous
influence on the Australian cause. While they con-
demn Wright, Peel and Bverard remark that the
Paramount Power was careful to omit adding that
they had foreced several hundred Australians to drink
the same water—this they undoubtedly did.—Eds.]



178 FOOLS® HARVEST

theO;eP eftfgct off Wrig%lltl,’s vengeance was to Touse
o a fury. e whole of the N
%nd the ranges seethed with their raids of ?‘E%F aft
t}f;g\gslzlaigd 111 had ahhectic time getting bac]fatsd
ge where we had been given )
took us three weeks to i el
: : § over the road bacl
90 miles. Had it not beec i e
; : n for the aid w i
along the tracks b i ik
acks by which we travelled, I i
we would ever have pulled through. But wedzgljit Icfl
Wltl;3 our precious burden intaet. o
en was more exercised in his mind
S i a
}';asults of W right’s methods than in the deZdt(i)tsgllie
wax?eﬁ;;ng iintezqs&ed Ithe brutality with which omi-
nducted. It was about this time
:egﬁzy?gaetmu&g knife throwing until we eou‘ﬁ;ie }:?1111
_ g card at thirty feet. Any ide
ch1;ralrous side of warfare va.nished.} It al;;ecgfnethz
matter of course of get our man in the back. Ever
thmf went in those days. - 2
iy \SJV ;:hfv ggn:;?u?%ntt by all our clothing wore out
ed to wearing skins of the st k
we slaughtered for food. An G
g > y luxury, such as soap,
;:3” lgg;idwferolrélﬁtléie.}’.f’. There1 was an unwritt(})n
A ir women alone, but when
%\:;n Pw}tire ‘::Icliluced ltlo xgearing sheep skins snmem;g
P. women who ell into our hands recei
lz;cerer}r;omous treatment to provide them :ritl}?C:;‘rfg
exltr;gor (f_tter. Because of this Lynda acquired an
v Wmar_vir wardrobe. After a successful raid
5 o gl ?iie:qwrzzfe s:g{ngoneh who had acquired some
rial for her. They laid at h
evel'i‘yh fzibrm b'etween calico and bro};:aded z.ilk e
> i;t onlg9 4‘tiltter months of 1940 passed, and it was
R 0 "y tl;lefore we heard rumours of peace in
e i)ut at had .been going on there we heard in
R b could believe nothing. Then in the middle
- e elr an a‘ereplane gsoared down the valley
[ g leaflets msteaq of the usual bullets. These
- prilsr;;t‘ed in English, announced that a world-
Armistice had been signed, and that a peace
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congress Was being held in Berlin. They offered
a three months’ truce from hostilities to be extended
if necessary.
jence of the Paramount Power made
us wary about accepting their news or their assur-
ances. Then they approached us under a white flag.
They wanted the leaders to go to Melbourne to
negotiate. The reply of the leaders was a unanimous
and unflattering refusal to consider their guarantees
of safe eonduct. After arguing for three weeks we
agreed that Wright and Ben would meet their
delegates on the road in the open outside Mansfield.
Each delegate could bring three memn, but all must
be unarmed. No armed men were to be within 20
miles of the meeting place.

Bob, Fergus and I went down with Ben. We were
a picturesque gang. Lynda had done some amateur
tailoring, and had fitted out Ben and Fergus in suits
of duck that looked so like pyjamas that the differ-
ence did mot matter. Bob was wearing 2 natty
sheepskin tunie with the wool inside. My costume
was a P.P. uniform overcoat with the badges an
buttons removed. Dumbell’s gang were in sheepskins,
but he, himself, had the nerve to show up in a P.P.
officer’s uniform with badges and buttons he had
cut from jam tins. His impudence SO incensed the
Brigadier General who met Us, that the conference
nearly ended before it began. ¢

After four hours of cat and dog discussion, we
began to get somewhere. Finally we agreed that
hostilities should cease pending the decision of the
Berlin Congress, provided they confined their troops
to five towns on the Hume Highway. Our men were
not to approach within ten miles of _thf.-se towns.
Similar arrangements, with slight variations, were
made in other distriets. They also agreed—this was

istence—that we should be supplied with

on Ben’s insis ’
medical necessities, s0ap, and some clothing for women
and children, and at least 50 tons of flour for each

camp.



So it was that by mid-November the raid
and we waited. The Paramount Power hadS
'{)o keep us informed on the negotiations in

ut whet}}er they had not the information or th

w1thh_e1d it, what we were told was scant d i
committal. We had become used to );1an iy
Apart from the risks it had’ been ourd e 1'“'?&8'
period in some respects. We who ]?'1(1 E(l;]‘.;llﬂrﬁhﬁlng
decent citizens had become men to who(m kﬂl(;f] ‘ien
a matter of course. Human life meant lessgth;rsl
nothing. And it was not clean killing, for both sides
used the basest treachery and the basest means

On the other hand, I and the others were nf;ver
8o healthy in our lives. We lived in the open, and
developed a h_ardincss and endurance that we w’vould
not have believed possible in other ecircumstances
Most of our fighting had been done on foot, and
some of our forced marches of ten and fifteen miles
were done at nearly five miles an hour carrying
rifles and full cartridge belts. I have done a good
deal better than that for an hour when some of the
gentlemen opposite were on my trail—to make the
pace for me.

The truce was adhered to on both sides. I think
they were as glad as we were of the respite. We
certainly had a bad time. It is not boasting, however,
to say that the gruelling they got was far worse than
they gave. If—that bitter ‘‘if’’—we had had an
army of men such as made up the guerilla forces
in the first place, we would have wiped them off the
map in a fortnight. And we would have had that
army but for the altruists, sentimentalists and other
well-meaning but thrice accursed visionaries.
___However, we hung round our camps in the hills
idling away our time until the middle of December,
wht_an the news was sent to us that the Congress had
arrived at a decision regarding Australia. It was
to be announced at a meeting arranged as before.

It was December 18, when we went down to
Mansfield to hear the verdict. We were met by the

ceased
agreed
Berlin,

vICTORI#
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2] with whom the truce was nego-
t any preliminary discussion, he read
+ in his hand. ‘‘The Congress decrecs
that all that part of Australia north of 28 degre(;:s
gouth latitude and west of 128 degrees east longitude
shall become the unalienable territory of Ca_mbasm.
Further, that for a period of 20 years, Cambasia shall
occupy the remainder of the Continent and Tas-
mania as Paramount Power. This period has been
fixed in order to permit the Paramount Pqu_fer to
indemnify itself for the cost of its expeditionary
operations in Australia, and to facilitate and assist In
the establishment of a responsible government of their
territory by the Australian people subsequently. _In
order that the Paramount Power shall base 1ts
administration on a just and benevolent treatment of
the Australians during the period of occupation, a
neutral delegation of inspection consisting of five
members appointed by the President of the United
States, shall visit Australia once during the course
of each year, and report thereon to the permanent
committee of the Congress of Berlin.”’

Then that arrogant little brute carefully folded
and creased that document and handed it to one of
his staff, looking us over all the while with a eyniecal
grin on his face. Wright exploded in an oath, and
made as if to throw himself on the Brigadier, but
in an instant he was covered by three auntomatics.
Ben stood pale as though frozen. Beside me Fergus
was rumbling in his throat. I did not look at Bob,
but I knew he felt as I felt, murderous.

It was Ben who broke the silence. ‘‘Does Great
Britain subscribe to that document?’” he asked.

«“ A]l the Powers at the Berlin Congress, including
Britain and the United States.”” He bowed ironically
as he spoke.

Then he turned to onme of his staff and held out
his hand for some documents, which he took, and
then went on speaking.

“You cannot expect, and my Government cannot

Brigadier-Gener
tiated. Withou
from a documen
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and will not concede, the lenience that we would have
extep@ed to you had you accepted your defeat with
a spirit of resignation and coneiliation. The outrages
you have perpetrated against the nationals of the
Paramount Power demand full reparation. However,
we are disposed to be merciful despite the provoca-
tion we have received. You will listen to the terms
that my Government imposes.”

He unfolded a paper and read: ‘“All Australian
nationals now unlawfully under arms against the
Cambasian Government and against the terms of the
Treaty of Peace of Berlin, will surrender their arms
and themselves forthwith to the appointed officials
of the Paramount Power. In the event of disobedience
to this order it is decreed that for every man killed
by an Australian unlawfully under arms, fifteen
A.ustralians selected by lot from under the jurisdie-
tion of the Paramount Power will be summarily shot.
Moreover, for every national of the Paramount Power
m}lawfully wounded five hostages similarly chosen,
will be shot.”

He paused and looked up. ‘‘It may interest you
gt.antlfem.en to know that in seleeting the hostages, no
d_mcrlmmatlon of sex or age will be made. I would
like you to be quite clear on that matter.”’

_ Then he continued. ‘‘In the event of your sub-
mission, the Paramount Power graciously agrees to
grant an amnesty for your past crimes. You will,
however, be required to perform such services for
the Paramount Power in return for your pardon as
its officers see fit to direct. Two execeptions, how-
ever, are made in this district; no mitigation of
punishment will be allowed in the cases of the men
knova:n as “Dumbell” Wright and Dr. Benjamin
Cornish. These two must surrender unconditionally
to the officers of the Paramount Power.”’

From the three of us came a shout of rage, but
Ben swung round on us and thundered, “Silence !
Stand back!” Such was the power of his hold on
us, we fell back without a word.
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There was a nasty smile on the Brigadier’s face
as he said, looking at us, “«Your friend is now, as
always, a man of remarkable ability and under-
gtanding.”’

Ben turned on the Brigadier, ¢ Assuming we see
fit to accept your fterms, 1 presume the gafety of
our women and children is assured.”’

«Your women do not interest us—"'' there was
a filthy insult in his tone—‘‘They and their children
may remain with your men.’’

Ben’s voice was icy. “Do you require an
immediate answer?’’

«“Oh! not at all!”’ came the suave, sneering voice.
“Let me see! This is the eighteenth. You will be
good enough to deliver your answer to an officer 1
ghall appoint to meet you at this spot on midday
on the twenty-fifth—an auspicious day among your
people, 1 believe.”’

Until then my hatred of the men of the Paramount
Power had been general, but at that moment it centred
in that one figure. He paused a moment, but neither
Wright nor Ben accepted the challenge.

Then he went on. «you would perhaps like copies
of your orders——' His slight emphasis of the word
was an inecitement to murder, as he handed Ben and
Wright a copy of the paper. ‘‘Good afternoon, gentle-
men!”’ He turned stiffly away and entered his car,
followed by his staff, without looking round.

We stood silent, watching the car as it disappeared
in the dust. Then Ben turned abruptly to Dumbell.
«We’ll talk this over together, Wright,”” and they
paced off down the road.

Tor a while we others remained silent, I knew
only one of Wright’s three lieutenants, Fenner, who
had been a counter hand in some shop in Melbourne.
It was he who spoke first. ‘“We can’t let them
give themselves up.”

(‘Qeems to me they need not,” Clifford suggested.
(\That cocky little swine only said that they would
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not be pardoned. There’s nothing to prevent them
from sticking to the bush.”

“ Alone, though,”’ put in one of the others. ‘“It’s
the finish for us. Wonder if they’ll keep their word.”

Fergus, who had been glaring at the spot where
the car disappeared, turned round. ‘‘Better for us
perhaps if they didn’t. The only reason for their
dashed amnesty is that we’re more useful to them
alive than dead.”” Then, ‘“‘Does anyone know where
28 south and 129 east run?”’

It was one of Dumbell’s men who enlightened
us. ‘‘They’ve grabbed a pretty fair piece of country.
Twenty-eight south is approximately the line of the
Queensland border, the other is the West Australian
boundary. They've left us New South Wales, Vie-
toria, South Australia and Tasmania.’’

“With the whole Commonwealth to play with for
the next twenty years,”” I added.

‘““By that time the four States they’ve left us
won’t be worth having—they’ll have stripped them
bare.”” Fergus was a better prophet than he knew.

While we talked Ben and Wright were pacing
slowly up and down in earnest debate.

“Those two are just the splendid pair of fools
to give themselves up,”’ Fenner said, as we watched
them anxiously; ‘‘and I'd let myself be shot to
ribbons to save Dumbell.”

““Who wouldn’t?’ Clifford spoke for us all.

“But,”” I said, ‘“‘actually they can refuse.”’

“But they won't, and that’s the pity of it.”
Fergus’ voice was bitter. ‘“They know the game’s
up. I doubt. if either of them will care to carry
on in the bush. Ben won’t, anyway.”

As he spoke they quickened their pace, and walked
toward the horses. ‘“Come on, boys!” Ben eried.
We mounted and the two shook hands and parted,
we three following Ben.

For ten minutes we rode behind him in silence.
Then he motioned us to come up. ‘“Well, boys, it’s
finished. Wright and I decided we have no option
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put to accept. We cannot go on in the face of those
reprisals.’’
mm‘q?}%;otusyoul,) Ben!’” I put the question that was
in all our minds. ,
a7 E‘L‘Wright and I have decided on a way out, " he
gaid. ““You’ll know that later.” Then his volce
changed. ‘‘Now this is an order to you all—and
I expect it to be obeyed. Not one word to apyonef,
and especially not to Lynda, abo:.'l,t the exclusion o
Wright and me from the amnesty. Then, to prevent
further talk, he touched up his horse and rode on.
That night we called a general I“?.HY of 1our
men, and Ben told the unhappy news. ‘‘If we alone
were aftected, men, I would counsel you to stay ]11(&131"%
and fight to the last man, as I know you would,
he concluded, ‘‘But that threat of reprisals 1s geriuine.
We cannot go on and condemn hundreds of hg pless
fellow people to death. I fear we are surrendering
to slavery, but that is the price we must pay. £
«Will they keep their wor?s aboal{te c11:he women
i " was the only question asked. ;
ChlhBizgn?gave the only possible reply. I think, and
hopf&:g so it was settled. On Chrlstmasd Day;, by
Ben’s orders, I rode down to Mansﬁ’eld, a{1 mlg n(rylxéi
of their officers, and gave him Ben’s reply. :f e
had come in with Wright’s. We were glve:th e
orders curtly. Wright was to surrender with ;
his people at Beechworth, and we were’to comelgr; 20
M;nsﬁeld on the same day—New Year’s Day, :
‘All arms were to be brought in. . TR
With all our women an‘d children, 1 gl s
two days’ march from the village. A toue bo im .
:n that via dolorosa seemed impossible, but gn ?
= Sidad: it When the women—there were 32 0
tlfgm——assembled on the morning we started, the mein
stared at them in incredulous amazement.‘ Normaldy
they were fine average Australian types. What Lyn la
presented to us was the most fearsome looking col-
leetion of hags and slatterns that ever offended the
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eye. They were in rags, and unclean rags at that.
Their faces, hands and arms were a dirty yellow
brown. Their hair was as unkempt as the rest of
their get up. The children, some 40 of them of
all ages, were equally repulsive looking.

Lynda herself was almost unrecognisable. I was
with Fergus when he caught sight of her, and his
exclamation of recognition left me speechless with
mirth.

“Tt’s a fairy tale,”’ Lynda laughed in answer
to his demand for an explanation.

“‘It’s more like a bogie story,’’ he retorted.
“Woman, you look like—like—an ash heap.”’

«(lall me a ruse de guerre,”’ she smiled—and we
gaw her white teeth were stained almost black. Gt
was Ben’s idea,” she explained. ‘‘He suggested that
there was no need for us to look our best. The
intentions of those brutes in Mansfield may be
honourable, but there’s nothing like making sure.”’

Ben came up at the moment, and looked over the
group with approving eyes. ‘‘It’s a triumph, Lyn!
A ghastly triumph!”

“But how on earth did you do it?’ I asked.
“It’s revolting!”’

“That’s where the fairy story comes in,”’ Lyn
replied. ““When the princess disguised herself as a
kitchen maid, she always stained herself with walnut
juice. The colour lasts.”

““Well,”” Ben smiled. ‘““The highest compliment
I can pay you is that I'd hate to see you in any
kitchen of mine.”’

1 left Fergus trying to thank Ben for the idea.

But it was an unhappy procession that moved off
down the valley an hour later. Bob and Fergus
and T were in a state of sick anxiety about Ben. We
had each tried to discover his intentions, but he
had evaded answering. As we made our way through
the serub he seemed the least concerned of any of
us, and chatted with the children most of the time.

That night we camped four miles out of the town,
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by the roadside in the open. I doubt if many of
us slept except for a few occasional ml,nutes. We
five had sat round a fire until about 10 o’clock. But
there was very little talking. When Ben got up he
told me there was 1o need for an early start, and to
let those sleep who could. Then he nodded good
icht and left us. ;
IugI must have dozed off just about dawnm, for 1t
was light when Clifford aroused me. There was
consternation in his voice. «“Wally, quickly! Come
to Ben!”” I hurried after him. Twenty yards away
we found Fergus bending over Ben, who was lymigl
at the foot of a tree. As ;ve came up,dFeriglés looke
~(‘He’s dcad!”” he said in an awe voice.
o We stooped and raised him. There could be no
doubt but that Fergus was right. Beneath him was
a leaf from his pocket book. I picked it up. It was
addressed to— ‘My four dear_and loyal comraﬁles.
Briefly he had written that Wright and he had ¢ fos:etn
this way out to rob the Paramount Power 0 d]f-
triumph of punishing them. ‘‘Ileave you to surrin . ﬁe
my body to them as you think fit. Therﬁ a e
end—'"These two yeurs that should have be?nht -
most bitter of my life have been made the brig ele
by the love and friendship of the four dearest peo;.; R
1 ever knew. (God bless you all, and give ¥

ure—Ben.”’ A A

stre%gl;h sgaflnc%)ottle we picked up beside him told
g {){Tﬂ;lr:arf all%oking down on the figure, that sgr’neho}:v
eemed s;naller in death, I gaid, ‘I am glad! rffi
sthers understood what I meant. Then Fergus 1€
> with bowed head to break the news to Lynda.

b After we had called the camp together, and
Fergus told them what had happened, and vahyt, wg
made a litter of branches _broken from trees, 1as %ne
together with fencing wire. That which had been
Begn was laid upon it reverently. Our men——t}%y
numbered 160—formed fours on the roaq. he
broke them into two sections, between which the
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women and children were placed. With eight men
shouldering the litter, and Fergus, Clifford and me
marching behind it, the procession moved off, the
men with their rifles at the slope.

Until then we had not seen a sign of the enemy
though we were sure our movements had been under
observation during the whole of the previous day.
Less than a mile out of the town we were stopped
by an officer in a motor ecar. Beside the road stood
an armoured waggon. As we halted, the officer left
his ear, and approaching us, demanded the surrender
of Benjamin Cornish, For answer Fergus ordered
the bearers to lay down the litter. Bending down he
raised the leafy branches that had been placed over
the body.

Then for the first and only time in my experience
I saw an officer of the Paramount Power do a decent
action. This one stood to attention and saluted as
he looked down. Then he stood aside and waved us
forward. As the men raised the litter again he gave
some order to those in the armoured waggon which
afterwards rumbled along behind us. The officer
returned to his car and drove off ahead of us.

When we entered the town the main street was
lined with troops, from behind whose ranks what
remained of the townspeople watched our surrender
with silent sympathy. As we entered the street we
flung our rifles to the ground and passed on. The
silence was such that the only sound was the shuftle
of our illshod feet and the clatter of the weapons
as they were flung aside. So it was that on New
Year’s Day, 1942, we entered into bondage.

That night, in our compound where we had been
herded without shelter, we buried the body of our
beloved Ben.

CHAPTER XV.

Throughout the country that day more than 40,000
men laid down their arms, and our congquest was
complete. We entered on the third stage of 0u§
humiliation. The first was that three _weeks o
inglorious warfare with its single decisive bafttle.
The second was the two years of guerilla warfare.
And this, the long-drawn agony of hopeless bondagﬁ
with the knowledge that the Ifaramount Power lwid
never honour its treaty obligations or relax its 1oh
on the prize it has snatched from a people who

1d not hold it.
couZE(‘irom our first concentration eamp at Mansﬁelcg
where we remained for a fortnight bef?gebwe %‘vlfey
dispersed, we learned what our fate wou % e. e
fed us on boiled wheait. a,ni\'litreac}l;ieievn‘i{l':a tweerzo —_—

f meat twice a week. DMeanwalle, _
toioned individually and registered. Th;by asc:zia}t:n:s
our previous occupations, and any © 1}‘; Bl s
Fergus, who possessed special useful qua ; (i” i
o metalurgisl, wers spartel 90 1% b ogs o
abour.
g;a&ftffkefr?rp:;r in the guerilla warfare were marked
men from then on. L
iscipli s more severe, our punishme
harsohlt:;' ?g(éllllﬂew‘::k more laborious thanTtﬁxat %rll:?iré
to thos:e who had not taklein tﬁg g:llisr.s s eghavmg
- d}ixsuggmsgigzis fzﬁglldahope for some alleviation
ourth ?i’: bondage through relaxed regulations, better
gﬁod e;md shorter hours. The only con}(;,esmqn :{:
were ever given came at a later d?tezbw en, 11‘1V ks
camps we were allowed four hours’ liberty a .
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After a few escaped to the bush, preferring the risk
of starvation to bondage, they ensured our return
by instituting a system of hostages. Each man had
to nominate two comrades as hostages. If he escaped
his hostages were shot after 24 hours.

The men who were married were drafted into
geparate camps with their families. But their echil-
dren were taken from them at the age of 10 years,
and set to work. Few parents know what became
of them, and few ever saw them again unless aceident
threw them together. We ex-guerillas, however had
one compensation. It became an unwritten law among
our own people to render us any possible service as
a labour of love. They would leave food or some
little luxury of clothing where they knew we would
find it. They conveyed messages and passed on
information to us. Though this was strictly forbidden
not all the ceaseless vigilance of the Paramount
Power could prevent this intercommunication.

It was the policy of the Paramount Power that
all the products of Australia were either diverted to
their own use, or exported and sold overseas. Our
wool was sent abroad and sold overseas. We were
allowed only synthetic fabries. All coal except that
for their own use was exported. Fergus had pre-
dicted that they would strip Australia bare, and they
did. Vast areas of forest land were stripped of timber
and were never replanted. The bread we were given
was made from waste wheat, unfit for export, badly
milled, and half bran at that. OQur vineyards were
exploited in the same manner. Our orchards were
cultivated, but only those who worked in them ever
saw the fruit. Labouring gangs grew vegetables for
our masters, but cabbages were the only vegetable
allowed to us.

Qur Australia must be a truly profitable prize
for the Paramount Power. Labour ecosts nothing,
although we are supposed to be paid at the rate of
ninepence a day. But as this is always mortgaged
for the wretched clothing and boots that are charged
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against us, we never see any mOnNey. Some in the
higher professions, such as Fergus, who has a hut
of his own, receive as much as 12/- a week in money
—but they are the aristocrats. Whatever this cost
of labour may be it is so low as to be scarcely
appreciable. The entire revenue for exports of
primary and secondary products goes to the Para-
mount Power. It must be enormous, but they are
always able to prove to the American Committees
of Inspection that they are running the country at
a loss, because of the high cost of administration
and the necessity for maintaining an army of occupa-
tion. Maybe! It is said the salary of the military
Governor-General is £100,000 per annum.

Before long the systematic brutality of our treat-
ment bore fruit in a war of sabotage. We cannot
kill, but we can and do destroy. Sabotage is qarri_ed
out, especially among factory workers, with an 1mplsh
ingenuity. I think this must be the only serious
cost of administration to the Paramount Power. But
it goes on despite the severity of penalties. Detection
means a blank wall and a firing squad, or a sentence
to the Yampi iron mines, from which there is mo
return—worse perhaps than the firing party. If
they cannot catch the individual, which they very
seldom do, the gang on a job or in a factory, 1s
put on short rations or longer hours. Fer‘nearly
the three first years I worked on a timber mill, and
I think the average of stoppages for repairs to
machinery must have been one week in four.

But among us, and especially among the ex-
guerillas, theft is even more prevalent than sabotage.
This applies especially to such luxuries as good food.
But the general principle is for a man to get away
with anything he ean lay his hands on, provided it
is not too heavy. But weight does not mean immunity.
In the timber camp I was one of six men who succeeded
in getting away with a lorry-load of stores intended
for the managing staff. They recovered nearly half
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of it, but our crowd lived well on the balance for
a week or two.

I suppose we have become utterly amoral. But
the doctrine we subscribe to is that we only take
what is actually ours from the real thief. Personally,
I have never felt any qualms of conscience, and my
capacity for disgust at having to steal food has
become atrophied. When I was drafted to Newecastle
when the steel works were being rebuilt, the only
ray of light in the gloom came with an unexpected
reunion with Fergus and Lynda. During the entire
interval of three years 1 had heard nothing from them.
A few months later Bob Clifford was drafted in. We
found they were selecting for the steel works camp
all those ex-gnerillas whom they suspected of being
active in subversive movements. Here, before they
organised the camp, Bob and I systematically raided
enemy stores for luxuries, with uniform success,
though on one or two occasions we left the scene of
operation under fire. I doubt if Lynda’s baby would
have lived but for the preserved milk that Bob aud
I procured for her.

But now, as I come to the end of the story, a
more ginister and evil spirit has erept into our hatred
of the Paramount Power. This is born of the
knowledge that has come to us during the past two
years that they have no intention of evacuating the
four States at the end of the twenty years’ term.

Until then we were buoyed up with the thoucht
that our servitude had a limit, but when the hope
faded our spirit did not break; it became brutalised.
Blowly the exactions and oppressions of the Para-
mount Power have become more inhuman and pitiless,
and our silent underground resistance has become
more vindietive. All those tyrannies that were once
reserved for the ex-guerillas have been extended to
the rest of the people. Hopelessness has bred a
recklessness of life that would be unbelievable to
people differently cireumstanced.

Lately our numbers have been added to by the

FOOLS' HARVEST 193

transportation of all the Australians in Queensland to
the three southern continental States. For the past
five years the Paramount Power has been populating
Queensland with its own nationals. Our people were
made to work for the farmers and orchardists and
cane growers until there were sufficient Cambasians
to take over the State completely. They have retained
only the strongest among the men to do the most
laborious work such as clearing new forest ground
for cultivation. X

Last year it was decreed that no Australian would
be permitted to live in Brisbane or in any of the large
provineial towns of Queensland. But several thousand
men were kept as labourers to carry out the work
of a complete rebuilding of Brisbane. Only the finest
of the public buildings are being reta.me:d. _It is
evident to us that this policy of the elm}mqtmn.of
the Australian by ill-treatment and hardship is being
extended to the four southern States. The men who
are coming down from Queensland are physical wrecks,
worn out with ill-nourishment and overwork.

The consequence has been the development of a
silent, passive resistance among us on the surface,
beneath which is a seething mass of conspiracy gnd
vindictive retaliation. This year, for the first time
since the suppression of the guerilla warfare, killing
has recommenced, despite reprisals. It has been
carried out secretly for the most part, but occasionally
as the result of a sudden outbuist of rage by some
vietim of tyranny or brutality. Agam fmd again,
especially detested police officials have dlsappe:-’llzed.
About six months ago—just after I began writing
this story—that Brigadier-General who took the sur-
render of Ben and Dumbell Wright came to New-
castle as Commandant. I got word of his advent from
Fenner, who was working on the new breakwater.
His administration proved more iniquitous than that
of his predecessor. For two months one single organ-
ijsation kept him under incessant .observatlon. They
cannot keep us all in concentration camps so that
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there are plenty outside to carry on the good work,
He disappeared from his own house.

There were at least 50 people who knew how he
was taken from his house and what became of the
body. The P.P. police raged for a month and their
vengeance was diabolic, but no one spoke. It is this
silent killing that is getting on their nerves—and
on ours. The same atmosphere of terror reigns
everywhere.

For my own part, hope of release is gome. I
have not dared to go near Fergus and Lynda again
though I know they are safe so far. There are
many among us who feel that the only chance of
drawing the attention of the outside world to the
terrible condition of our slavery is by a general
rebellion. Such a move, however presents vast diffi-
culties through the problem of co-ordination. But
still the attempt is being planned. I fear it will take
years before the organisation can be sufficiently
advanced to take action. I am participating because
I have reached the stage when I do not care what
happens to me. Since the day I saw Fergus and
Lynda last, and saw Bob Clifford in the gang that
marched to the Yampi transport, I have lost heart,
My only wonder is that I have escaped so far. But
sooner or later they will reach out for me, and when
that day comes I will have the satisfaction of knowing
that whatever they may do to me has been paid
for in advance.

It is strange that T can fee] neither regret nor
self reproach for what I have done during these past
nine years. I set out to tell the whole story without
hiding a detail. But my courage has not been equal
to the task. But no one, I believe, could do so. I
have killed bound men without pity or compunction.
It has all been part of our harvest. One night in

1941', Clifford and I came on two wounded men after
& raid. They begged——

(The Manuseript Closes Here.)
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