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This informal publication is for the members of C Coy 5 RAR (2nd tour), South Vietnam, 1969/70, and
for the families of those who are no longer with us. It is non-political and is designed for us to have
a laugh at ourselves, re-live our memories, and maintain camaraderie. Formal advice, when needed,
should be sourced from Veterans’ Organisations.

AT THE RAP:
Vince Feenstra (another stint in hospital). We send our best
wishes to our mates who are not as well as they would like to be.
C COMPANY (2ND TOUR OF VIETNAM) “BEFORE AND AFTER” PHOTOS. Ted Harrison, the
5RAR Association Webmaster has once again excelled and posted the photos onto the
Association website. Just open the home page and look directly under the Half Circle logo.
The website direct access address is https://www.5rar.asn.au/contents.htm
Our sincere thanks to David Wilkins and Ted.
Speaking of photos, when you were looking for old photos of yourself, you may have come
across pictures taken in Vietnam which may be of interest to our mates. If so, please
forward them to me (a few at a time, please), so that they may appear in Half Circle. Don

FROM DENNIS (Digger) NEVINS – MY FINAL DIARY ENTRY: This is my final entry of my
diary. I hope that what I have submitted over the past years has been of interest and
brought back memories for us all.
27th Feb 70.
Reveille at 0530hrs. I had a restless night’s sleep but seeing we were leaving today I could
handle it. Breakfast was between 0545hrs and 0615hrs, once again the 7RAR cook's dished
up a crap meal.
At 0640hrs the Company formed up outside the Orderly Room to get issued Pay Books,
Health Certificates and ID Card's. At 0700hrs we mounted onto trucks of which there were 7,
I loaded onto number 4. The trucks went via 6RAR way to the Kangaroo Pad where we met
up with the rest of the Convoy. While there some bandoliers of Armalite ammo were dished
out to each truck. At 0725hrs the convoy started to move out and I looked at the Dat for the
last time I hope, but in a way, I felt sorry to leave it, it was our home it meant something to
all of us. I guess you build up a little bit of pride for being part of it.
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Past Baria, a Possum choppered over and carried out a few loop's above us then he swooped
down above the convoy and released yellow smoke from smoke grenades mounted on his
skids. The Possum choppered along the whole convoy to the cheers of our Battalion, I knew
at that moment I was proud to be a Battalion boy, a Digger of the 5th Battalion.
We travelled to the boarding area where we unloaded then after a 20-minute wait moved
down to the dock's. 7RAR were disembarking off the LCMs with their Camouflage Weapons,
we had a dig at them about this but they do look a good Battalion.
We then mounted onto the LCMs carrying all our clobber, there was a wait before we
chugged out to the freedom ship the HMAS Sydney [aircraft carrier]. There was no trouble
getting onto the ship and we went straight to our Mess Deck's, ours is up the front left-hand
side, I think it is 3.C.1, whatever that means.
There was a lot of loading of vehicles before we could pull out, I guess it was 1230hrs or
1300hrs before we left, it really felt good to see the water going past.
A good lunch was put on, steak, chips, peas and tomatoes. Dinner was good also. It's a bit
strange eating with proper size knives and forks.
At 1400hrs there was a Battalion parade and the CO of Army Personnel on the ship gave us a
run down on ship emergencies, smoking etc. It bored me as we had heard it on the way
over, it took an hour and nearly everyone was asleep when it finished.
The rest of the day was to ourselves, I did a bit of sunbaking and got a little burnt. Stick and I
watched some of the ship’s crew play volleyball. I'm on duties tomorrow in the Mess, I'm
dreading it as it's like an oven down there.
Christ it's hard to believe that over a year ago we were just coming over and moving into Nui
Dat. It seems like yesterday that we were on the ship and you wonder where that time has
gone, that's why I'm glad I kept a diary to have a record. It's all over now and that's the main
thing.
5th Mar 70.
The sea has settled down a lot and the travelling is quite smooth. I was on duties today,
Flight and Hanger Deck piquet. While the ship was moving down the West Aussie coast, 8
blokes and myself had to go down to the very bottom Deck and carry up 8 boxes of smokes
for the Canteen, it was bloody hard carrying them up those steep narrow steel steps.
At 1030hrs the ship was entering Fremantle, I had a talk to Mick Browne and Hippie Koppen
before they had to go up and line the Deck. I couldn't go up as I was on duty but we could sit
on the side of the Deck, once we entered port we had to get out of sight. There was a good
crowd to welcome us, the West Aussies were very friendly.
The West Australians in the Battalion were disembarking, I went down and shook hands with
Mick and Hippie, I was sorry to see them go as they are bloody good mates. I hope we can
meet again someday.
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After lunch myself, Harry, Buddah and John Marine put on some clean greens and walked off
the ship without being asked what we were up to. We went across the railway line to the
Australia Hotel for 2 hours, then embarked back on the ship at 1530hrs. The ship left dock at
1600hrs. A total of 43 Diggers from WA got off the ship.
Old Aussie sure looks great especially the "birds", even though we haven't seen a round eye
for some time we are still choosing the ugly ones from the good-looking ones.
While we were at the pub the rest of the Battalion were taken for a tour of the SAS Base,
they also had lunch there. Someone has taken my Slouch Hat so I pinched someone else's.
10th Mar 70.
Up around 0430hrs, everyone was excited as this is our home-coming day. Myself and a lot
of other blokes couldn't sleep so we watched the coast go by till all hours of the night.
Pay was first, I drew $167. I had also sent $500 from Perth. Then we had to wait around till
breakfast was ready. After breakfast we changed into our greens and cleaned up the place.
As the ship came through the Heads into Sydney, we all had to stand around on the Flight
Deck, Sydney really looks nice as you come into it.

Just before lining the Decks the CO gathered us together for the last time and
quickly said "Make this our last Operation and stand still, goodbye and I couldn't
have asked for finer men to serve with me".
We lined the Decks as we came into the wharf, there was a large crowd to greet us many
holding signs and flags. I knew I would have no one to greet me and I was glad about that as
it saves you going through that greeting business. Once we were dismissed John Marine said
there was someone holding a sign with my name on it. I didn't have clue who it would be, so
I looked over and it was Arn she was my Nana's cousin and into everything to do with God - I
nearly spewed.
We went down to the Hanger collected our gear and got off the Carrier, Arn was waiting
below and I tried to hide my face but she saw me. I dumped my gear and Stick said I should
go and see her, so I made him come with me. Stick made it easier and he was very polite to
her, but I nearly choked when she asked had I won the Victoria Cross.
After half an hour I managed to free myself from Arn and a few friends she had with her. The
next 3 hours were free, there were lots of hug's and in some cases tears as families were
united again. The Battalion then had to line up for the march through Sydney streets, a "
Pogo" unit was placed in front of the Battalion, this didn't sit well with our Diggers, there
was an Air Force contingent marching also. The Battalion stepped off to a Marching Band,
the beat was hard to hear due to the noise of the cheering crowd, we were constantly out of
step but we weren't too worried. There was ticker tape pouring down, it was fantastic. Once
at Martin Place, we all swung into action, everyone was in step, you could feel the energy
and what I was told later, we looked good. I must admit I had my eyes on the Sheilas.
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We marched up past the Town Hall where the Minister of the Army took the eyes right, we
then marched into Hyde Park where the march ended. From there we mounted onto buses
back to the ship and our rifles were handed in, our gear was collected and we got our air
tickets. My ticket along with a bloke from 3 Platoon had been booked on a flight with ANA at
1030hrs. The Army had fouled up again.
All our clobber was loaded onto trucks to be taken to the airport and we the troops went on
buses. At the airport, myself and the 3 Platoon bloke [I can't remember his name] went to
the RTO Office to sort out a different flight. They got us onto a 1515hr flight to Brisbane, the
original flight was 1030hrs yet our march didn't start till 1200hrs.
We went to a bar and Major Ducker was there and he shouted us a beer. He wanted to
know what went on with the Company after he was posted out, so we spoke about our last
Operation.
It was a good flight back to Brisbane, we booked into the Gresham Hotel for the night then
walked around the streets of "Brissy" until some police told us the MPs were out looking for
Diggers dressed in uniform. We were still in greens as we had no civilian clothes, we
returned to the hotel. I had a restless night, I just couldn't sleep but the other bloke did. I
mainly passed the night by watching what was happening on the streets but it was good to
be back.
11th Mar 70. Caught a Greyhound bus home, I arrived at 1100hrs. Home was 6 Egerton
Street, Southport. QLD. I was greeted out the front by my father who was a WW2 Veteran,
he said "You back already?"
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

A Blast from the Past: The 7PL group in 1990. Pictured are (rear): Blue McHugh, Jim Lowry,
Peter Molloy, Bill Hartley, Dave Bowman, Bill Ross, Mick Browne, Denny Cakoliris,
(front): Ian Hosie, John Martini, Mick Bolton and Alex Koppen.
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CHRISTMAS IN VIETNAM, 1969:
C Company was back in our lines at Ap An Phu, Nui Dat, and the day commenced early with a
good dose of rum, brandy or anything else that could be found (plus a dash of coffee) even if
it was in a dixie mug, served by the officers and sergeants to the Diggers in bed. MAJ Claude
Ducker had just left us for home after a long tour of duty in Saigon and as our OC. Former
Battalion Adjutant and then C Coy 2IC, CAPT David Wilkins had taken the helm as OC for the
remainder of our commitment in Vietnam. David summoned his officers and produced a
bottle of CSR Director’s Special Inner Circle OP rum – 75% alcohol content. That cleared
their throats! Roger Lambert’s ears ring like the Town Hall bell and his eyes spin like roulette
wheels when he even remembers Dave’s midday gift.
The morning was filled with very few duties and lots of VB, or whatever we could scrounge.
The CO, LTCOL Colin (Genghis) Khan was our special guest for the Christmas Luncheon,
served to the diggers by the officers and sergeants.
During the afternoon, Kevin Mulligan produced “Bunny San”, the white rabbit which had
been secreted in the lines for some time and plonked it on Genghis’ lap.
Not much could be said, and “Bunny San” was well received. As usual, Barry (Thommo)
Thompson managed to produce some rabbit food. A great Christmas with lifelong mates.
Those who have not experienced it will never know the bond that we had and still have.
A very Merry Christmas to all, and may 2021 be kind to you. All the best, Don.
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--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Half Circle was compiled and edited by Don Harrod – donharrod@bigpond.com,
0418 423 313, with help from Dennis (Digger) Nevins, David Wilkins, Blue Schafer, behind-the-scenes
assistance from Gary Townsend (the Tiger Tales Editor), Ted Harrison (the 5RAR Association
Webmaster), supported by The RB Co, and powered by the Lambs Valley Wine Company, Hunter
Valley, NSW.
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