Number 19 – June 2008

A publication for the members
of C Coy 5 RAR (2nd tour) South Vietnam,
and especially for the families of those who are no longer with us.
ANZAC DAY 2008 – REPORTS:
Sydney:
Melbourne:
Canberra:
Adelaide:
Perth:
Brisbane:
Coober Pedy:
Hervey Bay:

Rain until just before the parade march-off. Then more rain.
Rain
Weather fine, cool for the Dawn Service at the Australian
War Memorial, a good roll-up. Reunion at Olims Hotel.
A good march, well supported.
A great day, perfect weather, a good 5RAR attendance.
No report received.
See article in May issue of Half Circle
A big roll-up, and a good day.

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

IMPORTANT – NOTICE FROM DAVE WILKINS - “The Year of the Tigers” – Revised
Edition in 2008
“The Year of the Tigers”, the history of the Battalion’s 2nd tour of South Vietnam, is out of
stock. Arrangements for a reprint by Military History Publications, a Sydney based company, are
being finalised. It is hoped that the new edition will be available by the end of 2008.
The book will not be a straight reprint but will include some additional information and
photographs. These will include:
1- An updated list of honours and awards;
2- Citations for all honours and awards;
3- Corrections to the nominal roll at the rear of the book to rectify omissions or mistakes;
5- The nominal roll will be an improved alphabetical listing;
6- Additional photographs;
7- An index;
8- Acknowledgement of those members who have contributed to the original and revised editions;
Any other materials that come to mind.
Photographs
Second tour Tigers are asked to gather a selection of their best photographs from the Battalion’s
Vietnam tour of 1969-70. Originals or glossy photographic copies of the pictures or digital images
are acceptable but NOT paper photocopies. If you are scanning photographs please be sure to:
1- Scan at 300 dpi;
2- Scan as either TIF or JPG, preferably TIF;
3- If scanning from a printed page select “de-screen”.
Probably the best way to send your scanned or digital photographs is on a CD.
Be sure to include a LIST of your photos with a CAPTION saying who the people are, what the

picture is of, where and when it was taken (if you remember).
Where to Send Your Contributions:
Dave Wilkins has agreed to coordinate the project and be editor for the revised book.
Materials, CDs with photographs or hard copies for inclusion should be sent NO LATER THAN 30
June 2008 to:
Dave Wilkins
11 Kardella Ave
Killara, NSW, 2071
All queries and suggestions should be to Dave on 02-9416 8519 or by email at
dwilkins@bigpond.net.au.
@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@

Barry Baker said…………
I had the great pleasure of serving with Jack Bradd in C Coy in the latter half of 1969 as his
section 2IC and believe me every day was an adventure, serving with someone such as Jack. Jack
was well known for his ability with the pen; writing poetry, at times lampooning or praising the
CSM, the PL COMD or others, dependant upon his mood; to writing to personalities such as Goldie
Hawn (addressed as such: To the Beautiful Miss Goldie, C/- Beautiful Downtown Burbank). Jack
also expressed his opinion in writing to things that he did not like, and this is my story.
Jack was not real pleased with the content of some of the meals that came in the ration pack, and
one in particular must have irked him a little more than usual. This was an American can labelled
Beef Slices with Potatoes and Gravy. As was Jacks way he decided to let the persons guilty of
such a meal have a piece of (his mind).
Jacks letter starts off with the statement that he was writing to them in very difficult
conditions, it being night time and his only light was being provided by the enemy tracer bullets
flying around his location. He continues with his description of what was in the ration can, which
he was reliant upon to give him nutrition and the energy to fight off the enemy. He wrote of his
anticipation as he opened the can, and his disappointment when he came face to face with the
contents. His description was, a couple of pieces of gristle, an apology for a spud with a watery
surround. Jack then went on to tell them what to do with their product and any future plans that
they may have had to ever feed a soldier again.
Jack had shown us this letter and we all had a good laugh, knowing that if he sent it he would use a
nom de plume. It was not until approximately one month later when I discovered that his nom de
plume was me.
Back at Nui Dat a parcel was waiting for me, it was from the North American Packing Company,
the producers of Meat Slices and Potatoes in Gravy. It was an A4 envelope approximately 2cm
thick. This package contained health certificates, publicity pamphlets, letters attesting to how
good and nutritious the product was and other. Also included was a letter from a law firm (the
name of the firm took up half the page) warning me that they were taking legal action against me
for several different reasons (most of which I didn't understand). They warned me not to
mention their company to any other person and several other conditions were placed upon my
future behaviour toward this company.
From that day I would never complain to anyone about any ration pack or contents be it Corned
Beef, Luncheon Meat or Ham and Lima Beans and to this day I love them all. Thanks Jack.

Jack Bradd said……………. Gun Picquet

It was the middle of a pitch black night, hot as hell, with not a breeze penetrating the
weeds. I was sitting cross legged behind the gun with my SLR beside me, the two
gunners were asleep beside the gun ready to roll into action when needed. You wouldn’t
believe that 20 plus diggers could be so quiet, especially if you saw them in action at one
of the bars. The only noise coming from the Platoon was a slight rustle as some digger
moved in his sleep and an occasional fart rent the night air (ration packs will do that).
My heart skipped a beat and a few more of my hairs turned grey as a twig snapped in the
scrub, dead fall I hoped, but no there was another noise like someone putting their foot
down very carefully. I relied entirely on my ears as the slight noise of slow placing of
feet continued and judged it to be about 3 meters away. I didn’t want to wake the
gunners as their noise would scare the bastard away so I slowly raised my SLR to a firing
position and waited as the sounds approached me, this bastard is good, I thought, but
when he’s close enough my SLR will take his mind off sex. I judged he was about a meter
and a half away and my thumb was applying pressure on the safety catch when the
bastard barked at me. I was startled but didn’t fire as the barking deer slowly retraced
his steps and disappeared, he must have got a whiff of us when he was close (even the
nogs could smell us after a few weeks in the weeds, especially after eating ration packs).
The diggers slept on that night without interruption (except for picquet) but I never got
to see one of those barking deer by day, they must have had a bloody good hiding place
and only come out at night to check the Aussie gun picquet.
******************************************************************************
Jack Bradd also said……….THE WONDERFUL WEEDS OF VIETNAM
Whoever designed the weeds in South Vietnam, God, nature or the French, it was no
place for the Uc-Da-Loi. Everything had one purpose in life and that was to make life
miserable for anyone foolish enough to wander around in it, whatever the purpose,
especially the Aussie digger. Punctured, scratched, bitten, poisoned by everything from
the foot long centipede, the dreaded gazonkapede, ants, wasps, boot lace snakes and even angry
water buffalo did not deter us because we had the magnificent Army issue
Repellent. This Repellent, when applied, would attract every biting and stinging insect
within kilometers, they loved the stuff. Of course you used your hands to apply the stuff and
wiping your eyes or mouth was very painful also having a piss was a painful episode to say the least.
This Repellent also had the wonderful property of melting plastic items such as our mattress
cover and hootchie, and if you applied it at night you sometimes found yourself welded to these
items.
So with our magic Repellent, skin and blood keeping the insects happy we then had to
deal with the weeds themselves. I thought wait-a-while was bad but dirty bamboo and
cactus were a real bastard. These things grew in clumps, small clumps we could go
around but large clumps we had to go through. Secateurs and machetes were no good,
you simply had to force your way through, leaving behind heaps of skin and blood. Even
the very earth seemed to have a go at us as one day I watched my Forward Scout
disappear into the ground, he went down as far as his pack which had jammed on a log.
He had dropped his rifle and was thrashing around in what looked like quicksand, the
MG No. 1 had moved forward and we both giggled at the Scout’s panic, I knew he
couldn’t go deeper and told him to stop struggling. The PL COMD Mr. Hosie arrived, he
had a giggle then told us to get him out, by this stage the Scout was swearing and
threatening to shoot the lot of us and when he reached his rifle we took off. About half
an hour later the Scout joined us, still swearing.

I hear and read about ex-diggers going back to Vietnam for a visit, I have only one
question for them, why?
*****************************************************************************

Then and Now……………….. Guy Ansell 1969, and 2008 (They wonder how I get the pics!)

@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@

An old Aussie digger goes into a chemist shop in Katoomba to buy some Viagra.
"Can I have 6 tablets, cut in quarters, please mate?"
"I can cut them for you alright", said the chemist, "but I must advise you that a quarter tablet will
not give you a full erection."
"I'm 96", said the old digger, "I don’t want an erection .... I just want it sticking out far enough so
I don't piss on me slippers".
***************************************************************************************
The digger went to the RAP, and reported to the Regimental Medical Officer RMO) that he felt
unwell. The RMO examined him thoroughly for over 20 minutes, and said “I’m sorry, but I can’t
find anything wrong with you. It must be the beer”.
The digger replied “OK Doc, no problem, I’ll come back when you’re sober”
%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%

Difference between a cavalry charger and a draft horse – one darts into the fray,
and the other……………
!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
Geoff Ford said………………..
I’ve done it again! I’ve managed to get myself back into hospital, but this time it’s not so serious –
just a complete ankle replacement. I’m at St Vincents Hospital in Sydney, and will be moving to a
rehabilitation Centre around Bondi. Contact details will be advised.
######################################################

Roger Lambert said…………. “Whilst going through some old files, I found a copy of the newspaper
articles, reporting a “White VC”. I went on R&R leave shortly after this, and left John Hunter to
handle the media!”
The picture above right shows Reg Smith, Peter Knight, Greg Blair, Blue Schafer and Roger.

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^
Dear Abby,
I have never written to you before, but I really need your advice. I have suspected for some time
now that my wife has been cheating on me. The usual signs; phone rings but if I answer, the
caller hangs up. My wife has been going out with "the girls" a lot recently although when I ask
their names she always says, just some friends from work, you don't know them." I always try to
stay awake to look out for her coming home, but I usually fall asleep. Anyway, I have never
approached the subject with my wife. I think deep down I just did not want to know the truth, but
last night she went out again and I decided to check on her finally. Around midnight, I decided to
hide in the garage behind my golf clubs so I could get a good view of the whole street when she
arrived home from a night out with "the girls." When she got out of the car she was buttoning up
her blouse, which was open, and she took her panties out of her purse and slipped them on. It was
at that moment, crouching behind my golf clubs, that I noticed a hairline crack where the grip
meets the graphite shaft on my 3-wood. Is this something I can fix myself or should I take it
back to the pro-shop where I bought it?
Signed, Perplexed
*************************************************************************************

Many aspects of human sexuality are very puzzling, take celibacy.
This can be a choice in life, or a condition imposed by environmental factors.
While attending a Marriage Encounter Weekend, Robert and Mary listened to the instructor
declare "It is essential that husbands and wives know the things that are important to each
other."
He addressed the men. "Can you each name and describe your wife's favourite flower?"
Robert leaned over, touched Mary's arm gently and whispered,
"Self raising, isn't it?"
Thus began Robert's life of celibacy.
*************************************************************************************
The VVPPAA (Vietnam Veterans , Peacekeepers and Peacemakers Association Australia) South
West Branch now has an email address. They also have a Retreat in the Marraguldrie Forest, just
off the Hume Highway between Tarcutta and Holbrook NSW which is now open. For further
information, contact the Secretary, Gordon Irvin at vvaasouthwest@gmail.com.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We found……….
Bob (Tex) Cunningham, Phil Greenhalgh, Ron (Tonto) Inglis, Ian Leis, Tony Samuel, and Bob
Wyatt. Contact Don for details.
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This issue of Half Circle was compiled and edited by Don Harrod (rosdon@bigpond.net.au),
with assistance from members from all States, Barry Baker, Jack Bradd, George Szczurko,
Gary Townsend (1st Tour), Roger Lambert, Dave Wilkins, Paul McQueen, and some more
horrible jokes.

