From the
Barrel

The Happening

Then out spake Elephinimious
The captain of the bar,

“For every man upon this earth
Death cometh near or far."

“For how can man die better

Than consuming fearless grogs?
For the hangovers of his {:liwr;
And the breweries of his !

“Who will stand by my right side
And support the bar with me?
Who will stand on my left side
To drink on bold and free "

Then out spake .’Ikanphmlﬂ
Of Scotrish blood was he,
I will stand by the rig klﬂds
And drink the grog un.rh thee.”

“For who can put us under
With Resches for our aid,
And VB for a booster

Our courage cannot fade?

Then out 3 Purist Groy
Awlmlmkxm‘ was Mm
“I shall support thy left side

And sip the grog with thee"

“For I weren't bmd' on water
And life is gmf

The rivers will flow wtrk ltqwr
To be fermented in the sea”

Thus the booze began ir's flowing
At a gluttonous rythmic pace,

It was gussled by the can fvﬂ
Till empties littered up the place.
Then time had passed l?u howur
For the closing of the door,

But without & pwu !Fw da-mllm three
Bought a

From the mﬁammr of the club
Across earth which grew no tree,
In either hand, a crate of grog
Strode forth the dantless three.

“Thig is 3 hijack, Take me o Voo Tan"



Even when the lights went out

And the system barred their spree,
The liguor flowed throughout the night
They drank on, the dountless three.

In the morning, drunk as lords

They joined the davn parade,
Weary from the battle field

From their liguid escapade.

But here all boldness failed them
Here their hopes all died,

"Cause they couldn’t buck the system
No matter how they tried.

Then out spake brove Elephinimious
“Oh God, and boozers mp,h
Today I die @ million deaths

For I cannot obtain a brew.”

“For how can man die better
Than from drinking lots of ale?
To the spirits of his sives

Who drank it by the pail.”

"But look at us, the dauntless three
Al shattered without the booze,
The CO's put us on the dry

Oh God, 'tis death we choose.”

So from the club on to the dry
To live on juice and fea,
Suffering in their misery
Strode forth the dauntless three,

Gum. C. F. Jones

Pogos

THE wEARY TRooPS deplane from the choppers, climb
aboard waiting trucks and begin the shuttle back to their
lines after an operation which may have lasted
anywhere from a week to two months. As the vehicles enter
the panyamnwwtputyussponedprtpamgmml
and stores on the ground.
From m:ump;md:eu-uctscomn:beay.“mpogm
where have you been for the last .. weeks?”

e » sh and i
The evening is taken a company barbecue, all
prepared and laid our the same pogos. After this the
newly-returned troops mdhawlgnudmdnsluL
The pogos mnnmcm first

ﬁmlnuhﬁwdgpwmmﬁpm:mdmﬂmm
i battalion left Nui Dat on operations,
swung into action and ook over the battalion’s commitments

operations, much to the disappointment of the soldiers con-
cerned

Tasks of the rear detils varied lule from day to
day. Field troops 1 ¢ life in Nui Dat was a_bludge.
It wasn't. It involved hard work and monoteny. Some of
the never-ending tasks pcrfonucd by rear details were

TAOR patrols, road and
escort duties — m(furgcmlgmemmmugufm:wutewr)‘
night.

The ultimate aim of the rear details was to resupply and
maintain the troops in the field. It was hard for the men in
the field to realise, for instance, that company cooks worked
‘hours into the night to produce bread rolls and other luxu-
ries for them, or that the Q staff spent hours scrounging,
packing, loading and disparching the demands of the for-
ward companies. Above all these seemingly minor tasks,
the duties and requircments to maintain the bat-
talion in all respects were still kept 1o a high level,

Throughout the absence of the battalion the frustrations,
boredom and seemingly never-ending tasks were borne by
these rear detail parties.

All seemed of value when somebody said o a pogo,
“Well done, mate.”

SsaT JamEs

The Hueys of 9 Squadron

They raise the dust end blast the ears,
They steal your hat and bring on tears;
They're draughty, noisy, ugly, slow,
They bark your shins and stub your foe.

They carry water, mal and rations,

Picks and shovels, boots and bﬂiun:.l.
Generals, Padm, doctors, newsmen,
Ammo, stick books — even the pigpen.

Mapspots, recce and sniffer missions,
SAS nsertions in duff positions;

o hot roast duck,
Highly pa ished gwbuju truck.

l?au the swamp, they climb the hills,
ingCo scathing, Blue Section mills;
ran Wt e pimn cepraies B
We offer tribute to “the th"]‘rmld
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