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ESPIONAGE—THEIRS AND OURS

By AUSTIN LAUGHLIN, First anp SEconp A.LF.

books published and the espionage films

released, one might be pardoned for sus-
pecting that Australia, too, teemed with war-
time enemy agents. The precautions taken to
make it difficult to glean information, the en-
]01mng of secrecy about military matters, the
ra1smg of official eyebrows at war gossip, the
restrictions upon communications, the vetting
of people in high places—all these things
deepen the impression that there were scores
of Cloak and Dagger Boys just around the
corner.

You perhaps are remembermg that recently
told ofhcial story of the senior British officer
who was planted as a trusted General Staff
officer on the German High Command and
carried on for so long without detection—
was never detected in fact.

And you have read, of course, the stories
of the spies we employed in occup1ed Europe,
in Paris, in Brussels, in Marseilles, in all the big
towns, and among the peasants of the country-
side, too. Coded broadcast messages regularly
went over to them In apparently plain Eng-
lish in B.B.C. transmissions.

And then there were our own chaps behind
the lines in New Guinea, in Java, in the Philip-
pines and in Japan itself. What a lot of useful
information they must have sent back to our
Headquarters.

Well then, you ask, were there not enem
agents behind our lines, doing likewise? Were
there no spies unmasked in Australia? What is
the score?

Of course there were enemy agents—spies
—in Australia and behind the ﬁrmg lines. 1
don’t know how many were shot in the ope-
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rational areas, but there were several. Their
cloaks and daggers were buried with them.
And there were spies on the mainland; man
of them were caught, possibly all of them.

Why weren’t we told of it, you ask quickly.

As a matter of fact you were told, but pos-
sibly you didn’'t recognize the men—and
women—concerned, as spies. Most of the spies
in Australia were caught and interned before
they were able to do any wartime spying.
Nevertheless quite a lot of useful information
was sent out by them before internment, so
that both Germany and Japan knew exactly
Australia’s war assets and potentials before
hostilities began. Documents captured in the
field, and researches in enemy archives have
confirmed that. There was little that could be
done in peacetime to prevent such informa-
tion being despatched, but quite a lot was done
unobtrusively to prevent it being got, and that
without disturbing the diplomatic niceties,
seemingly. Yet I guess that many an impor-
tant foreign visitor—and others not so impor-
tant—must have wondered afterwards at the
curious incidence of the little accidents and
so on that prevented their seeing certain
things, things which their apologetic hosts
were apparently so anxious for them to see.

But what about these spies in Australia dur-
ing the war?

Well, as 1 said before, most of them were
picked up in September 1939 and in Decem-
ber 1941. Many of them had been under close
surveillance for months, some for years past.
Some had been quietly shadowed since the
day they arrived here. And the documents im-
pounded revealed the important espionage parts
they were to play, but were never able to.



OFF TO THE SUDAN

By J. H. M. ABBOTT, Ist AusT. HorsE

SAW them, as a very small boy, march
through Sydney to embark on a couple of
transports, bound for the Sudan.

March the 3rd of this year (1948) is the
sixty-third anniversary of the departure of
the contingent of troops which New South
Wales sent to aid Great Britain in her fierce
struggle with the Mahdi for dominance in
the southern hinterland of Egypt, and that is
very nearly two generations ago. Which is
to say that those who took part in, or saw in
childhood, that march through Sydney of the
first Australian troops to go to the assistance
of the British Empire overseas, may now
regard themselves as being, without any
escape from it, of “times past”. We can pre-
face our reminiscences with the impressive
phrase “sixty years ago”, and when you can do
that you have become something of an “old
fogey” to the youth of the present day. How-
ever, it is interesting to look back to those old
days when you were merely a little boy
looking on at the exciting and interesting
adventures of “grown-ups”.

It is, too, something to recall an event that
marked the beginning of a new era in the his-
tory of imperial relations. When Mr William
Bede Dalley made his offer of troops, there
happened to have arrived but recently in
Sydney a man whose observations and records
of the sentiment of the time cannot fail to
be of peculiar interest whenever we call them
to mind. James Anthony Froude’s comments
on what was doing, and especially on what
was “thinking” in Sydney, in the first months
of 1885, are curiously illuminating and pro-
phetic, in view of the many departures of
troops, of which the Sudan Contingent was
the accepted precedent, that we have grown
accustomed to since soldiers went away, a
little later on, to the South African war.

He discusses the subject as he heard it dis-
cussed on the morning after his arrival in
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Sydney, when it was the single and over-
whelming topic of the hour. It may be men-
tioned that all these impressions of the his-
torian are those contained in his book, Oceana
—a volume that is as readable today as at
the distant time when it was published, and
will be as entertaining in the future as when
it first saw the light in London all those years
ago.

“The club reading-room after breakfast
was full of gentlemen,” he writes, “in eager
and anxious conversation on the auxiliary
force. Was it right to have made the offer,
and would the offer be accepted? The pre-
vailing tone was of hope and warm approval.
New South Wales had been accused of cold-
ness to the Australian federation scheme and
of indifference to the German aggression in
New Guinea. The true heart of the colony
had now an opportunity of showing what 1t
really was. If the proposal was coldly refused,
as some thought it would be, then, indeed,
it would be a fresh instance of the indifference
with which the colonies were regarded. It
would be a sign that the Separatist policy was
to be persevered in at home and an impulse
would be given to the Separatist policy in
their own country to which, in that case, they
might have reluctantly to yield. But they
hoped better things. The people of England
would not cast away a hand so freely held
out to them. It might draw the nation together
instead of dividing it, and prove a turning-
point in the relations between the colonies
and the mother country.

“There was not unanimity, however. There
were some, and those not at all fools and not
disloyal, who maintained that the answer
would certainly be negative, and that they
were exposing themselves gratuitously to an
affront. If even it were accepted, the offer
ought not to have been made so precipitately,
when the Colonial Parliament was not sitting,
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A QUEER CONVOY IN THE PACIFIC

By MAX THOMSON, R.A.N.

HILE attached to the American Navy

the Australian frigate Hawkesbury
figured as the sole R.A.N. representative in the
queerest convoy ever to traverse the Pacific
from New Guinea to the Philippines, a
journey which took a tumultuous fourteen
days, during which many strange and
humorous events occurred. It was two thou-
sand miles of excitement. The little ships
concerned took a terrific pounding. They were
tossed about like corks, and if ever there were
occasion to eulogize “wooden ships and iron
men” this was it.

This story doesn’t tell of attacks from
either underwater raiders or aircraft. It is
an account of the tribulations experienced by
an extraordinary convoy of eighty-four ships.
They were not bulky transports, lumbering
cargo ships or huge tankers, but smaller though
nevertheless valuable vessels essential to the
bases which were to form part of the Philip-
pines chain—in turn to bec_ome jumping-off
places for attacks on Japan itself.

You never saw anything like it in your life.

It was a strange assortment of craft—float-
ing docks, cranes mounted on pontoons, water
and oil lighters, tugs, barges, motor launches,
small tankers and, fantastically enough, the
famous old paddle steamer Weeroona, well
known to M}c)zlbourne bay trippers. Many of
the craft were without engines, and were
towed by powerful tugs; others were towed
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because of their small size and inability to
carry sufficient fuel for even a couple of days’
run. Biggest ship of the convoy was a tanker
whose job it was to refuel the towing vessels
and other craft moving under their own
power.

Of the five escorting warships H.M.A.S.
Hawkesbury was the only ship flying the
White Ensign. She was assigned a position at
the stern of the convoy to protect that flank
from possible submarine attack and to look
after stragglers who broke down or were
unable to maintain the speed of the convoy.
No sooner had the convoy left port than it
encountered rough weather and the inevitable
happened. Towlines began to snap, leaving
unpowered craft floundering helplessly in the
ocean.

A week out in a heavy swell, a tug’s tow-
line broke, leaving a floating dock, two
pontoons and a crashboat helplessly adrift.
To Hawkesbury fell the task of replacing the
broken tow and getting the craft back into
the convoy, which by this time was steaming
over the horizon. In menacing seas the frigate
lowered her seaboat to take a party aboard
the dock to prepare that end for securing a
new towline. The lowering of the boat in mid-
ocean in such weather was a feat in itself.
After three trips to the dock, equipment and a
party big enough to cope with the job had
been landed. There was danger not only



THE PATHFINDER

By DICK WORDLEY, R.AAF.

T was one of those slow, green after-
noons that came up one behind the other
in Kent around June 1943. Over the strip a
biscuit sun hosed its warmth into the world
and around the skyline a group of fat, white
clouds sat lazily with their elbows on their
knees, too lazy to chase after the sun. The air
tasted of oak and freezias and even the mech-
anics working on the Lancasters took time to
breathe of the ripe, good air.

Flying-Officer Eddie Llewelyn watched the
mechanics from a distance. His long back
raked up the trunk of an oak that might have
been planted in Cromwell’s war and a cigarette
drooped from his careless lips. He smoked the
cigarette without taking his hands from his
trouser pockets, which was evidence enough
that he was an Australian. On his uniform,
under some D.F.C.-coloured fruit-salad, he
wore a pathfinder’s badge. His gum-green eyes
travelled along the line of kites until they
rested on A-for-Able.

To Eddie, A-for-Able was as much his pro-
perty as the scar under his chin, which is not
surprising ~ since Eddie and A-for-Able
together had pushed aside the night-sky over
Europe upwards of twenty-five times.

Yet as he looked at her now, “I wonder,”
said his thoughts, “who’ll be flying you after
tonight, baby.”

For tonight was Eddie Llewelyn’s last bash.
Tomorrow he was being posted to a ferry
squadron which, since the ferry squadron was
booked to fly eight Lancs to Australia, was
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something that didn’t exactly make Eddie fall
down and weep.

He finished his cigarette and allowed it to
fall from his lips to the turf under his feet.
Then, with a sort of whimsical glance at the
kite, he turned and walked towards the
officers’ mess. He walked to the bar and got
himself a gin, well-watered.

A group of men were laying bets around a
dartboard at one end of the mess and, with a
loose grin playing along his lips, he moved
towards them.

Someone said: “Hey, Eddie, lay off that
stuff. You've got to take us in there tonight.”

His grin took itself along into a short, easy
laugh. “Don’t worry, chum, I got my own
special reason for making it quick, good and
safe tonight.”

Mike Wilson, Eddie’s gunner, stopped
before he threw a dart.

“Don’t rub it in, Eddie.” He threw his dart
and turned to the others. “Did you hear about
Eddie landing the ferry job?”

An unprintable chorus blew up from the
group and Eddie took it on the chin. They
had all heard about it. Eddie waited until he
could get his voice through.

“Anyone got anyone I can look up in Syd-
ney?” he asked.

“You?” Mike said. “Listen, chum, I
wouldn’t trust you as far as I could see you.”
He grinned. “Seriously though, kid,” he con-
tinued, “you had the break coming.”

Eddie changed the subject. Walking to a



TOUR OF DUTY

By LAWSON GLASSOP, Seconp A.LF.

< WILL amass, at a conservative esti-

mate,” said Gordon C. Harday as he
swaggered down Emad El Dine, Cairo, “one
million pounds. The only thing that could
stop me doing so would be the abolition of
the monetary system.”

Eddie Wilson’s blue eyes were hard as he
looked down at the pudgy pink-faced soldier
at his side. “Come back to the ﬁeld, Gordon,”
he said. “As Mick would say, you’re not sell-
ing ﬁfty year calendars to the Afghans now.
If you re going to make a million it’s about
time y’ started. If a giant held y’ up by the
seat of the pants and shook y’ at the present
dme he wouldn’t get two ackers.”

Gordon smiled and patted Eddie on the
back with a plump pink hand. “Jealousy, Wil-
son old boy,” he said. “Jealousy, that’s all it
is. Admittedly I've had a setback, but it’s only
temporary. A great man OVercomes reverses.
Such a man is Harday.”

“Such a . . .” began Eddie, but Gordon
raised his hand assumed a pious expression
and said, “Don’t say it. I can’t stand the crudi-
ties of the pheasantry

“ ‘Peasantry’, mug,” said Eddie.

Gordon drew hlmself up to his full height,
looked superior and injured, and said, “I said
‘peasantry’. Do you think I'm one of the
common people?”

“Yes,” said Eddie and grinned.

“Stick to me, buddy . . .” began Gordon,
and Eddie mterrupted him with “‘and y’ll
wear diamonds’. I know. And ‘It’ll be a sad
day when Harday can’t light his cigar with a
pound note’. I know that one, too. You make
money, Gordon, but as soon as y’ make it
y’ blue it. You had a hundred quid a week
ago but y’ got into a crook two-up game and
y’ done it.”

“There’s plenty more where that came
from. Harday attracts smash just like a mag-
net attracts iron. Harday just can’t help
amassing smash.”

Eddie tapped Gordon on his armband,
which had two stripes on it. “Listen Gordon,”
he said, “don’t think you're the G.O.C. just
because y’ got a coupler stripes up. I've got a
couple, too, but 'm not letting it go to me
head. Now come on. We got work to do.”

They passed the Barced Cabaret, the Para-
dise, the Glorious Victory and the Gallant
Allies and went up the stairs of the Sweet and
Lovely, which was neither sweet nor lovely.

Gordon ignored the ticket office at the top,
assumed an official expression and said to the
fat Egyptian at the door, “Corporal Gordon
C. Harday and Corporal Wilson of the A.LF.
Field Hygiene Service, Cairo Sub-section.
Quarterly tour of inspection.”



General Tips

for searching and getting more from Archive CD Books products

update to version 6 or later of Adobe Reader at www.adobe.com for the best searching capability.
enter the MINIMUM number of characters needed to bring up the search results required

use Adobe Reader to do some trial searches to try to identify the characters that may be misread. These can show
up in the extra text in the search results list. A few minutes trial will help you to avoid using characters that are
more prone to being misread, e.g. try entering "rederi" if you want "Frederick", but find that the letters "F" "c" and "k"
are sometimes misread.

use the "Match whole word" option to eliminate unnecessary items in your results list, e.g. to eliminate all the
blacksmiths and tinsmiths etc when you only want the name Smith

use the "Match case" option when you want to eliminate all the occupations "smith" if you only want the name
"Smith"

Don’t just search for names. Search the book for other names, places and subjects of interest:
* look for others of the same name
* look for others who lived in the same place or street
* who was the postmaster or police officer in the town?
* how often and at what time did the coach arrive in town?
* what churches were there and what time were services held?
* what other activities were there in the community?
* look for others who had the same occupation or other interests

All of this and more may be available in a seemingly mundane book such as a directory. Learn much of the background
of life at the time, even if your ancestor is not listed there.





