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ARE known as the Eighth Reinforcements, but

‘6 our official title matters little; nor is it important

to what branch of the Service we belong.  What is

significant is that we are yet further evidence of New Zealand’s

determination to carry through an ugly and distastefuljob to the
end. A country which has given freely is giving again.

Or shall we think of ourselves as another small weight
added to a balance which is already swinging surely against the
Axis? Few of us are setting out in an easy careless spirit of
adventure, but we have at least the hope that with resolution and
steadfastness of spirit, the task may soon be accomplished and the
day of home-coming at hand,

‘Post-war reconstruction is a phrase which is on the lips
of a great many thinking people these days, and perhaps it is not
out of place to remind ourselves that our responsibilities will
not end with the signing of the peace. As individuals we have
to do our individual bit toward huilding, on secure foundations
this time, an order, one of the first principles of which will be the
outlawing of war.

ACaybe we need a little of the vision of Blake :

I will not cease from mental strife,

Nor shall my sword rest in my hand,
Gill we have built Jerusalem

In England’s green and pleasant land.




Monkey Glands. ..

(First Prize, Article.)

Pithecanthropies, my arboreal simian
ancestor, has nothing on me! T am an
example of retrogressive evolution due to
maritime causes. In the words of Ariel’s
song—

He doth suffer a sea change
Into something rich and strange.

Locust-like, I have shed the garment
“of my former self. That self whose
thoughts coursed along the grooves of
conventional education and gscheming
propaganda; whose actions lay within the
limits marked by a repressive social
system. A poor biped, muzzled by cen-
sorship, hedged in by a host of conven-
tions and regulations, blared at by radio,
bullied by blatant advertisements, rigged
out with false teeth, a glass eye and @
mechanical stomach and deprived of the
norma. functions of eelf-propulsion by
automobiles and trams. The height of
evolutionary triumph !

Behold the metamorphosis!  The
smouldering embers of the raw primordi-
al ape-man have been kindled by the
ocean, I slink on board with a “fiver”
stuffed ‘n my cheek and thereby ~un-
ningly defeat the currency regulations. 1
scale the rigging with simian nimbleness,
and, breathing the winds of heaven,
watch distance dissolve my country into
the “land of the long white eloud," whiie
I sorrowfully murmur, “breathes thera n
man with soul so dead, who never to him-
felfdhath said, ‘this i& my own, my native
‘m 'l »

To reach my precarious perch 1 have to
swing from branch to branch, nicely avoid
my recumbent comrades an ﬂui{ exe-
cute a_couple of somersaults, There
rocked in the ¢radie (vile misnomer!) of
the deep, I am subjected to highly dis-
turbing motions both lateral and vertical.
Simian dreams ensue and 1 endure
horrors, swinging by my tail, until m
grasp gives way and I hurbie throug
space—invariably to land in the seupper-
ways.

One certainly needs to be a phiiosopher
to wake up in a streamn of water and,
seeing one’s impedimenta being borne
away in a pathetic procession, still
maintain one’s equanimity.

What else can you expect? The army
is a monkey business;.our officers are
trained as gorillas, Need I ask what
sold out first at ‘the canteen—salted
peanuts! ;

J. B. Woodward.

Q. Ship.

(First Prize, Verse.)

Q stands for breakfast from seven till
nine,
For lunch and for tea and a wash in
the brine.
Q at the canteen for hours and hours
And if you feel dirty you Q for the
showers.

Q for the pictures and Q for your beer,

Q-ing for baths that you seldom get
near,

Q for your boat-drill at least twice a day,

Q for an air raid and then for your pay.

8o I'm giving up eating and cleanliness
too,
Renouncing imbibing, as puritans do.
No more at the movies I’ll sit of a night
Roll no more fags and then scrounge

for a light.
And though | may suffer from B.O. (like
pigs),
Fa.l victim to why you take syrup of
figs,
I'm risking an end that 1I’ll possibly
rue—
But they'll never again make me stand
inaQ.

J. H. Churton.

A SOLDIER AS SEEN BY THE
CAPTAIN.

“NO! You've got these boys ali wrong.
Personally, I just love having the dear
souls all over my boat, and it was only
after much protesting that I was re-
luctantly stopped: from entertaining them
on the bridge and in my cabin. Just how
IRsFlals_i%l miss them, only I can tell.”’—



“Two Bob on the

Sergeant-Major”
(Second Prize, Article.)

Of all the vices (or shall we call them
hobbies?) of the human species, there
cannot be much doubt that, among sol-
diers, gambling occupies a prominent
position. To the fighting man, the
whimsical laws of chance seem to. exer-
cise an irresistible fascination. It seems
likely that this will always be the case,
and probably it always has been. One
can imagine ancient Roman legionnaries,
after a brush with the Britons, settling
down to some classical form of “two-up”’
or “housey-housey.” Or one can let one’s
fancy wander to the dim future when, in
some inter-planetary struggle, our boys
will relax with a spot of pontoon or
poker-dice after a hard day’s drill on the
ray projectors.

Modern military gambling may be
divided largely into three categories: (a)
dice; (b) coins; (c) cards. Best-known
of the first division is, of course, crown
and anchor, known to our fathers and
grandfathers. Clasgification (b) is worth-
ily represented by two-up and pitch-and-
toss ; “while poker, pontoon,-and so on,
will fall into category (c). |Incidentally,
one card game of considerable appeal is
known by an expletive expression which
cannot be printed. The game involves
picking up another card when one can-
not be discarded, and tradition lays it
down that the player who finds this un-
avoidable must utter the somewhat un-
couth expression from which the game
is named. Not to do so is regarded as a
distinet breach of etiquette.

There is a school of thought which
argues that gambling among soldiers is
not, after all, such a bad thing. [t holds
that a soldier must learn to take risks, to
make rapid decisions, to form lightning
judgments, to assess quickly and accu-
rately the chances involved in various
courses of action. In what way can these
attributes be more thoroughly and pleas-
antly acquired than in, say, a game of
poker?

Against thig is the view that ganibling,
and especially such games as crown and
anchor, is bound to lead to the impov-
erishment of some of the partieipants.
This ‘in turn leads to discontent, quarrels
perhaps, and certainly to a weakening of
morale. Furthermore, gamblers may be-
come so engrossed in their play that they
may neglect their duty, and a weak-
minded individual who has lost every-
thing during a run of bad luck may be
led . into dishonesty thereby. And to
clinch the argument, it is pointed out
that gambling is frowned on by the
regulations, which are the result of many
generations of military experience, and
are the fairest regulations in military
history. ‘

Perhaps gambling among troops is not
80 inevitable as many of us imagine, and
in the future some race of super-men may
arise who are well able to resist the call
of Dame Luck. But on this transport at
least, we continue to while away our
spare time in the same old way; and, fool
that I am, I am glad of it, for there is
sixipence burning a hole in my pocket,
and as I write T can hear the cry, “Eyes
down, Jook in !

—R.A.H.,

Ship’s Headquarters.

Shipboard Romance

Masters at Arms can spin amusing
yarns of shipboard romance, Even
broadminded Skippers are shocked on
some cruises they say. Omne particular
skipper got so fed up with tripping over
boat-deck couples that he turned the fire
hoses on them.

“You know what T liked about my 0OI1d
Man was that he always did his own
-dirty work,” one of the troopship “Bob-
bies’ told an ‘“Aquitatler” reporter. “He
got me to stop up the boat deck wash-
down holes and then turn on the
hydrants while he directed the nozzle
himself. We had some fun when he
washed out 14 couples under the life-
boats.”

WAACS, Nurses, and Officers beware!




























































