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Soon be Christmas again, Chaps, another year almost gone, and time to attempt
to think up another way of expressing seasonal greetings., Why a new way,
that is something I won't dwell on, but it seems to be the thing to do.

I was chewing it over last week -~ in the Boss's time - but no dice.

S0 I tried a walk around the faotory, it sometimes helps, or else diverts.
Then I spotted a Macri; sure he would write it out in Maori for me.
Then a Tongan, and a Samcan, and so it went on, They could not all write
it off pat, Some had to talk it over witt their compatriots, spelling
difficultiea, you understand. But to see a Chinese lass take a pen and
socribble a few weird complicated symbols in Chinese, that was something.

The Soots posed & problem, I did not want Robbie Burms, I asked for the
real thing, Gaelic, no less, to save me rounding up the Welsh and the Irish.
Well, some of them could and did say it, in Gaelio, but as for spelling it;
have you ever seen Gaelic written? Polish is ochild's play compared with
what these boys can do with the alphabet, But by next day I had it,

Altogether I had Seascnal Greetings written in seven different languages
other than English, and they now tell me I missed a Hindu and a Malay.
Hoxre is the list I colleoted:-

Tongan, Samoan, French, Dutch, Chinese, Maori, and Gaelic,

And the two I missed, then allow another miss just in case, and English,
and we have eleven different languages among about eighty people,

It a1l shows how New Zealand is developing, and how much goodwill isa
required, from all, to make us into one nation -- Christian Goodwill
== the spirit of Christmas,

And all that brings us back to where we ocame in:
YOUR PRESIDENT AND COMMITTEE
EXTEND TO YOU AND TO YOUR FAMILIES
THEIR BEST WISHES FOR A VERY MEREY CHRISTMAS
AND A HAPPY AND FROSFEROUS NEW YEAR
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For the twenty-fifth time your Bditor has asked me to write a Christmas
message, and, as the season approaches, one oannot help but notioce that,
despite all the stresses and strains of life, onoe again the miracle of
Christmas steals into ons's heart, ’

Most of you know that since I left the Army I have been a school teacher to
small boys, and as such,-it.4s.naturdl for me_ta express my feelings with a
story about Christmas, =

Once upon & time in an anoient church there was a great organ on which the
people had not yet learned to play. (Ome after another tried the instrument,
drew out the stops and wakened some of its barmonies, but none of them dreamt
of the wonderful music which lay hidden there, Then one day came the Master,
He sat like other men before the keyboard and began to play. The people below
were hushed into silence and whispered, "Is this the organ we have owned so
long? This which sighs and weeps and then thrills with passion and great Joy?"

From that day the hope was tp reproduce the music which was onoe revealed and
when the best players did their best men said, "This makes us think of the
Master's playing.”

Just such an instrument is human life, complex workings, its posaible dis-
chords, its hidden harmonies; and many & philosopher er artist or prophet

has drewn from within it something of the music whioh lies there., Then one
day comes the Master, He knows what is in man and, taking upon himself human
1ife, reveals the musioc of 1it.

From that day forth, the hope of the world bas been to preduse that harmeny.
And when the best of men do thelr best we asay, "This man makes us think of the

Master's playing.*

May God bless you all at Christmas and may you in the coming year know some-
thing more of the Master's Playing.

Paul Sergel
Thank you, Padre,

We put the acid on at the last Committes meeting fer material for this issue,
and gueas what! We got some,

Cedric Randerson semt in three pages (Nos. 3, &, & 5) reviewing our activities
over the past months, and, bless him, gave an explanation of hew and why our
1ast ladies' night didn't come off, Thanks, Cedrie, that saved me trying to
explain it all.

Sandy Murrey (page 6) tells the story of entertaining visiters from the Welch
Regt. Thanks, Sandy, May I add the explanation that we are oecasiomally
called upon by the Army Assn, to provide oars and entertain members of this
r-gi-intih-nththnlmaﬂinmmm. They are based in Heng Kong,
and are sent to N.Z., & oompany at a time, for Joint exercises with N.E, units,
It is good for us, and the Welshmen appreciate it. If you would 1like to bave
your name on the pool of drivers, ses or ring, Sootoh Patersom. He oould do
with a larger 1list than he has at present, :
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THE DINNER-DANCE THAT WASN'T,

A post-mortem is a negative kind of thing but it has merit as a means
of finding out what went wrong and of pin-pointing any mistakes that should be
avaided in future.

Tour Comuittee made careful preparation to hold the snnual Ladies Might
of the Branch in Auwckisnd on Saturday, 3ixl October. Om the experienc
mm:-nm:mmmnmmw:nm«ammm
100 pecple and would have been eod with sny mumber between 60 and 80, MNem-
bers were asked to send their repliss by 25th Sepbesber but, by that date, the
attendance indicated by the replies was only 18 pecpls. At that stage, o or two
of us got on the blower and reseived telephone confirmation that about 12 more
people could be expected, meking a total of 30, Later starters might have boosted

would not have been enocugh to make the show a sucosss,
So, on the Tusaday before the date of the "do", we had to minm the painful decision
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Where did we go wreng? We fixed a rather later date than wsual to avald
a olash with the lambing season bwk, in doing so, we struck the between-seasons
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s ASHMAN has been @n $hw met 50 well list after a major operation in
rm%m-uwuumnn. "

%u—uhmmm“-mm,mmu
N.8.N., sea to « A year ar two Alex, was trensferred from Winton in the
deep south to Hmmilton; now he has further north - to Kerakawa.

¥ MORGAN (T in hospital recently f hemia but
in oxt ha T}“nu. p ly for a he operation

Welcams to new members of the Branch JACK GREEN and BILL HULTON. Jack is
living in Welbourne, where he runs "Kiwi Jack's Service®. Hopes to be at
Wanganul in 1972 for the National Reunion. Bill moved here from Wellingteon recently
and is living at Orewa.
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HERE S THAT MAN AGAIN.

The Treasurer (bless him) is the man who tries to keep the money flowing
into our Bank account so that there will be enough there to flow out again when
the bills have to be met, He usually manages to end the financial year with a
modest surplus or not too large a deficit. He reports that the present situstion
regarding financil members is about normal for this time of the year. About 508
of our subscription Incoms comes in during the first few months of the financial
year, either by mail or from payments at the Branch Reunion and other functions.

Then, in October or November, the Treasurer sends out accounts to those who have
not yet paid. This year's accounts went out a few weeks and quite a fow mem-
bers respoanded promptly; a lot of others (sbout 90 of you) have not yet heard
the call, Some few of those 90 unfinancial members will be hard up but, in most
cases, it is just forgetfulness- a disease that affects us all from tims to time.

We can't run the Branch on good intentions, so how about it you s
All we ask is that you send a dodlar bill (vith your name and address) to P.0,
Bax 13-058, Onehunga. The season of Goodwill is almost upon us. Get this little
Job attended to before you set out on your Anmual holdday. Christmas is the season
when we should think of those who are less fortumate than ourselves so, if you
have an extra dollar to two to spare, remssber that domations to our Welfare Fund
and Crete Fund are most acceptabls., Many of our members give generously to these
funds and we express our grateful thanks for all donations, large and small, that
have come in this year,

REFORT ON THE CRETE KIDS.

We reported earlier this year that our four original sponsorships through
the Save the Children Fund had either terminated or were likely to do so within
the next twelve momths. The Annual Meeting adopted a recommendatian that we sponsor
ane more child on the island of Crete, which mesans that we have wmdertaken to can-
tinue paying $60 per year for a further four or five years.

Here is the present position. The four kids we spmsored when they wers
12 or 13 years old have grown up. The two girls, ADRIANA and EVANGELIA, are both
married and (we hope) living happily ever after. The boys, CONSTANTINOS and
EMANUEL, have left school and are now self-supporting. A few manths back, S.C.F.
sent us another case history in respanse to our request and we have accepted
spansorship obligations for IOANNIS KALIOTZAKIS, aged 11, of Malems, Crete, ILike
the others, IOANNIS comes from a poor family in the area of Crete that is part
of the history of the 22nd Battalion,

We were the first New Zealanders to spomsor Crete children through 8.C.F,
We have done somsthing to help five children from the Maleme district and we have
been indirectly responsible for others from the same district finding N.Z. Spon-
sors. More case-histories were sent than we could handle and the kids we did not
select found other sponsors here, The few hurdred dollars we have sent over a
period of several years scarcely represents a major sacrifice on our part but it
is real money in terms of the cost of living standards of Cretgn peasant families,
Its value in terms of international understanding is beyond measurement.
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GAMAL AND FAROUK.

Thirty years ago, the lemon-squeemer hat had become a familiar sight
in the streets of Calro and, in the five years that followed, Egypt was home base
for thousands of Kiwi soldiers, We took over Maadi and Helwan, crowded into the
eleciric trains at Bab-el-louk 3tation, gaped at the Sphynx and the Fyramids,
wandered through the basaars and made the most of everything that Egypt had to
offer. Once we got used to the heat, the sand and the smells of Egypt, we found
the place quite fascinating and its people almost as interesting, We acquired a
grudging respect for the business acumen and low cunning of the strest-hawker
and the shoeshins boy., We almost lsarned to tolsrate the persistence of the
vendors of "feelthy" pictures and the young men who proclaimed the inexpensiveness
and standard of hygiene of their sisters. We found that George Wog had a sense
of humour and we somehow comtrived to like him while despising him simultanecusly.
Perhaps s sensed that he was the victim of an economic system based on extremss
of wealth and povery. It was not our problem but we could not help being mware

- We lmew nothing and cared less about Egyptian polities, except that
the Boes-man was King FAROUK. We imew all bout FAROUK and FARIDA, his Queen and
we paid FAROUK the smount of respect we thought was his due by singing our om
version of the Egyptian nationsl snthem every time we heard it played. It didn't
really matter who ruled Egypt becaus rtant only as a base for
British military operations a8 far as the British Army was emmndhrmml
could do what he liked as long as he did The

arise except on that ooccasion in 1942 when FAROUK decided that ROMMEL would be

coms

We knew nothing of a bloke called GAMAL ABDEL NASSER, who at the time
was & junior officer in Farouk's Army. like the Italians, they wore natty wiforms
but their reputation as a military fore) was about sero, We used to ses their
trucks dashing arcund the Canal Zone bu: we regarded them with supreme contempt.

Our war-time knowleadge of  and the Egyptians has made the post-War
history of that land (from the fall of FAROUK to the death of NASSER) of special
interest to us, FAROUK was allowed only seven years ifter the War in which to
grow richer and fatter before being given his marching orders. Young Lieutenant
NASSER became Lisutenant-Colonel NASIER, the brains behind the Army revelt which
idoked out first FAROUK and then the British. The Egyptian Army was at last
glven a chance to show its worth but th» results were exactly what we would have
predicted 30 years ago. It folded up in the face of the Anglo-French invasion
force in 1956 and crumpled again when the Israelis attached in the six-day War
of 1967, And what of the ordinary Egyptian - our friend Cecrge the Wog. Sad to
say, he's not really any better off than he was when we knew him. The rich may
not have got any richer but the poor are, if anything, poorer than before. They
loved NASSER as much as they hated FARCUK but it hasn't done them much goed. '
NASSER'S dreams of Arab leadership came to nothing and, in the process, he im-
poverished his own country and virtually handed it over to the Russians, exchanging
one foreign boss for snother. He nationalised the Sues Canal but now it lies idle
while the desert sands drift into it. The Army may have mnother go at the Isrselis
but the only certain thing 1is that they'll get walloped again, NASSER didn't do
any more for his country than FAROUK after all and poor old George deserved some-
thing better than that.



- =

I theught that the follewing resume of the comments frem twe mesbers of the
Welsh Regiment who were temperary visitors en a traiming course a short time
ago, could be of interest to 22nd members.

by the streng resistamce movements betmesn the battle frent and the Seviet
border and this is the only faet
far,
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Ineddentally, urmmhhm-nimnumhrvm-b -
Heag Keng, Darwin and then Ameklasl 4 twe 16 heur stwwhohes,

Nany of us will resall the march frem Caire te Alsx, 900 wiles in 3 days.

lﬂﬂﬂﬁ guite an experismee,
They had beth seen photos ntwr-h'dﬂunﬂn_dhq-ﬂhtm

They 414 net have much sense of hmmeur, though. I spetted a megre among their
mmber and asked was he a Welsh cetlminer. was teld, quite seriocusly, that
frem the
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GHOST STORY (Well its near Xmas when the wee folk walk)

In early 1941 the Luftwaffe turned their attention to Sues Canal -— the
ocanal and magnetic mines spelled trouble for the Top Brass, Acocordingly
a N,Z, Infantry Training Battalion was rushed to the Canal -- Ask Ack
duty, if you please — and spread along the length of the Canal, A
typical post was an officer and a platoen of infantry. One of our
duties was to light a gooseneck flare at a oertain point in the event of
an air reid.

To reach this partioular point one followed the Sues~Port Said Read for
several hundred yerds and then struck cut through a belt of trees and
soross the desert to a high sandhill. Now in these trees the Egyptian
Army had & sentxy post, and every man as he made his way through was
challengsd by said Wog sentry. No matter how well I had worked out

just where I would meet the sentry, that challenge never failed to throw
me. The challengs from the darkness, the knowledge that there was an
unseen rifle close to my stomaeh, and the bloke on the other end was
probably just as scared as I was, ncne of it helped one bit. I usually
started talking fast, "Saieeda, George, saieeda, [Kiwi, Kwyess. Kiwi. "

How do you reply to a Wog sentry? Nobody knew, But apparently he knew
to expeot us and nobody was shot — on either aside,

Onme night, sitting at the base of that sandhill, I spied movement far out
in the desert. Whatever it was, it was light coloured and coming towards
me. As I watched I realised there was scmething odd about this™thing™

It was floating =- ‘yes, that was it, it was floating along above the
ground, and still coming straight for me, I grebbed my rifle, remmed one
up the spout, and ducked behind the sandhill. Poked my head out for a
cauvtious shufty -- it still oame on, Now I could see, A man wrapped
in a white oloak, squatting, and definitely several feet abowe the ground,

Thoughts of Alladin's genie came to my mind, Magic carpets., Flying
earpets., That was it, flying carpets, and a genie, That good boek -—
the Infantry Training Mamual, laid it down that ground troops would engsge
low-flying aircraft. But mary a word about flying carpets. The mystexrious
east, rew troops, why, sh why, didn't someone provide for this situation.

toock another sautious leck as "it" reached the base of my sandhill and
todk off on & new bearing., ®"It" was only a few feet from me, It WAS ,
and he WAS wrepped in a white (near white) cloak - and he WAS
several feet above the ground - & member of the Desert Patrel,
his caxel was prectically inviaible in the darkness.

from the chamber of my rifle, BSaleeda, George, Hai-
Budyard Kipling's ghost gave an audible chuckle — or it
oould have been y'oame]l grunting,

-— - -
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A floating ' a goosensck flare, and me in the wildermess.






