A Note to the Reader
These reminiscen ces were written by Noel
Cook at the latter end of his life. He never
showed them to anyone and they remained
among his multitudin ous papers in spite of
several removals overseas. They exist as
rough pencil jottings along with
scribbles , shopping lists, a faint sketch
etc. He never spoke of his experienc es, in
common with other returned soldiers but
the injuries he received were a constant
reminder. It was typical of Noel that he
never sought a war pension until near the
end of his life.
The site of the Messines action has been
photograph ed in detail in 1991.

Bromley, Kent, U.K.

Peter N. Cook
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A Great Adventure
It was the morning of my ninth birthday and I -remember
my Grandma remarking "its as stiff .as a board".She was
talking about a large dead rat caught in a break-neck trap
she had set the night before. Without noticing me, she
lifted the rat out of the trap using a pair of tongs and
after wrapping it in an old copy of the "Police Gazette" she
deposited it in a huge dustbin which stood just outside the
kitchen door. My Grandpop kept copies of the Police Gazette
under his capacious bed; I had discovered them when,with
nothing better to do,I had investigat ed every nook and
cranny of that old house. I had exa!ined the Gazette with
avidity and in my formative years the paper was certainly
not meant for my innocent eyes. The front cover usually
displayed a large damsel with very little on which at that
time left me quite cold, but the pages within! well, I
wonder even now if our magazines and newspapers which leave
very little to the imaginatio n,could surpass them. There
were pictures and headings of stories which had great impact
on me; murder and mayhem were surely as evident as they are
to-day -anyhow my Grandpop thought it sufficient to keep ·
them under his bed,whilst in other rooms was displayed all
the current literature ,including a beautiful round table of
the Encyclopae dia Britannica wh i ch in those days-I'm talking
about 1906-was not in every middle class home.
As I've suggested, and at that time I didn't think it
odd, my Grandma slept in another room. She was very kind to
me although not too happy about my always wondering what
Grandad was up to. I was not aware then that she had no love
for Grandpa but she must have had once.When probably bored
with me she'd say,"he's very likely pottering about in the
garden~.Th at was my cue and I'd go search for him but I
never found him in the large garden of my temporary home.
First I'd better explain that my parents were in Fiji where
my father ran a newspaper and I was to remain and school in
New Zealand and the time I am telling you about was during
my school holidays. So, I'd head straight to where I knew
I'd find Grandpa and there he always was, in a big barn-like
structure in the garden. The great rafters of that barn
always fascinated me; it was more than a barn really, also a
buggy shed and storage place for junk accumulate d over, so
it seemed to me, hundreds of years. My Grandpop had been a
lawyer in Yorkshire England and I heard later that for some
reason I have not got round to even now, he left England
under a cloud and he'd brought all his nostalgic
appurtenan ces with him that didn't fit in ~ith New Zealand
requireme nts. But apparently the most adaptable and useful
old world gear was that necessary for the distillatio n of
whiskey or spirits and he'd transporte d that whole. In a
corner of the immense barn and carefully separated from the
junk and screened off like a latter-day back room private
den, the mass of pipes in gleaming tubular steel met my gaze
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again(! had seen this all before but had never seen Grandpa
in action).The distillery was really working and Grandpa,
not a bit concerned on seeing me there said words to this
effect, "Yes, Jimmy, things are going well!" He was
perspiring and I felt the heat too from a stove whi~h for
the first time was in full blast.Can you imagine the effect
of seeing the intricacy of those shining pipes and of
hearing the faint gurgles of the bubbling liquid? I watched
the perspiring face of Grandpop, a great scientist I
thought, as he anxiously surveyed and almost counted the
clear drops of liquid that appeared at the end of a pipe and
fell into some coppery vessel. I had no idea what all this
was about and didn't worry too much at the time. There was
another concoction Grandpa produced and which he and ·
1
Grandma drank at every meal time that ·1 know now was beer,
whilst I was given Ginger Beer, also home brewed, and a
wonderful thirst quencher it was which I remember to this
day, but then of course I had never heard of whiskey or gin
or rum except by being able to read the words.
'
My Grandpop was a very kind man too, though of variable
moods; and his not sleeping in the same room as my Grandma
being different from my parents even then. I knew that
everything was not right in the household although a more .
amiable atmosphere could never be desired. Everything was so
comfortable and my Grandparents on the surface were the
epitome of politeness to each other.
Every day my Grandfather harnessed up Grace the mare
who to me was quite active and young-being a horse-but I was
told she was all of twenty years old and he had acquired her
when she first arrived in New Zealand aged five years. He
would drive,with me seated beside him, teaching me much
about the flowers along the wayside, the trees and shrubs,
the different farms we passed and the crops they grew, the
hedgerows and the animal life and the songs of the birds;
and then there was the river, a wonderful sight, and I
learned where it made its way flowing into which sea. These
were the horse and buggy days and everything so pleasant on
the drives I remember. Sometimes he would meet people he
knew or he would stop old Grace to talk to a stranger in the
district: "Swaggies'' he called them and then he would pull
from under the seat a bottle of amber liquid which sparkled
in the sunlight and I got the feeling that liquid gold was
at Grandpop's fingertips. He would also produce an enamel
cup and give the stranger a drink; he would not drink
himself but seemed to get every satisfaction at the sublime
look of gratification that even I could see, that came on
the faces of the beneficiaries. Then on we'd go and the clip
clop of old Graces' hooves on the dirt roads was very
pleasant to hear.
In the town, Foxton, near the river, the buggy would be
halted and I had the intense satisfaction of holding Grace
until Grandpa had made the visits that required this three
mile or so journey from his home. Sometimes he would let me
hold the reins outside the hotel where he'd retire for a
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while; he "had to see someone" and would always come back in
a very loquacious mood:"Jimmy, those chaps don't know what
they're selling! Terrible stuff! Your old Grandpop could
double their trade." Then perhaps we'd trundle on after many
"how do ye do's'' to many passers-by and including the local
policeman standing just outside the Police Station; he was a
special friend. We'd leave Grace tied to a post and Sergeant
White, whom I held in great awe(to me he was a mountain of a
man-but probably only ordinary), showed me the cells with
the bars and also from his desk I'd get the frightening
glimpse of handcuffs and there was much joviality between
the two before the Sergeant bid us good-bye, and with a
hearty slap on Grace's flank we set of on the round trip for
home.
Grandma was always outside the front door to greet us;
usually she held sewing or knitting and sometimes had pins
in her teeth. Even then I thought that Grandma was so
pleased to see us back but still couldn't believe that we
had returned-she always seemed to have a look of continual
wonder on her face. Grace was put out in the four-acre
paddock and I was sent inside to get ready for tea whilst
Grandpop would invariably return to the garden, which meant
the barn, where probably he had adjustments to make to the
complicated system of machinery which was going full blast.
Tea was always a happy affair for me; both my
Grandparents saw that my every want was satisfied and I was
allowed to stay up until seven-thirty. The kitchen with its
stove and kerosene lamps was cosy and warm. A gramophone
stood in a corner and Grandpa would play a record or two,
which, to say the least, was an absolute wonder to me. I
remember one record, it was a laughing record; a few words I
cannot remember but all the rest was just laughter. Both
Grandpop and Grandma laughed too and I laughed so
uproariously that their dear old tabbie cat, I remember,
looked at me rather reprovingly and then, wonder of wonders,
started to laugh too! My room was next to Grandpop and he'd
see me up, light the candle and see me to bed and then
Grandma would come up and take the candle to her room across
the landing. Then I'd hear her go downstairs and hear them
say a word or two and then he'd say, "Well, I'll just go for
a little stroll round the garden. You go to bed dear and
I'll see you in the morning, good-night." "Good-night" she'd
say and it was good-night to me and I'd be in dreamland in
no time in my comfortable bed. The dreams were varied and
sometimes vivid, especially one night when I thought someone
was shaking my bed to and fro and I screamed and awoke in
the gloom, my door opened and there stood Grandpa in his
night-gown, a candle in his hand and surprisingly not only
my bed but the whole house was shaking and creaking.
"It's all right, my boy, it's only a tremor." An
earthquake! Then there was a terrific shake and immediately
a crash down below and I jumped out of bed and followed
Grandpa down still creaking stairs. It was quiet when we
reached the kitchen and there was a shambles there; the
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heavily laden dresser had fallen and broken crockery was
strewn all over the floor. Grandma had arrived and with her
arm about me assured me that it could have been much worse.
It was back to bed and next morning Grace was harnessed to
the buggy and Grandpop and I were on the way to town again
to assess the damage. The town clock and rubble was strewn
across· the street and many brick chimneys were down. There
were a few big cracks in the main thoroughfare but although
it was agreed it had been a nerve-wracking night fortunately
no-one had been hurt. There had been many tremors before the
one that awakened me and then there was the big jolt that
had done most of the damage.
(The scribbled pencilled notes ~n<l with "Luckily there
had been no casualties and ... "). Dad did tell me once that
at his school he had asked to be excused from the
classroom(Please sir, can I be excused sir) and on his way
to the W.C's across the playground he experienced another
tremor when he saw the school chimneys topple and the ground
crack. Perhaps you'd know where this was Nancy.(Palmerston
North?)

;:.

The following notes I've titled(from his first lines)
"A Great Adventure" . Dad did tell my brother andt,jea little
about the tragic incident in the First World War when he got
a ''b l ighty" wound but lost his good friends, and also about
the German prisoner. Boris and I were both very young: I
think at bedtime story age and we read Chums Annual and
probably inquired about the war in that spirit and we
enjoyed the bits about the mills bomb and the prisoner's kiss of
gratitude. The scene stayed with me though making a deeper
impression than I could have imagined particular ly the bit
about the farewell letters and wishes. I think he was
scribbling these notes upstairs at Inchmery Road Catford
where he was busy with his many Maori motif paintings. They
are very rough and perhaps he would have developed them. He
also had to recall some of his experience for his war
pension. However we have now visited the battlefiel ds of
that terrible war, generally the Somme(Vi llers-Bretto neux
AIF Cemetery, Corbie, Albert, Beaumont-H amel)to Arras, then
Vimy Ridge, Armentiere s and Flanders(Y pres salient)an d
particular ly Messines Ridge. We have been in the trenches
full of atmosphere and walked through the sad, beautiful
cemeteries so terrible in size and simplicity . We have
spoken to David Friedman of Rainham Kent who is writing a
book on the Messines battle and to the curator of the museum
at Messines, M. Albert Ghekiere. From various books and maps
and a grand contour map of the battlefiel d at Messines just
before the mine explosions and the attack I was able to
locate Dad's position with the 2nd Auckland Battalion in the
trenches which faced the Germans(U hlans) and their trench
and pill-boxes on the ridge. The Steenbeck Stream ran
between them. The field of the shelling of the platoon is
pictured and it is not difficult even now to find remnants
of that battle.
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The Great Adventure (2)
My elder brother had been wounded in Gallipoli and again at
the Somme so I had to go to the great adventure and altering
my age slightly was accepted and not surprisingly as the
mounting casualties from the battles filled many pages of
the newspapers. Training was speeded up and I found myself
six months later in the heart of Salisbury Plains England
and after a twenty-four hour leave in London I went across
the channel to spend a dark ominous night on "One Blanket
Hill" Boulogne. After that cold one-blanket night we went to
Etaples, the staging camp where we learned the first reality
that you could be killed by Germans. We moved to a quiet
sector at Armentieres where veterans of the Somme battles
were in charge of our welfare and we were allocated dugouts
and bays that very evening in 1916. Our Sergeant Roberts
warned us "There's always a strafe about 6am every morning
here, the morning hate; our guns go and Jerry replies so
this is what you do-See this fire-step? That's to stand on
so you can look over and see if they come. But what you do,
as soon as they start their strafe, is get under this fire
step and stay there until it stops." When the usual morning
firing started we did as advised and felt like staying there
but on seeing the veterans still sauntering about
nonchalantly we began to ignore this precaution. Then a
shell landed in the next bay and I saw my first deadie, just
lying there. He was a veteran of the Somme and a brother of
a young fellow in my platoon who was undergoing his baptism
of fire(later I had to restrain him from bayoneting my
German prisoner) .
I can remember some relaxing days at Ploegsteert in the
summer of 1916 when the sector was quiet. When it was warm
the lice would bite however and even after a session of
de-lousing the next morning you were as lice-ridden as ever.
A few singular incidents remain clear.There were two
brothers in the same unit in the same bay and one of them,
lifting his Lewis gun to another position accidentally shot
the other. And one of my pals was on look-out when we heard the
explosion of a mortar bomb: Ginger just fell at my feet as a
tiny splinter had gone through his brain. There was a minute
puncture, no bigger than a pin-head, on his brow when we
searched for a cause.
When darkness fell we had our jobs to do and to do quietly
as the enemy trenches were only twenty-five yards away in some
parts. There was the listening post, alone and just a few
yards forward from our own front line. You kept down with
any available protection from the raking German machine guns,
rifle fire and shrapnel. You heard the ricochet of bullets
coming off the wire or the crack of a bullet aimed right at
you. You could tell it was aimed at you by the crack; the
others giving a hissing noise you ignored. There you were, a
black prone figure, in winter on an oilsheet sometimes in
the snow, listening. If you heard the enemy repairing his
wire or noticed any movement you crawled back to the trench
and passed on the word and our machine gunners would
pin-point the spot and hell would break loose once again as
the enemy retaliated.
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Then there was sentry duty. I was alone in the blackest
of nights,standing in mud and water almost to my armpits,
about me a fantastic dead world. It was our intention to
send gas over; one had little hope of surviving the
resultant retaliation by an indignant enemy and I was then
envying the rats dug in although I vouch that millions of
those great rats that infested our dugouts died in resulting
barrages from friend and foe alike. Anyhow that night I envied
them and thought of how they got at your feet or snuggled beside
you in the comparative safety of your dugout. There was one
that patrolled our parapet we called Joe(Parapet Joe) and
some, big as cats, would stand on their hind legs upon my
shoulders reaching for the bread that was put on the top of
the beams supporting our low dugout roof. The gas was sent
over but the wind changed and it blew back on our own
troops.
There was a chore in the support trenches(the quiet
line Estaires-Fleurbaix):it was my job to collect an
immense iron container full of hot soup from the cookhouse
and carry it over the duckboards, shell holes and trenches,
with the staccato of machine guns and flares against a
leaden sky.The container was strapped to my shoulder and
with my other equipment I made this hazardous journey over
slippery and sometimes non-existent duckboards up to the
lookouts in the front lines. The job was to arrive intact
and although one night I arrived in a semi-drowned state
through being immersed in mud and water in an invisible
shell-hole, I managed to stay upright and arrived at the
front line covered in mud but the soup was still warm and
nourishing. Then back to my kneeling high dugout with the
knowledge of a job done and my dugout colleagues oblivious
of my wet and very muddy entrance, and no sound but the sawing
of a rat who had been investigating the rafters. Surprisingly,
sleep again until stand-to.
We were mending the support trenches right back to
reserves where three nights shelling had damaged some of the
saps. There was an almighty explosion close by and a piece
of what looked like a wig with flesh adhering to it hit me
right in the face and my nearest sapper fell down dead hit
by I found out afterwards, a great hunk of "Plum Pudding".
The Germans had found with one whizz-bang a great dump of
what we called "Plum Puddings" or great round mortar shells
and the lot had gone up and in pieces: some of the
twenty-five men working there were never found for
burial.The Plum Pudding was put in a mortar gun and had
attached to it a long steel handle, something like a German
minenwerfer, and could be seen going across. It burst on
contact and then the handle usually flew back with swishing
sounds and the force of it could decapitate one and many
did. There was another mortar we had called "The Flying Pig"
and it was sent by another mortar gun and you'd hear it go
over and your imagination ran riot wondering how deep it was
going; in the soft soil it seemed ages before the
explosion-like a miniature mine-and you could imagine the
German dugouts with their occupants were blown up. But on
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the receivin g end we dreaded the minenwe rfer, the huge
German mortar, not only for the unholy noise it made on
bursting bu~ for its ear piercing paraboli c course through
the sky at night and the many pieces of it that were
searchin g us out. Its effect was diminish ed by ones ability
to see it but asleep you and your dugouts were demolish ed if
the range was right.
Training for my first raid took place back of the
~
lines. Then we went over, battalio n strength , eight ~p~nd
of us and my platoon mate who had lost a brother on the
first day remember , showed no mercy on the more scared
Germans who were the subjects of the attack and had been
thorough ly demorali sed by what was said to have been the
most intensiv e barrage before a raid in the whole war. I got
myself a prisoner , or I should say he attached himself to
me, on his knees. My friend wanted to bayonet him too but I
prevente d him with a similar threat aimed at himself. We
were now in the German support trenches and it was time to
retrace our steps to our own lines., our mission having been
accompl ished. We had to speedily return through a barrage
directed by a now thorough ly infuriat ed enemy. I beat my
prisoner to the seeming safety of our own front line trench
and he as scared as me, fell right on top of me in a
dilapida ted and shell-st ricken trench. I got him in what
remained of a dugout and then I discover ed that a shell
splinter had gone right through my shoulder . There was
hardly any bleeding , just a trickle of drying up blood where
it had entered and departed . The spew of shells and the
lumps of dirt continue d for some time and it was then my
prisoner proffere d me his pocket book in which I conjectu red
were the photos of his wife and family.
The barrage lifted and I, more consciou s of my duty,
beckoned the German to follow me. At the entrance to
supports ( trenches were front line, supports and reserves and
linked .. ed)was a first-aid station where all the survivin g
members of the raiding party were doled out with a nifty tot
of rum and the wounded prisoner s were also to be given a
nip. I had mine and offered one to my prisoner , but he, poor
fellow, pointed to his cheek and opened his mouth and
pointed to the rum and then to me, so I had it. The Sergeant
Major, a little further on in the sap was checking on the
returnee s and white faced and shaking he muttered "Good
work, boy". I must have been much more relaxed than he and I
put it down to the rum. Heading back to the dressing station
my prisoner and I were joined by some of my platoon and we
all were somewhat elated in coming through intact after
another raid. One wanted to put a Mills Bomb, minus the pin,
in my prisone r's pocket; this I restrain ed him from doing so
I really saved my prisone r's life twice that morning. That
the German had understo od what had been going on I didn't
realise until the moment I handed him over to medical care.
Before I could get away he flung both arms around me and
kissed me so I gather he must have realised his debt to me.
I was blushing when I left but was glad that he was a
certaint y to go home to his loved ones he had shown me in
his collecti on of photogra phs from his pocket book that
morning.
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We had a rest behind the lines when ve tasted champagne
at six francs a bottle. I won the welterweig ht boxing
championsh ip of the brigade and a prize of 250francs and
entertaine d all my platoon mates with champagne. Then there
was more training in a big ground at Etaples(Ea t Apples, we
called the town). Large relief models of battlefiel d
objectives were drawn up in a field and after studying them
we were reviewed by General Haig-how we hated those turn outs
-and then General Plumer; I remember him a funny little man in
staff dress and white moustachio s: a comical appearanc e-its
really humorous when you think of it now. This was all in
preparatio n for a few days in the trenches at Messines.
It was early June 1917. I was in the reserve trenches
which were almost on the same height as Messines which lay on
a ridge across a low wide valley. A small stream ran through
the valley(the Steenbeek) and no man's land. The German
defenders (Uhlans) were entrenched along the ridge between
us and the town and there were pill boxes about 440yds from
us. When required we would have to move down the slope, cross
the stream, get through the wire(our artillery having made
gaps we hoped) and advance towards the ridge.
We were to go over with the third wave in platoon order
-that is, not spread out, but as if we were marching on route
in fours. I was to be officer's observer; he was a nice chap
(lieutenan t Armitage?) and apparently thought I was reasonably
intelligen t. Anyway the waiting was the most harrowing ordeal,
I can vouch for that
During the night there was a short summer storm and a
heavy fall of rain. Later the artillery began shelling the ridge
and machine guns were firing from both sides with a few flares
against a clearing moonlit sky and then stand to. There were
some glimmering s of dawn very early on June 7th. We'd had
little sleep and were all lousy; we had been for days. It
was possible from a part of the line, to hear some nightingal es
singing for a moment before a lone plane flew low over our
support trenches and over the eighty thousand men in position
ready to make the assault. Then a mysterious quiet and more
flares appeared in the sky above the German lines when our
ridge seemed to sway as in an earthquake , and the ridge of
Messines ahead rose as an enormous black mass of smoke and
earth illuminate d by a red and orange glow. The mines prepared
for two years by our engineers had exploded under the enemy
forces and with that all of our artillery opened fire.and our
objective was a cloud of fire and smoke as we clambered over
our now dry revetemen ts and in platoon order moved down the
slope across the forward trenches towards the stream and tangled
wire. We had not advanced two hundred yards when we ran into
a barrage of 5.9 shells which exploded right and left of us
The German artillery had not been completely silenced and
had been expecting the attack. Shrapnel burst overhead and
a shell fell close behind me
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My position had been a little forward of the platoon
and when I turned and faced them they were all spread out in
agonised positions. One mate near me said "Remember me to
my girl, Cookie"; another requested I look up his Mum and
another handed me his rifle and screamed "shoot me" then
died before I could help him. With the smoke and smell of
burning flesh and the churned up ground already reddened
with blood, the groans and screams of the dying, and the
continual shelling I could not believe I was alive. For a
moment sounds drifted away and my Lieutenant pointed towards
a trench and told me to get into it. The red hot shell
splinters of which I had been liberally sprinkled along with
the sickening smell gave me the impression of mustard gas or
liquid fire but the smell was of death and I weakened and
fell to the ground. My friend, a sergeant I had known from
early days in the platoon, told me to tear my shirt and
apply tourniquets to my legs; I had been severely hit
through both ankles and the right knee. He then went on and
I crawled to the trench and fell seven feet to the dry
duckboards. Men were traversing the sap and flung me into a
bay where there was no traffic. The sounds of screaming and
exploding shells continued and I gazed up at the column of
brightening sky and felt very much alone. Suddenly a great
dark shape of the front of a tank reared up into my limited
view only a few yards from me and nosed in with most of the
trench.
I was dazed, somewhat numbed but my skin was burning
from the splinters. I was not completely sure as to what had
happened. I was to learn after that the 5.9 that got my
platoon had killed sixteen and wounded twenty-three of my
mates. As I lay in the trench I could not believe all I had
seen and became anxious to rejoin my platoon. I blacked out
a couple of times through loss of blood but remember a plane
flying low along the line of the trench. It came right above
me and got caught in the barrage and the pilot fell out as
his machine seemed to shudder and disintegrate. A shell must
have gone right through it and then carried on to burst on
the ground.
Four German prisoners of war, under surveillance,
arrived to carry me to the dressing station. By then our
troops had occupied Messines but casualties had been heavy.
Initially the enemy had lost around ten thousand men from
the artillery barrage and the explosion from nineteen of the
twenty-five loaded mines. Our troops in disciplined order
were not spread out and were also held up as they tried to
avoid shell holes and the massive craters of the ridge so
they presented a target as they advanced to occupy their
objective. I believe we lost 17000 men; why? one asks now.
There was in those days a rather vague(but implicit) code of
behaviour before even(wondrously) a lance corporal and the
acceptance or subservience as we understand it became most
accentuated to the higher grades of seniority. How many good
and sincere souls were sacrificed at the altar of authority:
"theirs not to reason why--".
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The German stretcher bearers hoisted me over G3s Trench
and soon we passed our little group; I recognised it from
one of my mates half buried in the earth with his tunic and
equipment forced up and revealing his money belt loaded with
badges-th at I had admired! Poor old Peter Nelson. There were
others in one piece but unrecognis able now as their faces
were blackened by sudden death and the blood draining away.
As I passed that dead group-min e-I picked up a great clod of
dry earth as we traversed a shell hole and hurled it at the
German bearer ahead of me and cried out "You bastards!" . I
did not hit him fortunatel y because soon after I felt
ashamed. I had lost a lot of blood and only had obfuscator y
views of what went on.
There was the sun, and the smell of blood heated by the
sun and again the smell of death and then there were voices
and the living smell of the dressing station where there
were thousands of wounded and I revived somewhat. My stretcher
was deposited next to a man who was trying to tear
blood-soak ed bandages from his head. I held his hand-on
direction from an overworked orderly. I have a vivid
recollecti on of a German, a fine looking man, smoking a
cigarette with his right arm from where the elbow should
have been in bloodstain ed shreds. He smiled at me and I know
now that he was glad to be out of it, minus an arm.
I have vague recollecti ons of being dressed by many
doctors in this chateau; dressings done only to ensure safe
transport to hospital, and of being hoisted into a field
ambulance and I'll swear it was raining. I was placed on the
lower tier on the left and was driven away to where I knew
not. That was June 17th 1917 and that vow was incorrect as
it was a record hot day and no rain fell.
I had many operations in the 2nd Australian Base
Hospital at Boulogne. When the nurse cut my blood-dren ched
clothing away from me she found a blood-stai ned 5 franc
note, all that remained of my boxing prize. I thought about
my friends and was ready to"go"agai n but the wounds were
blighty ones and I finished up the war at Tidworth camp in
England. I had hoped to get in the Observer Corps-anyt hing
to get above the mud-but the Armistice came and all I could
do was drink on the ground; and drink and drink to forget
for a while this crazy world.

.A Note to the Reader
These reminiscences were written by Noel
Cook at the latter end of his life. He never
showed them to anyone and they remained
among his multitudinous papers in spite of
several removals overseas. They exist as
rough pencil jottings along with
scribbles, shopping lists, a faint sketch
etc. He never spoke of his experiences, in
common with other returned soldiers but
the injuries he received were a constant
reminder. It was typical of Noel that he
never sought a war pension until near the
end of his life.
The site of the Messines action has been
photographed in detail in 1991.
Peter N. Cook
Bromley, Kent, U.K
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A Grea t Adve nture
It was the morn ing of my ninth birth day and I
·remem ber
my Grand ma rema rking "its as stiff .as a board ".She
was
talki ng abou t a large dead rat caugh t in a break
-neck trap
she had set the nigh t befo re. With out notic ing
me, she
lifte d the rat out of the trap using a pair of
tongs and
after wrap ping it in an old copy of the "Poli ce
Gaze tte" she
depo sited it in a huge dustb in which stood just
outsi de the
kitch en door. My Grand pop kept copie s of the Polic
e Gaze tte
unde r his capac ious bed; I had disco vered them
when ,vith
nothi ng bette r to do,I had inve stiga ted every
nook and
crann y of that old house . I had exa!i ned the Gaze
tte with
avid ity and in my form ative years the pape r was
certa inly
not mean t for my innoc ent eyes. The front cove
r usual ly
displ ayed a large dams el with very littl e on which
at that
time left me quite cold, but the pages withi n!
well, I
wond er even now if our maga zines and news paper
s which leave
very littl e to the imag inatio n,cou ld surpa ss them.
There
were pictu res und headi ngs of stori es which had
great impa ct
on me; murd er and mayhe m were surel y as evide nt
as they are
to-da y -anyh ow my Grand pop thoug ht it suffi cien
t to keep ·
them unde r his bed,w hilst in other rooms was displ
ayed all
the curre nt liter ature ,incl udin g a beau tiful round
table of
the Ency clopa edia Brita nnica which in those daysI'm talki ng
abou t 1906- was not in every midd le class home
.
As I've sugg ested , and at that time I didn 't think
it
odd, my Grand ma slept in anoth er room. She was
very kind to
me altho ugh not too happy abou t my alway s wond
ering what
Grand ad was up to. I was not aware then that she
had no love
for Grand pa but she must have had once. When proba
bly bored
with me she'd say," he's very likel y potte ring abou
t in the
garde n~'.T hat was my cue and I'd go searc h for
him but I
neve r found him in the large garde n of my temp
orary home.
Firs t I'd bette r expla in that my paren ts were
in Fiji where
my fathe r ran a newsp aper and I was to rema in
and schoo l in
New Zeala nd and the time I am telli ng you abou
t was
my schoo l holid ays. So, I'd head strai ght to where durin g
I knew
I'd find Grand pa and there he alway s was, in a
big barn -like
struc ture in the garde n. The grea t rafte rs of
that barn
al ways fasci nated me; it was more• than a barn
reall y, also a
buggy shed arrd stora ge place for junk accum ulate
d over, so
it seeme d t i -~e, hund reds of years . My Grand pop
had been a
lawy er in York shire Engla nd and I heard later
that for some
reaso n I have not got round to even now, he left
unde r a cloud and he'd broug ht all his nosta lgic Engla nd
appu rtena nces with him that didn 't fit in ~ith
New Zeala nd
requi reme nts. But appa rentl y the most adap table
and usefu l
old world gear was that neces sary for the disti
llati on of •
whisk ey or spiri t's and he'd trans porte d that
whol e. In a
corn er of the imme nse barn and care fully sepa
rated from the
junk and scree ned off like a latte r-day back
room priva te
den, the mass of pipes in gleam ing tubu lar steel
met my gaze
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aga in( ! had see n thi s all bef
ore but had nev er see n Gra ndp
a
in act ion ).T he dis till ery was
rea lly wor kin g and Gra ndp a,
not a bit con cer ned on see ing
me the re sai d wor ds to thi s
eff ect , "Ye s, Jim my, thi ngs
are goi ng we ll!" He was
per spi rin g and I fel t the hea
t
the fir st tim e was in ful l bla too from a sto ve whi ~h for
st.C an you ima gin e the eff ect
of see ing the int ric acy of tho
se shi nin g pip es and of
hea rin g the fai nt gur gle s of
the bub blin g liq uid ? I wat che
d
the per spi rin g fac e of Gra ndp
op, a gre at sci ent ist I
tho ugh t, as he anx iou sly sur
vey
cle ar dro ps of liq uid tha t app ed and alm ost cou nte d the
ear ed at the end of a pip e and
fel l int o som e cop per y ves sel
. I had no ide a wha t all thi
was abo ut and did n't wor ry too
s
muc h at the tim e. The re was
ano the r con coc tion Gra ndp a pro
duc ed and whi ch he and
Gra ndm a dra nk at eve ry mea l
tim e thA t -I kno w now was bee
r,
wh ilst I was giv en Gin ger Bee
r, als o hom e bre wed , and a
wo nde rfu l thi rst que nch er it
was whi ch I rem emb er to thi s
day , but the n of cou rse I had
nev er hea rd of whi ske y or gin
or rum exc ept by bei ng abl e
to rea d the wor ds.
•
My Gra ndp op was a ver y kin d
man too , tho ugh of var iab le
moo ds; and his not sle epi ng
in the sam e roo m as my Gra ndm
a
bei ng dif fer ent from my par ent
s eve n the n. I kne w tha t
eve ryt hin g was not rig ht in
the hou seh old alth oug h a mor
e.
am iab le atm osp her e cou ld nev
er be des ire d. Eve ryth ing was
com for tab le and my Gra ndp are
so
nts on the sur fac e wer e the
epi tom e of pol ite nes s to eac
h oth er.
Eve ry day my Gra ndf ath er har
nes sed up Gra ce the mar e
who to me was qui te act ive and
you
ng- bei ng a hor se- but I was
tol d she was all of twe nty yea
rs old and he had acq uir ed her
whe n she fir st arr ive d in New
Zea lan d age d fiv e yea rs. He
wou ld dri ve, wit h me sea ted bes
ide him , tea chi ng me muc h
abo ut the flo we rs alo ng the
wa ysi de, the tre es and shr ubs
the dif fer ent farm s we pas sed
,
and the cro ps the y gre w, the
hed ger ows and the ani ma l lif
e
and the n the re was the riv er, and the son gs of the bir ds;
lea rne d whe re it mad e its way a wo nde rfu l sig ht, and I
wer e the hor se and bug gy day flo win g int o whi ch sea . The se
s and eve ryt hin g so ple asa nt
on
the dri ves I rem emb er. Som etim
es he wou ld mee t peo ple he
kne w or he wou ld sto p old Gra
ce
di str ict : "Sw agg ies" he cal led to tal k to a stra nge r in the
them and the n he wou ld pul l
from und er the sea t a bo ttle
of amb er liq uid whi ch spa rkl
in the sun lig ht and I got the
ed
fee lin g tha t liq uid gol d was
at Gra ndp op' s fin ger tip s. He
wou ld als o pro duc e an ena mel
cup and giv e the stra nge r a
dri nk; he wou ld not dri nk
him sel f bu~ ~ee me d to get eve
ry
loo k of gra tifi cat ion tha t eve sat isf act ion at the sub lim e
the fac es of the ben efi cia rie n I cou ld see , tha t cam e on
s. The n on we' d go and the cli
clo p of old Gra ces ' hoo ves on
p
the dir t roa ds was ver y
ple asa nt to hea r.
In the tow n, Fox ton , nea
hal ted and I had the int ens e r the riv er, the bug gy wou ld be
sat
un til Gra ndp a ha<l mad e the vis isf act ion of hol din g Gra ce
its tha t req uir ed thi s thr ee
mil e or so jou rne y from his
hom
hol d the rei ns out sid e the hot e. Som etim es he wou ld let me
el whe re he' d ret ire for a
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while; he uhad to see someone '' and would always come back in
a very loquaci ous mood:"J immy, those chaps don't know what
they're selling ! Terribl e stuff! Your old Grandpo p could
double their trade." Then perhaps we'd trundle on after many
"how do ye do's" to many passers -by and includi ng the local
policem an standin g just outside the Police Station ; he was a
special friend. We'd leave Grace tied to a post and Sergean t
White, whom I held in great awe(to me he was a mounta in of a
man-but probabl y only ordina ry), showed me the cells with
the bars and also from his desk I'd get the frighte ning
glimpse of handcu ffs and there was much joviali ty between
the two before the Sergean t bid us good-by e, and with a
hearty slap on Grace's flank we set of on the round trip for
home.
Grandma was always outside the front door to greet us;
usually she held sewing or knittin g and sometim es had pins
in her teeth. Even then I though t that Grandma was so
pleased to see us back but still couldn 't believe that we
had returne d-she always seemed to have a look of continu al
wonder on her face. Grace was put out in the four-ac re
paddock and I was sent inside to get ready for tea whilst
Grandpo p would invaria bly return to the garden, which meant
the barn, where probabl y he had adjustm ents to make to the
complic ated system of machin ery which was going full blast.
Tea was always a happy affair for me; both my
Grandp arents saw that my every want was satisfi ed and I was
allowed to stay up until seven- thirty. The kitchen with its
stove and kerosen e lamps was cosy and warm. A gramoph one
stood in a corner and Grandpa would play a record or two,
which, to say the least, was an absolut e wonder to me. I
remembe r one record, it was a laughin g record; a few words I
cannot rememb er but all the rest was just laughte r. Both
Grandpo p and Grandma laughed too and I laughed so
uproari ously that their dear old tabbie cat, I rememb er,
looked at me rather reprovi ngly and then, wonder of wonder s,
started to laugh too! My room was next to Grandpo p and he'd
see me up, light the candle and see me to bed and then
Grandma would come up and take the candle to her room across
the landing . Then I'd hear her go downst airs and hear them
say a word or two and then he'd say, "Well, I'll just go for
a little stroll round the garden. You go to bed dear and
I'll see you in the morning , good-n ight." "Good- night" she'd
say and it was good-n ight to me and I'd be in dreamla nd in
no time in
comfor table bed. The dreams were varied and
sometim es vivid, especia lly one night when I thought someone
was shaking
bed to and fro and I screame d and awoke in
the gloom, my door opened and there stood Grandpa in his
night-g own, a candle in his hand and surpris ingly not only
my bed but the whole house was shaking and creakin g.
"It's all right, my boy, it's only a tremor. " An
earthqu ake! Then· there was a terrifi c shake and immedi ately
a crash down below and I jumped out of bed and followe d
•
Grandpa down still creakin g stairs. It was quiet when we
reached the kitchen and there was a shamble s there; the
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heavily laden dresser had fallen and broken crockery was
strewn all over the floor. Grandma had arrived and with her
arm about me assured me that it could have been much worse.
It was back to bed and next morning Grace was harnessed to
the buggy and Grandpop and I were on the way to town again
to assess the damage. The town clock and rubble was strewn
across· the street and many brick chimneys were down. There
were a few big cracks in the main thoroughfare but although
it was agreed it had been a nerve-wrackin g night fortunately
no-one had been hurt. There had been many tremors before the
one that awakened me and then there was the big jolt that
had done most of the damage.
(The scribbled pencilled notes ~n<l with "Luckily there
had been no casualties and ... "). Dad did tell me once that
at his school he had asked to be excused from the
classroom(Ple ase sir, can I be excused sir) and on his way
to the W.C's across the playground he experienced another
tremor when he saw the school chimneys topple and the ground
crack. Perhaps you'd know where this was Nancy.(Palmer ston
North?)

•

The following notes I've titled(from his first lines)
"A Great Adventure". Dad did tell my brother andmea little
about the tragic incident in the First World War when he got
a ''blighty" wound but lost his good friends, and also about
the German prisoner. Boris and I were both very young: I
think at bedtime story age and we read Chums Annual and
probably inquired about the war in that spirit and we
enjoyed the bits about the mills bomb and the prisoner's kiss of
gratitude. The scene stayed with me though making a deeper
impression than I could have imagined particularly the bit
about the farewell letters and wishes. I think he was
scribbling these notes upstairs at Inchmery Road Catford
where he was busy with his many Maori motif paintings. They
are very rough and perhaps he would have developed them. He
also had to recall some of his exp~rience for his war
pension. However we have now visited the battlefields of
that terrible war, generally the Somrne(Viller s-Brettoneux
AIF Cemetery, Corbie, Albert, Beaumont-Ham el)to Arras, then
Vimy Ridge, Armentieres and Flanders(Ypre s salient)and
particularly Messines Ridge. We have been in the trenches
full of atmosphere and walked through the sad, beautiful
cemeteries so terrible in size and simplicity. We have
spoken to David Friedman of Rainham Kent who is writing a
book on the Messines battle and to the curator of the museum
at Messines, M. Albert Ghekiere. From various books and maps
and a grand contour map of the battlefield at Messines just
before the mine explosions and the attack I was able to
locate Dad's position with the 2nd Auckland Battalion in the
trenches which faced the Germans(Uhlan s) and their trench
and pill-boxes on the ridge. The Steenbeck Stream ran
between them. The field of the shelling of the platoon is
pictured and it is not difficult even now to find remnants
of that battle.

•
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The Great Adventure (2)
My elder brother had been wounded in Gallipoli and again at
the Somme so I had to go to the great adventure and altering
my age slightly was accepted and not surprisingly as the
mounting casualties from the battles filled many pages of
the newspapers. Training was speeded up and I found myself
six months later in the heart of Salisbury Plains England
and after a twenty-four hour leave in London I went across
the channel to spend a dark ominous night on "One Blanket
Hill" Boulogne. After that cold one-blanket night we went to
Etaples, the staging camp where we learned the first reality
that you could be killed by Germans. We moved to a quiet
sector at Armentieres where veterans of the Somme battles
were in charge of our welfare and we were allocated dugouts
and bays that very evening in 1916. Our Sergeant Roberts
warned us "There's always a strafe about 6am every morning
here, the morning hate; our guns go and Jerry replies so
this is what you do-See this fire-step? That's to stand on
so you can look over and see if they come. But what you do,
as soon as they start their strafe, is get under this fire
step and stay there until it stops." When the nsual morning
firing started we did as advised and felt like staying there
but on seeing the veterans still sauntering about
nonchalantly we began to ignore this precaution. Then a
shell landed in the next bay and I saw my first deadie, just
lying there. He was a veteran of the Somme and a brother of
a young fellow in my platoon who was undergoing his baptism
of fire(later I had to restrain him from bayoneting my
German prisoner).
I can remember some relaxing days at Ploegsteert in the
summer of 1916 when the sector was quiet. When it was warm
the lice would bite however and even after a session of
de-lousing the next morning you were as lice-ridden as ever.
A few singular incidents remain clear.There were two
brothers in the same unit in the same bay and one of them,
lifting his Lewis gun to another position accidentally shot
the other. And one of my pals was on look-out when we heard the
explosion of a mortar bomb: Ginger just fell at my feet as a
tiny splinter had gone through his brain. There was a minute
puncture, no bigger than a pin-head, on his brow when we
searched for a cause.
When darkness fell we had our jobs to do and to do quietly
as the enerny·trenche s were only twenty-five yards away in som~
parts. There was the listening post, alone and just a few
yards forward from our own front line. You kept down with
any ~vailable protection from the raking German machine guns,
rifle fire and shrapnel. You heard the ricochet of bullets
coming off the wire or the crack of a bullet aimed right at
you. You could tell it was aimed at you by the crack; the
others giving a hissing noise you ignored. There you were,~
black prone figure, in winter on an oilsheet sometimes in
the snow, listening. If you heard the enemy repairing his
wire or noticed any movement you crawled back to the trench
and passed on the word and our machine gunners would
pin-point the spot and hell would break loose once again as
the enemy retaliated.
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the blac kest
Then ther e was sent ry duty . I was alon e in
armp its,
my
to
of nigh ts,st andi ng in mud and wate r almo st
n to
ntio
inte
our
abou t me a fant astic dead worl d. It was
the
iving
surv
of
send gas over ; one had littl e hope
y and I was then
resu ltan t reta liati on by an indig nant enem
mill ions of
that
h
vouc
I
ugh
envy ing the rats dug in altho
in resu lting
died
uts
dugo
our
sted
infe
thos e grea t rats that
that nigh t I envi ed
barr ages from frien d and foe alik e. Anyhow
feet or snug gled besid ~
them and thou ght of how they got at your
ut. Ther e was one
you in the com para tive safe ty of your dugo
pet Joe) and
Para
that patr olle d our para pet we calle d Joe(
upon my
legs
hind
r
thei
some , big as cats , woul d stan d on
top of
the
on
put
was
that
d
shou lders reac hing for the brea
sent
was
gas
The
.
roof
ut
dugo
low
the beam s supp ortin g our
own
our
on
back
blew
it
and
ged
over but the wind chan
troo ps.
(the quie t
Ther e was a chor e in the supp ort tren ches
an
ect
coll
line Esta ires -Fle urba ix):i t was my job to
hous e
cook
the
from
imme nse iron cont aine r full of hot soup
ches ,
tren
and
s
hole
l
shel
and carry it over the duck boar ds,
a
nst
agai
s
flare
and
guns
with the stac cato of mach ine
my shou lder and
lead en sky.T he cont aine r was strap ped to
s journ ey over
rdou
haza
this
made
I
with my othe r equip ment
ds up to the
slipp ery and some time s non- exis tent duck boar
to arriv e inta ct
look outs in the fron t line s. The job was -drow ned state
semi
a
and altho ugh one nigh t I arriv ed in
an invi sible
throu gh bein g imme rsed in mud and wate r in
ed at the
arriv
and
ght
upri
shel l-ho le, I mana ged to stay
l warm and
stil
was
soup
the
but
fron t line cove red in mud
with the
ut
dugo
high
ling
knee
my
to
nour ishin g. Then back
ague s obli viou s
know ledge of a job done and my dugo ut colle
soun d but the sawi ng
of my wet and very mudd y entr ance , and no
rs. Surp risin gly,
rafte
of a rat who had been inve stiga ting the
slee p agai n unti l stan d-to .
t back to
We were mend ing the supp ort tren ches righ
some of the
ged
dama
had
ling
rese rves wher e thre e nigh ts shel
a piec e
and
by
e
clos
n
osio
expl
saps . Ther e was an almi ghty
hit me
it
ring to
of what look ed like a wig with flesh adhe
hit
dead
down
righ t in the face and my near est sapp er fell
ing".
Pudd
"Plum
by I foun d out after ward s, a grea t hunk of
a grea t dump of
The Germ ans had foun d with one whiz z-ba ng
mort ar shel ls
round
t
grea
what we calle d "Plum Pudd ings" or
the
of
some
es:
piec
in
and the lot bad gone up and
for
found
r
neve
were
e
twen ty-fi ve·m en work ing ther
and had
gun
ar
mort
a
in
put
was
buri al.T he Plum Pudd ing
thing like a Germ an
attac hed to it a long stee l hand le, some
ss. It burs t on
mine nwer fer, and coul d be seen goin g acro
with swis hing
back
cont act and then the hand le usua lly flew
and many
one
e
pitat
deca
soun ds and the forc e of it coul d
Flyin g Pig"
"The
d
calle
had
we
ar
did. Ther e was anot her mort
it go
hear
you'd
and
gun
ar
mort
and it was sent by anot her
it was
deep
how
over and your imag inati on ran riot wond ering the
re
goin g; in the soft soil it seem ed ages befo
imag ine the
could
you
-and
mine
e
atur
mini
a
e
expl osio n-lik
up. But on
n
blow
were
Germ an dugo uts with thei r occu pant s
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the rec eiv ing end we dre ade d the
Ger man mo rtar , not onl y for the min enw erfe r, the hug e
bur stin g but for its ear pie rcin unh oly noi se it mad e on
g par abo lic cou rse thro ugh
the sky at nig ht and the man y
pie ces of it tha t wer e
sea rch ing us out . Its eff ect was
to see it but asle ep you and you dim inis hed by one s abi lity
r dug out s wer e dem olis hed if
the ran ge was rig ht.
Tra inin g for my fir st rai d
lin es. The n we wen t ove r, bat talitoo k pla ce bac k of the
on stre ngt h, eig ht tho usa nd
of us and my pla too n mat e who
had los t a bro the r on the
fir st day rem emb er, sho wed no
mer cy on the mor e sca red
Ger man s who wer e the sub jec ts
of the atta ck and had bee n
tho rou ghl y dem ora lise d by wha
t was sai d to hav e bee n the
mos t inte nsi ve bar rag e bef ore
a
my self a pri son er, or I sho uld raid in the who le war . I got
say he atta che d him self to
me, on his kne es. My frie nd wan
ted to bay one t him too but I
pre ven ted him wit h a sim ilar
thr eat aim ed at him self . We
wer e now in the Ger man sup por
t tren che s and it was tim e to
ret rac e our ste ps to our own lin
acc om plis hed . We had to spe edi es. , our mis sion hav ing bee n
ly ret urn thro ugh a bar rag e
dir ect ed by a now tho rou ghl y
inf uri ate d ene my. I bea t my
pri son er to the see min g saf ety
of
and he as sca red as me, fel l rig our own fro nt lin e tren ch
dila p:d ate d and she ll-s tric ken ht on top of me in a
rem aine d of a dug out and the n tren ch. I got him in wha t
I
spl int er had gon e rig ht thro ugh dis cov ere d tha t a she ll
har dly any ble edi ng, jus t a tric my sho uld er. The re was
kle of dry ing up blo od whe re
it had ent ere d and dep arte d. The
lum ps of dir t con tinu ed for som spew of she lls and the
pri son er pro ffer ed me his poc e tim e and it was the n my
ket
wer e the pho tos of his wif e and boo k in whi ch I con jec ture d
fam ily.
The bar rag e lift ed and I, mor
e con scio us of my dut y,
bec kon ed the Ger man to foll ow
me. At the ent ran ce to
sup por ts(t ren che s wer e fro nt
lin
link ed .. ed) was a fir st- aid sta e, sup por ts and res erv es and
tio
mem bers of the raid ing par ty wer n whe re all the sur viv ing
of rum and the wou nde d pri son ers e dol ed out wit h a nif ty tot
nip . I had min e and off ere d one wer e als o to be giv en a
fell ow , poi nte d to his che ek and to my pri son er, but he, poo r
ope ned his mou th and
poi nte d to the rum and the n to
me,
so I had it. The Ser gea nt
Ma jor, a lit tle fur the r on in
the sap was che cki ng on the
retu rne es and whi te fac ed and
sha
wor k, boy ". I mus t hav e bee n muc kin g he mu tter ed "Go od
put it dow n to the rum . Hea din h mor e rela xed tha n he and I
g bac k to the dre ssin g sta tio n
my pri son er and I wer e join ed
by
all wer e som ewh at ela ted in com som e of my pla too n and we
ing thro ugh int act aft er
ano the r rai d. One wan ted to put
a Mil ls Bom b, min us the pin ,
in my pri son er's poc ket ; thi s
I res tra ine d him from doi ng so
I rea lly sav ed my pri son er's lif
e twi ce tha t mor nin g. Tha t
the Ger man had und erst ood wha
t had bee n goi ng on I did n't
rea lise unt il the mom ent I han
ded him ove r to med ical car e.
Bef ore I cou ld get awa y he flun
kis sed me so I gat her he mus t g bot h arm s arou nd me and
hav e rea lise d his deb t to me. •
I was blu shi ng whe n I lef t but
was gla d tha t he was a
cer tain ty to go hom e to his lov
ed one s he had show n me in
his col lec tio n of pho tog rap hs
from his poc ket boo k tha t
mor nin g.

5

We ha d a re st be hin d
th e lin es wh en we ta
at si x fra nc s a bo ttl
ste d
e.
I
wo
n th e we lte rw eig ht bo ch am pa gn e
ch am pio ns hip of th e
xin g
br
en te rta in ed al l my pl ig ad e an d a pr iz e of 25 0f ran cs an d
ato on ma tes wi th ch am
wa s mo re tra in in g in
pa gn e. Th en th er e
a bi g gro un d at Et ap
ca lle d th e tow n) . La
les (E at Ap ple s, we
rg
ob je ct iv es we re dra wn e re lie f mo de ls of ba ttl ef ie ld
up in a fie ld an d af
we we re rev iew ed by
te r stu dy ing the m
Ge ne ral Ha ig- ho w we
ha ted th os e tu rn ou ts
-an d the n Ge ne ral Pl
um
st af f dr es s an d wh ite er; I rem em be r him a fun ny li tt le ma n in
mo us tac hio s: a co mi
ca l ap pe ar an ce -it s
re al ly hu mo rou s wh en
yo u th in k of it no
w. Th is wa s al l in
pr ep ar at io n fo r a few
da ys
It wa s ea rly Ju ne 19 in th e tre nc he s at M es sin es .
17 . I wa s in th e
wh ich we re alm os t on
th e sam e he ig ht as M re se rv e tre nc he s
a rid ge ac ro ss a low
es sin es wh ich lay on
wi
th e va lle y( th e St ee nb de va lle y. A sm all str ea m ra n thr ou gh
ee
de fe nd er s (U hla ns ) we k) an d no ma n's lan d. Th e Ge rm an
re en tre nc he d alo ng
us an d th e tow n an d
th e rid ge be tw ee n
th er e we re pi ll bo xe
us . When re qu ire d we
s ab ou t 44 0y ds fro m
wo uld ha ve to mo ve do
th e str ea m, ge t thr ou
wn th e slo pe , cr os s
gh
th e wi re (o ur ar til le
'-'
ga ps we ho pe d) an d ad
ry ha vin g ma de
va nc e
We we re to go ov er wi tow ar ds th e rid ge .
th th e th ird wa ve in
-th at is , no t sp rea d
pl ato on or de r
ou t, bu t as if we we
in fo ur s. I wa s to be
re ma rch ing on ro ut e
(li eu te na nt Ar mi tag e? of fic er 's ob se rv er ; he wa s a ni ce ch ap
in te lli ge nt . An yw ay ) an d ap pa re nt ly tho ug ht I wa s rea so na bly
th
I ca n vo uc h fo r th at e wa iti ng wa s th e mo st ha rro wi ng or de al,
Du rin g th e ni gh t th er
e wa s a sh or t sum me
he av y fa ll of ra in .
r sto rm an d a
La ter th e ar til le ry
be ga n sh el lin g th e rid
an d ma ch ine gu ns we
re
ag ai ns t a cle ar in g mo fir in g fro m bo th sid es wi th a few fla re ge
s
on lit sk y an d th en sta
som e gli mm eri ng s of
daw n ve ry ea rly on Ju nd to . Th ere we re
li tt le sle ep an d we re
ne
al l lo us y; we ha d be 7t h. We 'd ha d
wa s po ss ib le fro m a
pa rt of th e lin e, to en fo r da ys . It
sin gi ng fo r a mo me nt
he ar som e ni gh tin ga les
be fo re a lon e pl an e
su pp or t tre nc he s an d
fle w low ov er ou r
rea dy to ma ke the as ov er th e eig ht y tho us an d men in po sit io
n
sa
fla re s ap pe are d in th ul t. Th en a my ste rio us qu ie t and mo re
e sk y ab ov e th e Ge rm
rid ge see me d to sw ay
an lin es wh en ou r
as in an ea rth qu ak e,
.__., M es sin es ah ea d ro
an d th e rid ge of
se as an en orm ou s bl
ac k ma ss of sm ok e an
ea rth ill um in ate d by
d
a red an d or an ge glo
fo r tw o ye ar s by ou r
w. Th e mi ne s pr ep are
d
en
gi
ne
er
s
ha
d ex plo de
fo rc es an d wi th th at
al l of ou r ar til le ry d un de r th e ene my
ob je ct iv e wa s a clo ud
op en ed fir e.a nd ou r
ou r now dr y rev ete me of fir e an d sm ok e as we cla mb ere d ov er
nts an d in pl ato on or
slo pe ac ro ss ~h e fo rw
de r mo ved dow n th e
ard tre nc he s tow ard s
wi re . We ha d rio t ad va
th
nc ed tw o hu nd red ya rd e str ea m an d tan gl ed
a ba rra ge of 5.9 sh
s
wh en we ran in to
el
Th e Ge rm an ar til le ry ls wh ich ex plo de d rig ht an d le ft of us
ha d be en ex pe cti ng th ha d no t be en co mp let ely sil en ce d an d
a sh el l fe ll clo se bee at ta ck . Sh rap ne l bu rs t ov erh ea d an d
hin d me

•

./ ·

I

6

My po sit ion had bee n a lit tle
for wa rd of the pla too n
and whe n I tur ned and fac ed
the m the y wer e all spr ead
out in
ago nis ed po sit ion s. One ma
te nea r me sai d "Re mem ber
me to
my gir l, Co oki e"; ano the r
req
ano the r han ded me his rif le ues ted I loo k up his Mum and
die d bef ore I cou ld hel p him and scr eam ed "sh oot me" the n
bur nin g fle sh and the chu rne . Wi th the smo ke and sm ell of
d up gro und alr ead y red den
wit h blo od, the gro ans and
ed
scr eam s of the dyi ng, and
the
con tin ual she llin g I cou ld
mom ent sou nds dri fte d awa y not bel iev e I was ali ve . For a
and my Lie ute nan t poi nte d
tow ard s
a tre nch and tol d me to get
spl int ers of wh ich I had bee int o it. The red hot she ll
n lib era lly spr ink led alo ng
the sic ken ing sm ell gav e me
wit h
the imp res sio n of mu sta rd
liq uid fir e but the sm ell
gas
or
was of dea th and I wea ken ed
fel l to the gro und . My fri
and
en d, a ser gea nt I had kno wn
fro
ear ly day s in the pla too n,
tol d me to tea r my sh irt and m
app ly tou rni qu ets to my leg
s; I had bee n sev ere ly hit
thr oug h bot h ank les and the
I cra wle d to the tre nch and rig ht kne e. He the n we nt on and
duc kbo ard s. Men we re tra ve fel l sev en fee t to the dry
rsi ng the sap and flu ng me
bay wh ere the re was no tra
int o a
ffi c. The sou nds of scr eam
ing and
exp lod ing she lls con tin ued
and I gaz ed up at the col um
bri gh ten ing sky and fel t ver
n of
y muc h alo ne. Sud den ly a gre
dar k sha pe of the fro nt of
a tan k rea red up int o my lim at
vie w onl y a few yar ds fro m
ite d
me and nos ed in wit h mo st
of the
tre nch .
I was daz ed, som ewh at num bed
but my ski n was bur nin g
fro m the spl int ers . I was
not com ple tely sur e as to
wh at
hap pen ed. I was to lea rn aft
er tha t the 5.9 tha t got my had
pla too n had kil led six tee n
and wou nde d twe nty -th ree of
ma tes . As I lay in the tre
nch I cou ld not bel iev e all my
see n and bec ame anx iou s to
I had
a cou ple of tim es thr oug h rej oin my pla too n. I bla cke d out
los s of blo od but rem em ber
a pla ne
fly ing low alo ng the lin e
of the tre nch . It cam e rig
ht abo ve
me and got cau ght in the bar
rag e and the pil ot fel l out
his ma chi ne see me d to shu dde
as
r and dis int eg rat e. A she ll
hav e gon e rig ht thr oug h it
mu
st
and the n car rie d on to bu
rst on
the gro und .
Fou r Ger man pri son ers of war
, und er sur vei lla nce ,
arr ive d to car ry me to the
dre ssi ng sta tio n. By the n
our
tro ops had occ upi ed Me ssi nes
Ini tia lly the ene my had los but cas ua ltie s had bee n hea vy.
t aro und ten tho usa nd men
from
the art ill ery bar rag e and
the exp los ion from nin ete en
tw ent y-f ive l-0a ded min es.
of the
Our tro ops in dis cip lin ed
ord er
we re not spr ead out and we
re als o hel d up as the y tri
ed to
avo id she ll hol es and the
ma ssi ve cra ter s of the rid
ge so
the y pre sen ted a tar ge t as
the y adv anc ed to occ upy the
ob jec tiv e. I bel iev e we los
ir
t 170 00 men ; why? one ask s
Th ere was in tho se day s a
now
.
rat
beh avi our bef ore eve n(w ond he r vag ue( but im pli cit ) cod e of
rou sly ) a lan ce cor po ral and
acc ept anc e or sub ser vie nce
as we und ers tan d it bec am e the
acc ent uat ed to the hig her
mo st
gra des of sen ior ity . How man
and sin cer e sou ls we re sac
y goo d
rif
"th eir s not to rea son wh y-- ice d at the alt ar of aut ho rity :
".

/
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Th e Ge rm an str etc he r tea
re rs ho ist ed me ov
and soo n we pa sse d ou r
lit tle gro up ; I rec og nis er Ga s Tr en ch
on e of my ma tes ha lf bu
ed it fro m
rie d in the ea rth wi th
eq uip me nt for ced up and
his tun ic and
ba dg es -th at I had ad mi rev ea lin g his mo ney be lt loa de d wi th
red ! Po or old Pe ter Ne
lso n. Th ere we re
oth ers in one pie ce bu
t un rec og nis ab le now as
we re bla ck en ed by sud de
th eir fac es
n de ath and the blo od
dr ain ing aw ay.
As I pa sse d th at dea d
gro
dry ea rth as we tra ve rse up -m ine -I pic ke d up a gr ea t clo d of
d a sh ell ho le and hu
Ge rm an be are r ahe ad of
rle d it at the
me and cri ed ou t "Y ou
did no t hi t him fo rtu na
ba sta rd s!" . I
tel y be cau se soo n af ter
ash am ed . I had lo st a
I fe lt
lo t of blo od and on ly
had ob fus ca tor y
vie ws of wh at we nt on .
Th ere wa s the su n,
sun and ag ain the sm ell and the sm ell of blo od he ate d by the
and the liv ing sm ell of of de ath and the n the re we re vo ice s
we re tho usa nd s of wo und the dre ssi ng sta tio n wh ere the re
ed and I rev ive d som ew
wa s de po sit ed ne xt to
hat . My str etc he r
a ma n wh o wa s try ing to
blo od -so ak ed ba nd ag es
tea r
fro
di re cti on fro m an ov erw m his he ad . I he ld his ha nd -on
ork ed or de rly . I hav e
a viv id
re co lle cti on of a Ge rm
an, a fin e loo kin g ma ~.
cig ar ett e wi th his rig
sm ok ing a
ht
ha ve bee n in blo od sta ine arm fro m wh ere the elb ow sho uld
d sh red s. He sm ile d at
now th at he wa s gla d to
me and I kno w
be ou
I hav e vag ue re co lle cti t of it, mi nu s an arm .
on s of be ing dre sse d
do cto rs in th is ch ate au
by ma ny
; dr es sin gs don e on ly
to en su re sa fe
tra ns po rt to ho sp ita l,
am bu lan ce and I'l l sw and of be ing ho ist ed int o a fie ld
ear it wa s rai nin g. I
wa s
low er tie r on the le ft
and wa s dri ve n aw ay to pla ce d on the
no t. Th at wa s Jun e 17
th 191 7 and tha t vow wa wh ere I kne w
s inc or rec t as
it wa s a rec ord ho t day
and no rai n fe ll.
I had ma ny op era tio ns
in the 2nd Au str ali an
Ho sp ita l at Bo ulo gn e.
Ba se
Wh en the nu rse cu t my
blo od -dr en ch ed
clo thi ng aw ay fro m me
she fou nd a blo od -st ain
no te, al l tha t rem ain ed
ed 5 fra nc
of my bo xin g pr ize . I
my fri en ds and wa s rea
tho ug ht ab ou t
dy to" go "ag ain bu t the
wo und s we re
bli gh ty on es and I fin
ish
En gla nd . I had ho ped to ed up the wa r at Tid wo rth cam p in
to ge t abo ve the mu d-b ge t in the Ob ser ve r Co rps -an yth ing
ut the Ar mi sti ce cam e
and al l I co uld
do wa s dri nk on the gro
un d; and dri nk and dri
fo r a wh ile th is cra zy
nk to fo rg et
wo rld .
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YOU ARE- INVITED TO THE PREVIEW ON
MONDAY,23rd.,JULYat 5·30p.m.
······•· THE EXHIBITION WILL CONTINUE
UNTIL FRIDAY. AUGUSr 3rd.,1979 .
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Chronicles of the N.Z.E~F.
8/2"3G; Hadfte.Jd, J. L., Sgt., 4j2!76; ll&rraway,
J. L., 2Jiits9; .b.orne, ~- W. A., Cpl., ~/ltibv;
1101den, u .• t6/ltil4; l:iepburrt, u., H~ ; ..tt.ooct,
J. , '!l/l.v1iJ; .l:i.oweU, H., 2J!/l:S; J:law.kes, J. H.,
li-.OUJ; · .11.oskm,

The followin g N .Z.W.C. A. H o spital
Repo rts cover the period from January
22nd to February 6th inclusive.
No 1 GENERAL HOSPITAL HEADQUARTERS,
RROCKENHURST.
HEADQUARTERS SECTION.
Visited by J. P. Dryden a.nd Miss G. Freddie
Orbel.
Addis, J. L ., 46948. Ear, up.
A.ikenhea.d, K, 25/77. Influenza..
Attwell, A.. H., 6 / 3612. Head.
A.modis, L., 12005. Medical.
Acton, W. K, 24/334.
Ball, C. H., 25340. Pleurisy.
Barron, F. G., Sgt.·Major, 10/20. Mr.dioo.I.
-- - - - 1'~xter, W. D., 12/1552. Head.
Bowen, l!. P., 10/3i95. l!"'aoe .
Boylett, W., 8i4095. Medical.
llrigbt, E. A., 25488. Medical.
Bruhns, F. J. D., 19800. Medical.
Brunt, J .• 30027. Medi""-1
Burns, H . C., 4/380. Leg.
Burn.s, C. \V., 5/652.

B.ronchiJLis.

Oa.llender, L. W., 10/:J-Zll. Medical.
Churton, .M. A., 142-06. Bronchihit.
Colville, l'. L ., 14868. Bronohiti•.
Conn, R.. 186"23. Bronchitis.
Crocker, C. J ., 32759. Medica.J.
Davi~. H. G., 15.147. Medical.
Dawson, J .• 13/41. Throa,t
Dyu, K, 134:!!J. Medical.
Durn, W., 469-iS. Modioal.
Dyer, C. A., Cpl., 24/745. Medical.
Ewart, E. J., 126262. Le&".
Freeman, J. S., 25/427. Up.
Ferguson, R. N .• 11/1691. Bronch.iti.i
Ga.te, D. I., Cpl.. 25 /759.
Gillett, W. R., 9/1845. Medical.
Goodwin, J., Cpl., 2/1429.
Green, J., 18990. Up.
Greer, H. A., 11996. Medical .
Guy, F. H., 28873. MediosJ.
Haltham, 219-29. McdiooJ.
Hare, J., 24/1068. Influenza.
Harries, J., Sgt. BronchitUI .
Heath, H., 3/411. Influenza,
Hura, R., 16/339. Medical
J,ane, It . .L., 27703. Bronohiti.s.
Jennings, G., 25/396. E&r, up .
Jones, A. B., 7 /172. No,;e.
Jone., J., 2-0730. Medioa.l.
Jenner. G. H., 4/761. Medical.
Kirk, W. R., L/Cpl., 24484. Medical.
Laycock, I.. 4/890. Influenu
Leith, J. C., 4/1290.
Littlejoltn, F., 10/3001.
.MacNab, C. D., 26871. Bronchiti~
Jtfacpherson, F., 29279. Eye.
Meadon, P., 51108. Bronchitis.
Moffatt., D., 11501. Pneumonia..
Murdock, J . E., 13/2862. Ear.
Miller, S., 8/4174. Rheumatism.
Mewt-On, A. W., Sgt., 21160. Medical.
Moore, H., 12054. Medioal.
Norg,ns.y, T., 15016. Pleurisy.
Oberg, J. A., 25295. Ea.rs.
O'Keefe, J , 35709. Sciatica.
O'MaJ.ley, J.. 12523. Bronohiti• .
O'Sulliv,in, P. G., 24216. !fedical.
Page, G. F., 12/825. Medloal.
Philips, H ., 16229 Medical.

The following have just a,rrived from France:,Ba.! ks, A. J., 2:..i:Jt,.
Macrae, A. H ., '/1664. Amputaited leg.
Matheson, W., 27544. G.S. W., knee.
Cooli-n.g , G. W. A., 24142. G.S.W. hip.
Gow, I. B., Sgt., 10/2427. G.S.W., neck. '
De Joux, C. ~'., 8/2635. G.S.W., thigh.
O'Neil, J., L /Cpl., 7 /2409. G.S.W., thigh.
Baker, J. B., 26 /1768. G.S.W., a.r m.
Whiteman, G., 15059. G.S. W., thig-h.
Gordo..,, C., 11W7.
Bourke, L. M., 14..925. G.S.'\V.,. finger.
Ball, W., Cpl., 6/586. Appendicitis .
.Jenkins, T. S., 7 /992. Kicked knee.
l'a.tten, A., 18698. Trench feet.
AdQJl1S, C., 11598. Amputated left leg.
'.L'aylor, L. ~' . C., 11/2492. G.S.W., !aee.
Crawford, V ., 26/ 537. Swollen glands.
Fogg, N., 11638. G.S.W., right leg.
Knccks, J. W., 10/2581. Fracture, ha.nd .
Archer, T. C., 21637. Fr.acture, right leg.
J ohns, J . It., 2/2326. Fracture, right leg.
Corbin, F. H. 12353. foterna,1 chiJl.
Richards. G.S.W., right knee a.nd arm.
McWhirten, G. W., 10/2698. Shell wound, hand.
McLenm,in, C., 19164. G.S.W., arm.
Ak-xa.nde~, Bomb., 2 /812. Poisoned finger, p,i.rt
ampt.
Biggs, A. G., 18751. G.S.W., shoulder.
Fletcl:er, 21371. G.S. W., thigh.
W-0od.s 1 J . J., 2'2901. Trench feet.
Howalth, K. F ., 12/3687. G.S.W., chest.
Sa-muel, J. J., 10/3995. G.S.W., forearm.
Foley, J. T., 11 /2095. G.S.W., chest, thigh a~d
a,bdomen .

Feo<•l-e, T. H., 13433. G.S.W., chest.
Coll-ins, F ., 6i3217. Trench feet.
Ward, A. A., 15052. G.S.W., head.
Jaffray, J. S., Cpl., 13/3231. G.S.W., head.
McGillienddy, M., 21064. Ampt. ri~ht arm.
l'ointer, W. A., L/Cpl., 10/4173. •rrench feet.
Rich,ards, :M., 17825. Septic ,toe .
Benjamin, E. F., 17 /15. G.S.W., right arm.
Ben, 0. B., 2:3/ ::?109. Trench feet.
Humphr,~y, J. G., 15729. Concussion.
Bowden, ·,v. H., ·116L,l. G.S.'\V., enn.
Dudley, H . M., L/Cpl., 2"Z487. Iuj11ry to knee.
The following ,a re getting -along well :-Adams,
H., 26/1560; Aiken, W., 11/1288; Arlidge, A.,
9/2146 Bartholomew, C., 25/1680; Berger, W.,
15669; Bishop,"·· J., 12 /2213; Bidgood, E., 25188;
Bowker, H., 15628; Brown, J. A., 10/2873;
Bryant, Sgt., 8/190i; Buddle B. D. , 1445a;
Brown, S W., 8/3511; Campion, A. C., 6/3272;
Cameron, D., 18'24; Ca.rpent-er, J . H., 2 / 1508;
Cargill, T. , L /Cpl., 23/158; Corman, G. W.,
13/'/347; Ooomn, P ., 12765; Cullimore, F . W.,
2 / 1609; Davison, F. R., 25/1771; Dawson, A. J.,
13 /2·1t6; Deegan, R., 25322; De La Tour, E. L .,
4/ 2070; Donaldson, E., 12360; Douc hett, A. G.,
Cpl., 25/1704; Dyer. R. W., 10 / 1045; Davis, S.,
4 / 895; Ea<ies, F. W., 3 / 1252; East.gate, 0. L.,
Eo.tonshore, J. W., 4/ 2493;
I, / Cpl. , 15838;
Edwards, W. R., 24/1977; Fenton, J. C., L /Cp l.,
24 / 137; Findl·ay, F., Cpl.. 9 /276; <l<lrrett, W. J.,
18821; Ga=on, J:.. G., 1.5358; Gilbert, A.,
2 /1975; Griffith, W. S. C., 15356; Gumson, W. J.,
13/379"2; Guerin, C. D .. 12778; Greenall, F .,
13006: Gordon, J. C., 23 / 2191; Harper, C., Sgt.,
2/ 169; Harper, A. W., 15535; Harris, H. J.,

W. C., ZOU~;

hunter,. J.

lS.,

~-nds., 2DJ19li; Hunter, B. S., 12/~; · Ha;rvey,
H. , 10/l!J"1:S; Johnson, M.. W., 2/2100; KI.Dlber,
U ., tiJ40ti0; King, E . A., ltil:H; .Kmg, R. A.,
2:1~:16; .K1<1d, J., ~/lltil; Lysaght, D. W., L/Cpl.,
lJj!.18.; Lane, H. '.i.'., 8/~tioa; .Lt!1gh, H., 2/~7;
Lewi.s, U. A., 14/80; Lewi.s, W. li., ~/ti77;
Lewis, F., 12526; Loci<, S. G. S., S~·. , 12/;sl.Sf;
.Lecmmg, A. '1'., 25/1174; Leese, ii.. C.J tigt.,
21,rn; Locknoort, A. R., 8/3320; Lines, IV. A.,
2J/fo~9; Mill,a.c. J!'., ::J/1~; Morgan, A. lt. 1
:._\, 141Ja; Moulden, .N. S., 12/2741; .Mllllioe A., ,
2;1853; M..a.rs1uw.1, N.,. 25/504.; .M.clloweil, . J. l:i.,
~~4; l>lcGr~or, W., 10/l~sO; McLaoh•-n, U.,
23 / t.JO; l>l,acdouald, A. A., 7 / 1726; McLell.and,
A U., 4/15::H; Mcliea..rney, J., 2tio54; Mc.h.enz1e,
W. L ., 8 /J6~5; Neighbour, E . H., 211931; O·Bnem.,
J.J ..ll9~; O'Connor, J., 8/1813; P.tulips, W.,
7 /2124; Philips, H., lti226; l'rou.se, R . K,
2.J/1088; l'eterson, R. F., 15768; Putland, R. H.,
2ti/890; ltae, A., 8/30i.5; lteynolds, F., 15239;
Haine, R. '!'., 1089:!; Roger, A. S., 12 /3798;
Roughton, F. H., 6/413ti; ltussell, A. K,
10/~'1!13; Russell, J. R. E., 24/561; Simmiss,
V. R ., 24/197; ~kittrup, A. T., 6/4646; Smythe,
A; E., 234'1~; _SincLa-ir, {, 26/1703; Stevens, J.A.,
6 1 44149; Smith, J. .E ., 26/1717; Savage, C.,
12/4084; Thoresen, D. IV., 26/1428; Todd, A. H.,
233!8; W<irren, li., 4/255; Walker, C., 2/1876;
Weir, J. B., 14172; Wairea, P., 16/927; Whiteford, B., 12 /4291; Weremui, 16/393; Wells, A. G.,
26/1031; W.hite, C. T., 22895; White, A., 10U9 ;
WHson, C. J., 3 /1162; Wade, W. E., 26947;
Waite, :i,!., 9/1366; Hill, N. A., 10/4116; Kelly,
W., i/2558; Bennett, J., 11206; McMillan, A .,
8/15rn; Smith, A., 6/725; Bush, E., 25/.66;
Sisley, F ., 26/140; Cu hmore, F. W., 2/1609;
Nicholls, R. H., 10/1377; Chalmers, P., 22/936;
McKenzie, H . R., 24/1733; Richie r.. A., 159/4;
Phillips, J., 25/801; Howes, H . J., 10/2~75;
Lloyd, D. J. , 23199; Olimo, C. W. .L., 14586;
Port..r, R. N., Cpl., 25/1642; Humphrey, J. G.,
1~7~; Pilcher, F. B:, ~-, 2_1270-Z; Dillon, H. E.,
15853; Reynolds, \ v., 24/263; Tho01Bon, J: H.,
Sgt., 25/10-25; Sta.nton, E. T. S., 2/1376; Hart,
L. ll., 14819; Quin tan, A., Sgt., 10 1623; Balks,
A. J., 25436; O'Connor, G., 25576; Powell, W. G.,
J:./Cpl., ·12/20o5; Willocks, J. L., 23495; Need·
ham, 0., 26/87i; Jopp, W. A. T., 9/1693; Loche,
H. J., 10 /3635; Snell, E. G., 23 / 913; Bremner,
R. S., 23476; Baker, J. B., 26/ 1768; McGumm,
A. D., 8/3968; Balla.ntyne, D., 8 /3473; Morg<in,
W., 10/4779; Bryant, W., 12/2658 ; Leary, E.,
4/779; Bowen, S. S., 10/3495; Woolley, C. A.,
Cpl., 2396"2; Jami,,son, C. G., 25/1168; Coward,
C., Cpl., 22691; Mackenzie, M., 9 / 1454; Cran,
W. G., 24 /390; Eliot, W., 15885; Swinson, F. L.,
10 /3i39; Lindsay, J ., L/CpL, 8 /3673; Doleman,
F. A.., 25/99;
Hoskin, B. 0 . V., 6 /3354;
W1le<eler, C. B.· V., 12/ 2511; Hornihrook, W. G.,
14428; Campbell, R., 9/683; Lindsay, H., Sgt.,
25/1173; Scott, D., 30055; Brooker, H., Cpl.,
6 / 174i; Hobso•, F. J., 24018; Robert..on, J.,
11917; Ra.rrap, C., 26/ 1190; Giddius, F., 6/2147;
Thorne, W. A., 12298; Hutchson, W., 2.1171;
Cussen, G. J:.., 6/3671; Smith, J. F ., 2/1467;
Linton, W., 8/3139; Murphy, J., 22839; Wells,
C. T., 10114; Le Galh,u;, 6 /3"..30; Patterson, J.,
13 /123; Schirler, S., 24 /2283; Robertson, W. A.,
23 /8961; Murphy, T., 4/1451: McNeeley, P. G.,
466877; Whitehead, R. J . A ., 2 / 2929; Doyle,
S. F .. 25/1714.
0

BALMER LAWN SECTION.
Visited by C. D. Grant.
Kidd, A. J., 13/ 2830. Progressing after operation.
Robertson, G., 8/3387. Improving slowly.
Robinson, F. J ., 25/352. Much the same.
Admitted from France : Ashcroft, E. A., 2~/337. Medical Case.
Ogilvy, R . A., 11096. Medical Case.
Bubb, P . H., 20293. G.S.W. In chest .
Munn, P . H., 10/3656. G.S.W. in right leg.
The following men are going on well ,_
Baker, J. W., 8/2924; Barrow, W . J., 10537;
Batten, F. L., 26292; Blackman, F. W., 26/ 334;
Booth, A. E., 9/985; Br,dson, D. J., 8/3190:
Brough, H. J., 2/2940; Brown . H., 6/3~84; ;
Bussy, E. J., L/Cpl., 27061; Burtton, R., 23/1335 ;
Bu·tterworth, J., 13/511 Cla-rke, A. E., 26/726;
Clemow, P. C., 11 /53 7 ; Clifton, F., 14585 ; Cowan;
S. F. , 9/2060; Currie, R ., 8/4019; Delaney, G.,
18987 : Denton, G. C., Bdr., 2/741 ; Douglas, D.,
6/ 15 2; Eades, W. H ., 7/ 1841 ; Edwards, H.,
2.1196; Engall, G. H. S., L/Cpl., 11 /25~: Fair.
brother, A. W ., 11264; Fraser, G. S. R. 8/3580 :
J<' reeman, S. J ., 2/1776; Friend, R. Y., 8/3904;
Frog2att, B ., 12169; Geeson, W. II., 10034;
Gibson, W. D., 13/2321 ; Gibson, R., 23/146 ;
Goodwin, J., 23825; Gorton, 'l'. J., 3/106; Gourley,
J. H. H i 974; Guthrie, J. N., 13/ 2441; Hendry
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Noel Cook, born in Foxton in 1896, has been taken for a Latin.
Sometimes it has been useful - at other times he has had to
go as far as to take an oath that his mother was of English
parentage. She was born in Melbourne and his father, William
Thompson Te Rauparaha Cook, was of English and Maori extraction.
His grandfather, Thomas Uppadine Cook, is recognised as founder
and 'father' of Foxt~ Manawatu. Noel's father, a compositorjournalist, originally in Foxton and later in Masterton,
established the Taumarunui Press. He disposed of this during
the Great War when he acquired the 'Rodney & Oatamatea Times'
in Warkworth, which is still published by his descendants.
In his youth, Noel has a plentiful supply of paper with which
to indulge his drawing proclivities.
He was articled to a Taumarunui firm of architects and engineers
and later worked as a clerk for the local borough council. He
was next appointed Assistant Town Clerk in Tauranga from where,
having boosted his age considerably, he enlisted and went overseas with the 15th Reinforcements. He won the welter weight
boxing championship of his brigade before being severely
wounded in the thigh and through both legs at the Battle of
the Messines in 1917.
On his return to New Zealand, through the Rehabilitation Department, he was able to obtain a cadetship on the New Zealand
Herald and Weekly News as &n artist. Two years later he shipped
to Australia and freelanced as a 'black & white' artist with
the then such notable papers as Smith's Weekly, the Sydney
Bulletin and a host of others.
Circa 1923, he originated a strip cartoon for the Sunday Times
(then owned by Hugh D. McIntosh, later knighted) called PETER
AND ALL THE OTHER ROVING FOLK. This attracted the attention of
the Sydney Sunday Sun, who gave him a half-page in full colour
called PETER, who was depicted having fantastic adventures on
Mars, Saturn, Jupiter, Venus and other planets and asteroids.
This series attracted much favourab l e attention and through
the auspices of Pat Sullivan, an Australian artist resident in
New York and creator of Felix the Cat, Noel was offered- a
handsome salary (for those days, fantastic) by the Bell Syndicate
to draw PETER in New York. Happy and prosperous in Sydney, he
declined the offer. Not long afterwards in New York, commenced
a whole spate of strip cartoonery: Buck Rogers, Speed Gordon,
Superman, Captain Marvel, etc. At that time Noel also indulged
in the higher aesthetics of water colour and oil painting. He
produced 150 cartoon books for various publishers and then
accepted an appointment with the new Australian Women's Weekly
and the Sydney Sunday & Daily Telegraph owned by Sir Frank
Packer.
During World War II he served with the Camouflage Unit on the
New Guinea theatre.

2.

Going to London after the war, he freelanced in Fleet Street
for different publications and then became an Art Editor with
~v/J
Amalgamated Press where he originated strip cartoons and also
..fe-';~~· freelanced for many magazines, illustrations, joke blocks,
~ ~ ~ westerns and covers in full colour.

~~~

On retirement, he was conunissioned by the BBC to do posters
for serious and comic progranunes. This allowed him time to
paint. He held a first show of twenty-four paintings on the
mezzanine floor of New Zealand House in Haymarket, London.
After a second successful exhibition at the Mannheim Gallery
in the King's Road, Chelsea, he was asked to exhibit at the
Royal Commonwealth Society in Northumberland Avenue near
Charing Cross, this group show was opened by the Queen Mother.
His next exhibition was at the Upper Street Gallery, Islington,
London. Then followed a group showing at the Royal Overseas
League, held in the Qantas Gallery, Piccadilly. Subsequently
he was given a one-man exhibition under the auspices of Qantas
Airways at their Piccadilly Gallery. This was in 1970.
He left London in 1973 and, after a short stay in Toronto, he
spent six months in San Francisco and returned to Sydney where
he had an exhibition at the New Zealand Tourist Bureau, Pitt
Street, Sydney. He then exhibited at the Thorburn Gallery
86 paintings of a 'polynesian theme' which sold well and,
finally, an exhibition at the Ormsby Workshop Gallery in
Woolloomooloo, Sydney. He returned to London in 1976 for
a short stay to visit his son Peter domiciled there and
returned to Australia and finally to New Zealand in late 1977and still working on new paintings.

NOEL COOK
INTRODUCTION
This exhibition of Noel Cook's graphic work has been
organised to coincide with the May school holidays in the
International Year of the Child.
While few young children today will know of Noel Cook's
space fiction strips, many will no doubt recognise in them
the roots of the modern space comic. They will also see
how the strip artist composes his pages, the scale he works
in, the materials he employs (gouache, ink, and occasionally
oils) and the way he makes corrections and adjustments.
Noel Cook is now eighty-two. He grew up as the balloon age
was coming to an end.
In science fiction America still
lagged behind Europe and in particular, England. The stories
of the French writer Jules Verne and the English writers,
H. G. Wells and Arthur Conan Doyle were major formative
influences on the young Noel. He was also an avid reader of
such British magazines as 'The Strand', 'Pall Mall' and
'Windsor' which published the best popular science fiction of
the day.
The atomic age was looming. By 1912 the nuclear physicis.t,
Ernest Rutherford, another New Zealander, had proposed a
radical model of the atom which, supported by experimental
evidence, suddenly made interplanetary travel seem feasible.
His imagination fired, Noel subsequently concocted such
fantasies as Galactic Miracle, Cosmic Calamity, Planet of Power,
Lost in Space, Space Cadet and, most important of all, the
'Peter' strips.
'Peter' was notable for being the earliest of space comics.
Unfortunately the originals of these earlier strips have been
lost - on two separate occasions house fires have ravaged
Noel's archives of original art work. The Peter strips are
instead represented in this exhibition by colour printing proofs
- as are several other strips for which the original art work
is no longer extant. Some really large works are also represented
in published form, e.g. Cavalcade of Communications which was
originally painted in oils eighteen feet long by ten feet high.
The original of this is now displayed inside the harbour-side
pylon of the Sydney Harbour Bridge.
While Noel's powers of innovation, imagination and drawing skill
are, arguably, best realised in his science fiction strips, his
work ranges over a variety of subjects. The selection of this
exhibition has been made with this in mind.
Noel has always been a great lover of children, including the
very young for whom he created his strips of the Koala Family
These alone were printed in more than two hundred books. He has
also produced educational strips, represented here by the
George Stevenson and Henry Hudso~ series of the early sixties.
Noel's earliest graphic work is represented by a romantic·pen
and ink drawing based on The Three Musketeers executed,
incidentally, at a studio in Wellesley Street, near the Auckland
City Art Gallery.
It was in this studio that Noel met three

4• .

other pioneers of the cartoon strip who were to become
life-time friends - Robert Johnston, George Finey and Unk
White.
Another early drawing in a similar style to The Three
Musketeers study but by contrast unromantic is Marchinfi On
ANZAC day 1920, which recalls dead 'diggers' on the mare.
Noel has always free-lanced, working from home, often late
into the night under pressure of deadlines. Speed was
essential - working well he could complete fifty pagea per
month.
It is . significant that Noel did not accept the lucrative job
offered him by the big American Bell Syndicate, after the
success of his 'Peter' strip; also that a whole spate of
science fiction comics - Buck Rogers, Flash Gordon, Superman,
and Captain Marvel - appeared in America soon after Noel
declined the offer, in favour of remaining in Australi.a whe,1;e
he was already happy and prosperous.
While Noel has exhibited his watercolour and oil paintings of
'higher aesthetics' as he describes them, in numerous exhibitions in Australia and England, his strip work has not previously been shown before in a gallery context.
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