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make.

I am completely
and utterly in love. In love
with  Australia and the
Australian people. It is an
entirely natural and true love
that one has for one’s own
kind. As Eric Butler has
correctly pointed out, every
species naturally discrim-
inates in favour of its own
kind, if it did not, it would
soon be extinct. Yet
extinction is what we are
being conditioned and blud-
geoned into. The fact that I
love my own family and my
own people has no bearing
whatsoever on my feelings
towards other people, who
are also God’s blessed
creation. I want the best for
them also. But I have no
doubt that we can only help
them from a position of
strength  ourselves - if
Australia is a strong,
independent and free country,
which can offer an example
and a practical help to others.

The Establishment media
reflect the world back to us

Ihave a confession to

through their magic mirror,
which gives an entirely
perverted view of reality. In
waging their psycho-political
warfare on the Australian
people, the natural expression
of love for one’s own
country, which led so many
of our finest young men to
give their lives in battle, has
been branded as ‘race
hatred’. The truth is that
hatred does not come into the
issue at all. I simply love my
own race and want to
preserve it. I have no hostile
feelings towards members of
different

other races:
individuals among those
races are agreeable or

disagreeable, just as is the
case with my own people.
But we must recognise the
reality of cultural differences
which cannot be circum-
vented, and which will ensure
the doom of our present
experiments  with multi-
culturalisrn. Meanwhile, the
resulting social agonies are
borne by the ordinary people,
and are completely isolated
from the elitist individuals

who insist on imposing the
multicultural lifestyle. In fact,
when the miserable fruits of
their policy are manifested,
and the system eventually
breaks down, they merely
blame their opponents and
insist that we all try harder to
make it work. A classic trait
of liberal thinking is to never
accept the consequences of
its own policies. Power
without responsibility is evil.

One truth which is
ignored in the current
obsession to Asianise our
European country is that the
majority of Japanese and
Chinese are much more
racially minded than the
Australian people. Japan, for
example, is a far more
homogenous country than
Australia. On the admission
of her own leaders, this is a
major reason for Japan's
success. The quality of life is
also better. For example,
homogeneity also has a lot to
do with a low crime rate.
While there is one armed-
robbery yearly for every
10,000 people in Tokyo, the

ent, not.

figure in the polyglot city of
New York is over 286!

No man is capable of
loving his neighbour as
himself if he is not able to
first love himself. If he has
no respect for his own life,
property, nation and
reputation, he is not likely to
grant them to another. These
assets must be protected from
evil attack by thought, word
or deed, the law of love is
liberty, not socialism. Yet the
premise of the establish-
ment’s type of ‘love’, is that
to love your neighbour as
yourself is to hate yourself,
(perhaps for being white
/successful / happy) your life
and your property, and
therefore to ultimately hate
your neighbour as yourself.
The commandment of love is
made in essence a law of hate
because of this unwritten
premise.

The type of ‘love’ that we
are compelled to embrace
today is a perverted, Marxist
variant. It says that enforced
love and sharing will
eliminate all the misery and
problems of any kind from
the world. From this point of
view, any national success
(other than in sport) must be
turned into defeat as a moral
obligation. The UN and IMF
are monuments to this faith.
Part of it too are the demands
that we love and even
encourage the criminal, the
homosexual, the insane and
the depraved, the cruel and
the sadisticc the modern
heresy of love is actually the
law of hate. 1t requires a
supine submission to evil.
Unity becomes all important
— more than truth or justice.
True love requires discrim-
ination, rather than
compromise, surrender and
the reign of the lie. Q
















he Australians have a
reputation for hospitality; and
the hospitality of their
newspapers is  simply
extraordinary. For instance, |
myself have, in the past few
years, been given space in
various newspapers for
discourses on every kind of
topic, from rabbits to the
league of nations, from the
poetry of Keats to the proper
way of killing fowls, from
cabbages to kings. But,
curiously enough, | seem to
have omitted, hitherto, to
write an essay on tripe and
onions.

it is not, of course, easy to
be sure of this. | could make
certain by hunting through
the files, but looking back
over one's past life is an
insidious habit justly
condemned in the Scriptural
story of Lot's wife. Apart from
the danger of being turned
into a pillar of salt, few
experiences are more painful
than reading an old
newspaper article of one's
own. | confess, with
Macbeth, | am afraid to think
what | have done; Look on't
again | dare not.

Still, without looking | feel
tolerably certain that | have
not communed with you,
heart to heart, on the subject
of tripe and onions.

The reason probably is, that
the subject is too great for a
mere essay. It has ever so
many different aspects. For
example: taking it quite

TRIPE AND ONION)

by Walter Murdoch
Another from his “72 Essays” (1947)

literally, | could easy write a
column in vigorous defence
of a dish which has been
shamelessly underrated,;
making this the text of a
sermon on our neglected
blessings. Why should tripe —
I might passionately
ask — be singled out
for contumely? Why
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should it be used {-

symbol

for

trash -

when we say l

that the late ~—
Ella Wheeler
Wilcox wrote tripe, or that the
novels of Mr. So-and-so, or
the political speeches of Mr.
Blank (you must really fill in
the names for yourself) are
unmitigated tripe?

A friend of mine refuses to
touch tripe because he
objects to eating what he
calls the ‘works’ of any
animal. (Yet he swallows
oysters with gusto complete
with all their works.) His
objection will not explain the

general attitude towards
tripe. Devilled kidneys are
ranked among the

aristocracy of foods. Liver is
not considered quite so
dashing: there is a touch of
the bourgeois about liver; we

Heritage - Vol. 24 No. 93

T TN

_-"/

are a little shamed to be
seen in its company, and we
call it ‘lamb’s fry’ to veil its
commonness. But tripe!
Tripe is a social pariah.

When someone collects into
an anthology the best
English poems about
eating — why has it
’ never been done? -

one omission will be
conspicuous,

)} There will be
Vs / numbers of
\' songs about the

\ Roast Beef of
_S\

Old England;
) > put nobody
has  thought
tripe worth
making a song
' about. Mr.
Chesterton  has
introduced
sausages and mash
into one of his poems: but
even this democratic singer
draws the line at tripe. There
is felt to be something
essentially prosaic and even
vulgar about it. | do not know
how to account for this
injustice. When you consider
the varied beauty of its
appearance, and the
incomparable delicacy of its
flavour — such delicacy that it
has to be reinforced with
onions, to fit for our course
human palate what would
otherwise be more suitable
for angels — you can but
stand amazed at the
perversity of mankind.

My enthusiasm, however, is
carrying me off my feet. This
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was not the line | meant to
take. Faithful readers expect
from me something more
than a rhapsody about a
mere dish, however
delectable. They expect a
serious  contribution to
thought; they look for a Deep
Inner Meaning; and they
shall not be disappointed. To
unfold that meaning, | must
be a little personal, and tell
them how tripe and onions
came into my life, so to
speak.

It came with a little anecdote.
Lady Dorothy Nevill, that
incomparably witty woman
who may briefly be described
as the fine flower of English
society in the Victorian era,
was once in the company of
certain ladies when the topic
of conversation was food.
Each of them was naming
her favorite dish; there was a
considerable exhibition of
what, in the language of
today, is called swank; the
talk was all of wonderful
things which only a chef of
genius can prepare, and
which are to be seen only on
the tables of the very rich.
Lady Dorothy was silent.
When at last they turned to
her and asked her to name
the delicacy that she liked
best of all, this fastidious,
refined, aristocratic old lady
replied — “Me? Oh, gimme a
good old blow-out on tripe
and onions.”

That reply — which | advise
you to learn by heart — has
comforted me in some of my



Tripe and Onions... " 2.

darkest hours. Until | knew it,
| was in the habit of using
another fermula, the saying
of a character in Dickins —in

Great Expectations, it |
remember rightly — *“Wot
larks!” That too was a

comfort, but Lady Dorothy's
formula is more invariably
comforting.

What | mean is this. On our
way through the world we
are constantly reading or
hearing of things which
would depress us horribly if
we had to receive them in
silence. The soul demands to
be allowed to comment on
them. Something in the
nature of the human mind
makes it suffer unless a
satisfying comment suggests
itself. (I ought to say
something, here, about
complexes; but | do not know
the jargon.)

When | read in Walter Pater,
‘To burn afways with this
hard, gemiike flame, to
maintain this ecstasy, Is
succass in fife,” | reply at
once, *Wot larks,” and feel
that the danger is past. But a
more satisfying reply is,
“Quite; but can you really
burn with a hard, gemlike
flarne when you are in the
middle of a blow-out on tripe
and onions?"

Similarly when | read in Mr.
Bertrand Russeli an account
of the universe as modern
science presents it to our

view, ending with the words,
“Only within the scaffolding
of these truths, only on the
firm foundation of unyislding

despair, can the souls
habitation  henceforth  be
safoly buit”™ - the obvious
comment that springs to
one's lips at once, is "Wot

larks!* But this, though
comforting, is not wholly
convincing. The right

comment is, “All right; and
now, let's have a blow-out on
tripe and onions.” The
moment you have said that,
you know that your soul is
saved. There has been a
battle between high-
sounding nonsense and
humble common sense, and
the nonsense has been
beaten.

A few years ago a well-
known Japanese statesman
died. He was a reactionary,
an aggressive imperialist,
and a militarist of the most
fire-eating kind; for the sake
of the world's peace, he was
better dead. But, of course, it
would not have been proper
to say this at the time. The
then Governor-General of
Australia said the proper
thing. He informed the
Japanese Government that
Australia had heard the news
and been saddened by it
and that all Australians felt
as if they had suffered a
personal bereavement.
Confronted with a statement
like that, what is one to say
or do? You feel at once that

unfess you can make some
comment, find some fitting
outlet for your feelings, you
will explede. | don't mean
that you need say anything
aloud; but you must — you
simply must — find something
to say to yourself about the
situation. To make an
imaginary addendum to the
Governor-General's
message, - something like
“To mark the universal grief,
the Government House blow-
out on tripe and onions has
been postponed for a week”
— relieved the tension of
one's mind.

The other day | read, in a
textbook of economics, that
“personallty is the synthesis
of individuality and sociality,
and as it grows the forms of
socisty evolve, they take
more specific characters,
opening out into manifold
associations  within  the
community just as the organs
of an evolving body are
differentiated within the unity
of its life.” After reading this
three times, | felt that God's
worse curse had fallen on
me; my mind was gone.
Then | remembered my good
old talisman, and was saved.
Rewrite the sentence,
beginning *Personality is the
synthesis of ftripe and
onions,” and sanity returns.

You see, then, that my
formula is enormously useful;
with a littie ingenuity you can
adapt it to meet all sorts of
situations. Whenever you are
distressed by high-flown
verbiage, by pomposity, by
grandi-loquence, by humbug,
by the jargon of the crank, by
the smooth insincerities of
the public speaker, by
political  platitudes, by
rhetorical nonsense — and
the only way to escape these
things is to be wrecked on an

S by Walter Murdoch

uninhabited island -
remember Lady Dorothy
Nevill, and murmur “tripe and
onions.” One application
brings relief,

In conciusion | may let you
into the secret of another
formula for use in desperate
cases. In Professor
Eddington's  book, The
Nature of the Physical World
, we read that: “The atom is
as porous as the solar
system. If we eliminated all
the unfilled space in a man's
body and collected his
protons and electrons into
one mass, the man wouid be
reduced to a speck just
visible with a magnifying
glass.” This, | think, one of
the cheerfullest facts that
modern science has laid
bare. When some large

impressive  politician, or
some well nourished
ecclesiastic — or in short, any
of our great men - is laying
down the law from a public
platform | find it alleviates the
pain immediately if | reflect.
‘My good sir, you are
doubtless a tremendous
fellow; but if the empty space
were subtracted, all that is
really solid in you would have
to be searched for with a
magnifying glass. | could
gather you up on a slip of
paper and put you into my
waistcoat pocket, where you
would be lost. Where would
your eloquence be then?
But that is too cruel for use
except under extreme
provocation. For common
emergencies, the tripe-and-
onions formula s quite
effective. Q









| WAITING FOR THE BARBARIANS

by C.V.Cavafy (
What are we waiting for &ll crowded in the forum?

The Barbarians are to arrive today.
Within the Senate-house why is there such in-action?

The Senators making no laws what are they sitting there for?
Because the Barbarians amive today.
What laws now should the Senators be making?
When the Barbarians come they'll make the laws.

Why did our Emperor get up so early in the morning?
And st the greatest city gate why is he sitting there now,
Upon his throne, officially, why is he wearing his crown?

Because the Barbarians arrive today.
The Emperor is waiting to receive
Their Leader. And in fact he has prepared
To give him an address. On it he has
Whitten him down all sorts of names and titles.

Why have our twa Consuls gone out, bath of them, and the Praetors,
Today with their red togas on, with their embroidered togas?
Why are they wearing bracelets, and all those amethysts tao,

And all those rings on their fingers with splendid flashing emeralds?

Why shauld they be carrying today their precious walking sticks,
With silver knobs and golden tops so wonderfully carved?
Because the Barbarians will amive today;

Things of this sort dazzle the Barbanians.

NI
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And why are the fine oratars not come here as usual

— é@,&? ¥ To get their speeches off, to say what they have to say?
__!J_ ”I\.\ Because the Barbarians will be here today;

And they are bored with eloquence and speechmaking.

L~
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Why should this uneasiness begin all of a sudden,
And confusion. How serious people’s faces have become.
Why are all the streets and squares emptying so quickly,
And everybody turning home again so full of thought?
4 Because night has fallen and the Barbarians have not come.

ff/’/j And some people have arrived from the frontier:
They said there are no Barbarians any more.

And now what will become of us without Barbarians?-
Those people were some sort of solution.

Translated by John Mavrogegordato: The Hogarth Press 1952)
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‘CIVILISATIONS OF THE STONE AGF’
by Richard Rudgley, Century, London. 1998

ichard  Rudgley
argues that our
ancestors living in
the stone ages were not
primitive cavemen. They
were in the much more

advanced than  has
generally been thought.
In fact these people
practised basic

technological, industrial
medical |

and even
activities even as far back
as the early Neolithic o
even the Palaeolithic Age.

For instance it has been
generally accepted that

writing originated in the

Middle East and was
developed by the ancient
Sumerians about 3,000
BC. The earliest texts

were found in the remains §
ARG

of the city of Uruk in
what is now Iraq. The
complexity of the script
used makes it highly
likely that it evolved over
the . eons rather than
having been  simply
invented on the spot.

It has been suggested that
the ancient Sumerian
script developed
somehow from an ancient
form of accounting. It
appears that over much of
the ancient Middle East
clay tokens of various
shapes were used in some
sort of accounting system.
Thousands  of  these
tokens have been found,
some dating back to 8,000
BC. The exact
relationship between the
tokens and Sumerian
writing, however, is still a
matter of conjecture.

Nevertheless there is
evidence of a more ancient
writing found in Europe.
Artifacts dug up in
Transylvania and Bulgaria
show markings that
appear to be some sort of
writing, The artifacts are
about six or seven
thousand years old and
hence are more ancient

T e
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than the Sumerian script.
The old European script
seems to have lasted until
around 3,500 BC when
the Aryan (or Indo-
European) hordes
invaded.  There  are
however similarities
between the old European
script and the Linear A
script of ancient Crete.
Unfortunately no one has
yet  deciphered either
script.

Could there be an even
older form of writing?
Abstract markings on the
walls of caves and
artwork dating from the
Ice Age show similarities
with some of the
characters used in ancient
written languages from
the Mediterranean to
China. Even ancient
swastikas have  been

N D I Y
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found and a few of the
other  characters are
uncannily like the letters
we use in modern writing

Needless to say the idea of
writing having its origins
in the Palaeolithic Age is
highly controversial and
has not been accepted by
many authorities.
Nevertheless there’s
plenty of other evidence
to show that the people of
the stone ages were more
able and sophisticated
than has generally been
accepted. At a site in
Russia an intricately
carved figurine of a
mammoth, one four-
hundredth the size of the
real animal was found.
Spear throwers used by

Stone Age Europeans
(similar in purpose to the
Aborigines’ woomera)

were found that have
incredibly fine carvings of
animals. Remember that
these were done without
the use of metal tools.

Pottery  was,  until
recently, thought to have
originated in the
Neolithic ~ period  but
earlier examples found in
Siberia and Japan date
back 13,000 years ago.
Ceramic technology
appeared in Moravia in
Europe as far back as
25,000 years ago.

Underground mining
would seem to require
fairly sophisticated
technology. Nevertheless
Neolithic people

developed a flint mine at
Grimes Graves in England
around 1800 BC. There

earlier

was an even

example of underground
mining in Egypt dating
from about 30,000 years
ago.  Above  ground
quarrying goes back 40 to
50 thousand years ago.

Dentistry and surgery,
believe it or not, date back
to the Neolithicc. A
Neolithic skull found in
Denmark had one of its
teeth neatly drilled with a
round conical  hole.
Another skull found at
the site showed evidence
of trepanation.  This
involved the removal of
part of the skull without
damaging blood vessels,
membranes or the actual
brain. This operation is
still used in Africa today.

Incidentally, drugs that
would act as an
anaesthetic were used in
the Neolithic. Alcohol
was being made as far
back as 3500 BC. Opium
Poppy was being grown
in the western
Mediterranean from
about 6,000 BC. Cannabis
was used by people in
central Asia in the third
millennium BC,

The evidence presented in
Rudgley’s book shows
that the people of
prehistoric Europe were
not as backward as once
thought. In fact many of
the ideas and inventions
that eventually led on to
modern civilisation may
not have started in the so-
called ‘cradles of
civilisation® in the Middle
East, the Indus Valley or
China, but actually in
Europe. O



THE HERO OF THE REGIMENT

By Frank OMahony

The following story was in one of The Home Exercise Books | found among my father's belongings
after his death at the age of 93. He served in World War | and was a physical training instructor for the

duration of World War ll.

I here was only one Private

Jensen in the United States
Army, and the officers and men of
the -74 Regiment of Infantry used
to say it was a very good thing for
the service that there was but
one. They do not say so now,
which shows that the opinion of an
entire regiment concerning a man
may all be wrong.

There are many men wearing
medals of honour in the Army
today who were never suspected
by their most intimate friends of
being heroes, and many a gawky
recruit lived to give orders to
those who laugh at him doing the
‘balance step’ in the recruit
school.

When Jensen swore to bear
"true faith and allegiance" to his

adopted Country, his earthly
endowments consisted of a
magnificent physique, a

Scandinavian brogue, and a
determination to carry out all the
lawful orders of his superior
officers at any cost. In the
course of time he lost his brogue,
but kept his superior physique.
Strange to relate, he frequently
found himself in trouble because
he obeyed orders too well and
became the despair of his
officers.

The first thing a soldier
learns is to obey orders, and the
second is to exercise a certain
discretion in doing so. Private
Jensen was never able to learn the
second. While crossing the
parade-ground on the first day he
joined = the  company, he
encountered the Adjutant and
saluted as prescribed, raising his
hand to the vizor of his cap. The
Adjutant suddenly remembered he
had forgotten something at his
quarters, turned abruptly on h!s
heel and walked off, neglecting in

his haste to return Private
Jensen's salute.

Now the orders for saluting
are that a private must keep his
hand at the vizor of his cap until
the officer returns the salute, or
until the officer passes. Private
Jensen obeyed orders, and with
his hand still raised in salute, to
the vizor of his cap, he marched
across the parade-ground to

Company F's quarters. From the
porch of the Company's quarters
the members of Company F
witnessed the incident, and when
Private Jensen reached the
quarters he was received by a
jeering crowd of soldiers. He
marched through the quarters
with his hand raised in salute,
unmindful of the laughter of the
soldiers. He hunted up the first
sergeant and asked him if he could
take his hand down from the vizor
of his cap. All the explanations of
the first sergeant did not make it
plain to him that he had any right
to let his hand  fall
from his cap. He took the matter

T.M. Greene-McCosker

very seriously and lost much of his
respect for the authors of the
army regulations in consequence.

After this incident Private
Jensen was considered a joke, but
he was never molested or
persecuted by his comrades, for
his magnificent physique and his
willingness to "go outside" and give
personal satisfaction to anyone
who demanded it, commanded
respect.

There was a certain Officer
at Fort McBride who was in the
habit of ignoring the challenge of
a sentry. He liked to sneak up to a
sentry in the dead of night and
surprise the man, whom he often
accused of being asleep on post.
Men dreaded to "do a guard" when
this officer was the officer-of-
the-day, because they were likely
to get into trouble. Every soldier
knows that there is an order in
the Manual of Guard Duty for
sentries to fire on persons who
ignore a challenge, and every
soldier knows that in time of
peace the order is not carried out.
Nevertheless Private  Jensen
carried out the order and put a
bullet through the hat of the
officer who ignored his challenge
one night on guard. Jensen was
promptly arrested and locked up in
a cell at the guardhouse. For a
few days things looked very grave
for him, but the Commanding
Officer made a careful
investigation of the case and
decided that Jensen was in the
right and had only obeyed orders.
Guard duty under the officer in
question was a pleasanter task
after this incident, and for this
the enlisted men of the regiment
were thankful to Private Jensen.

During Jensen's three-year
term of service as a private of
infantry, his performances were
an unfailing source of amusement




-
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the enlisted men of the
regiment but his superior officer
regarded him as a nuisance. It
happened frequently that he was

chosen  orderly for  the
commanding officer because he
was the cleanest soldier on guard,
but the Colonel always shuddered
when Jensen reported as orderly,
for he knew, by sad experience
that it was dangerous to trust
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gone well with him if he had not
committed an act which incurred
for him the stern displeasure of
his own captain.

The Captain owned a bull-
terrier which had won prizes in
bench shows all over the country
and which he valued very highly.
One day the Captain gave the bull
terrier to Jensen to hold, with
orders not to let the dog loose
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Jensen with any orders which
called for discretion in execution.

When his term of service was
drawing to a close, every officer
in the regiment called him a fool.
At regimental headquarters he
was spoken of as a crazy
Norwegian. ~ Still, all might have
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under any circumstances. A stray
cur tried to make friends with the
bull terrier during the absence of
the Captain and trouble ensued.
Jensen managed to hold the
terrier but in doing so he was
severely bitten and in order to
protect himself he was obliged to
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. by Frank Mahone

choke the animal. He did not wish
to strangle the brute, but when
the Captain returned to relieve
him of his charge, he found his
dog had been choked to death and
he was not pleased.

This unfortunate affair was
Jensen's undoing. "T will not have
this man in my company any
longer,’ said the Captain to the
First Sergeant, a few days after
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the incident. "He has good
qualities I admit" added  the
Captain.  "He s sober, clean,
honest and willing, but he lacks
common sense. You can tell him,
Sergeant, that he need not apply
for re-enlistment. He js only fit
to work on a farm "




Thus the deed was done and
the word was spoken which
blasted all Private Jensen's hopes
of winning military glory. The news
broke his heart. He first heard it
in the railroad train in which the
regiment was travelling to a little
city in a Rocky Mountain territory.
It was a rough place in which a
strike of miners had been made
the excuse for all sorts of
violence by its turbulent
population.

It seemed that the Captain
had been as good as his word, and
had given Jensen a character on
his discharge papers which would
effectually prevent his re-
enlistment. Of this fact the
soldier was duly informed by the
First Sergeant, as the army
regulations require. Ina few days
his term of service would expire.
His discharge papers were already
made out and were locked up in
the company field desk. On his
discharge was written in cruel
black letters: "This man is so
stupid that he is useless as a
soldier."

The First Sergeant felt sorry
for Private Jensen and told him
that he had the right to ask for a
board of officers to investigate
his record and pass upon ("assess"
- &d) his character, but Jensen
thought of the Captain's bull
terrier and the officer at whom
he had fired when on guard, and
was silent. He had done his best
to be a good soldier; he had been
faithful in the performance of
every duty and he could not
understand why he was being
turned out of the army branded as
a fool. As he gazed out of the car
window at the flying brown
landscape, for the first time in his
life tears came to his honest blue
eyes.

After the soldiers had been
at Jones City for three days so
peaceful was the aspect of the
situation that their presence
seemed unnecessary. There were
those, however, who predicfed
that if the troops were withdrawn
riot and bloodshed would follow.

On the last day of his term of
service as a soldier in the United
States Army, Jensen was detailed

for guard. Since the regiment ha
arrived at Jones City he had
hardly spoken a word to his
comrades, but they all knew what
troubled him. Every man knew
what the Captain had written on
his discharge papers, and every
man felt sorry for him. The men
tried to show their sympathy in
many ways, but as they did not
succeed in cheering him, they
considerately left him alone to
brood over his misfortune.

Private Jensen had postponed
making any plans for his future
until the last minute. He was a
member of the third relief and
went on post at three o'clock in
the morning. The post to which he
was assigned was situated far out
of the line of sentries, in a little
hollow in the rolling plain, and
there was nothing to distract
one's thoughts on this post but a
little square brick building which
looked like a tiny fort.

The special orders for the
sentry on this isolated post were
not to allow any persons to go in or
out of this little building.

When the Sergeant-of-the-
Guard had left him, he began to
pace up and down in front of the
little brick building and formulate
plans for his future career. At
twelve o'clock the next day he
would discard the uniform he
loved so well forever, and it was
necessary for him to choose
another vocation. Some of the
men in the company had spoken to
him in glowing terms of the life of
a cowboy, but from what he had
seen of the cowboys he did not
think he would like to be one. The
first sergeant had advised him to
go to work on a farm, but farming
was not congenial to this man of
arms. The truth was, Jensen was
a born soldier. He did not care to
be anything but a soldier.
Uneventfully the hours dragged
on and he was unable to decide
what he would do when he was
discharged from the army. He
was so sad and so depressed that
he did not care what happened to
him.

The dawn was breaking and it
was time to expect the Sergeant-
of-the-Guard, whose duty it was
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to relieve the sentries, and still he
was undecided as to his future
career. The sun came up over the
eastern horizon and he patiently
awaited the coming of the
Sergeant-of-the-Guard.  Higher
rose the sun but the Sergeant did
not appear and Jensen wondered
what was the matter. Growing
anxious, he shouted lustily for the
Sergeant-of-the-Guard and when
he perceived that the shouts were
not answered, he was seriously
alarmed.

After he had exhausted
himself shouting for relief, it
dawned on him that he was
forgotten on post, but there was
nothing that he could do except
wait until some soldier passed, by
whom he could send word to the
Sergeant-of-the-Guard or the
officer of the day. So he waited
while the sun rose higher in the
sky and the minutes flew by, but
no person appeared at the lonely
post. The minutes became hours
and no help or relief came to
Private Jensen who was tied down
to his post by inexorable orders.
Any other soldier in the regiment
would have abandoned his post in
the circumstances, but Private
Jensen always obeyed orders, and
it proved to be a good thing for
Jones City that he did.

Shortly after the noon hour a
party of a dozen men came down
into the little hollow where he was
posted and expressed their
astonishment at finding a soldier
there on guard.

"What are you doing there?"
inquired the foremost of the
party.

“T am on guard," replied the
soldier.

When the men heard this they
laughed loud and long. "You don't
mean to say that the army has
gone away and
left you here to . .
preserve law and 5&;%&.:&«,"*@"”'- o}
order, do you?" "y Hobg, %

sneered one of ° ﬁ‘;-:}e“ﬂs:g‘ﬁ
them. "T guess it %,; PR
has," answered bR %
Jensen, with a }% . 4
smile. % %
"Well, surely 7\ sesniy s
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you won't stay




The Hero of the Regiment

here?" said another and, to the
astonishment of the miners,
Private Jensen replied, "Yes. I will
stay until relieved.”

“But they can't relieve you,
manl The soldiers went away on a
train early this morning!" cried
another of the fellows. But the
only thing Private Jensen said was.
"That does not make any
difference."

"Look here!" cried one of the
men in an angry vaice. “You fellows
quit this faoling! This soldier is
crazy. We came here to get the
stuff; now let us go in and get it."

Private Jensen had placed
himself in front of the door of the
little brick structure which he was
instructed to guard. The men
advanced to enter the building but
they halted abruptly when the
soldier levelled his rifle at them
and said, "T will shoot the first
man who tries to enter this
building!" The others knew, by the
look in Jensen's eyes, that he
would keep his word, and they
drew back and held a consultation.

Although Jensen did not know
it, the little brick building he
guarded was the dynamite
magazine of the mining company.
The instant that the troops left
trouble had occurred, and now the
evil element  which  often
misrepresents strikers planned to
blow up the mines. It was to get
the dynamite for the purpose that
the malicious party had come to
the dynamite magazine, but their
calculations had been upset by
Private Jensen.

After consulting among them-
selves for a few minutes, the
crowd went away. One of the
party called back to the soldier
derisively, "when you get hungry
come to town and we will feed
you." Then the men disappeared
and for a while Jensen was left
alone with his thoughts, which
were not pleasant.

He did not know that the
Sergeant-of-the-Guard had
suddenly been taken ill and had
forgotten to tell the new sergeant
to relieve him. He did not know
that he was not missed until the
regiment was one hundred miles
away and that when he was
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reported absent, the captain
believed that he had deserted
without waiting to receive his
discharge papers, which were
useless to him. But even if Private
Jensen had known all this, it would
not have made any difference; he
would have been just as faithful
to his trust. Even if he had not
expected that his absence would
be discovered, and a detail sent
back to relieve him, he would have
stayed on guard just as he did.
Then the men who expected that
he would desert his post because
he had been abandoned by his
regiment, and because he was
tired and hungry, did not know
him. All day this soldier remained
at his post without a morsel of
food to sustain him, and with only
the fetid water in his canteen to
drink. At noon his term of service
in the United States Army
expired, but he did not choose to
consider it so, as he had not
received his discharge.

During the afternoon a rough

crowd collected about the
dynamite magazine, with the
evident intention of
forcing an entrance.
There were some

advocates of violence.
Cries of "Shoot the
soldier!" “String him
upl"  and  similar
expressions were
frequently heard by
Private Jensen, but
wiser counsel
prevailed, and he was
not molested. They
were not afraid of
the man, but they
were afraid of his
uniform.

Behind that
uniform  was  the
Federal Government

of The United States.

Efforts were
made by the
besiegers to
accomplish by
diplomacy what they
did not dare to do by
force.

Plausible
arguments were made
to Private Jensen to
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allow the miners to enter the
magazine, and every effort was
made to induce him to leave his
post. They refused to give him
food or drink when he begged for
them, in the hope that hunger and
thirst might conquer him if
nothing else could; and thus the
day wore on and night fell, but
Private Jensen remained on guard,
in front of the door of the little
brick house.

During the night the roughs
posted a cordon of pickets about
the dynamite magazine, and no
person was allowed to
communicate with the lone soldier
on guard there. Many of the
strikers would have been glad to
feed him, that he might be
enabled to save the mines from
destruction to which Jones City
must look for further employment.

Private Jensen passed the
night sitting on the doorstep of
the magazine, rifle in hand,

watching his watchers. The men
on guard were relieved every few
:ours, but there was no relief for

im,

When morning broke he






Readers might be interested to know that they
can buy the Queen Elizabeth Birthday Stamp
2000 until 31% July at the following address:
Sydney Philatelic Centre, Australia Post Shop
QVB, Lower Ground Floor, 44 Market Street,
Sydney NSW 1230.

A sheet of 50 is $22.50 Cash with order.
Yours sincerely, J.F.Huicheon, Cooma, NSW
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It is always a great pleasure to receive and
read my latest Herrtage. In June 1997,
during the Keating years, ] wrote a poem
and called it -

Some Thoughts on my adopted Country

Australia is free
As Australia can be,

But belonging to the United Nations
Is bad for God's creation.
Dearest Lord,

We can no longer afford
Big Brother
Who is our biggest republican brother.
He keeps our prectous 1dentity
A repressing novelty.
Becoming a Republic represents no
solution;

It only forces Australia into a
revolution.

Australia is a Federation
Of many nations
We all must speak one language
And that is English,

Please let us try to find
All good things that do bind
Us forever to live in total harmony,
I pray, is my blissful plea.

And, still is even more so. I am very
glad the
No vote came through loud and clear.

Edith Knight, Victoria.
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[ Dear Sir,

| It was indeed pleasing for me to see the article on pag

: 16 of No.91 on Dorothy Smith. She lived with her father

| Vernon Smith, in Military Road, Largs, for most of her lfe

| moving fromthere to Lady Gowrie Drive (Esplanade), Largs
later in her life. As you canseeby my address, | knew he
and herfather very well. Her father was in business as
Custormns and Shipping agentin Port Adelaide for many years
and it was he who founded, and was the first Curator of th
Port Adelaide Nautical Museum. This Museum was takenove
by the State Govemnment some years ago and formedh
basis of the South Australian Maritime Museum.

Also of special Interest was the article by Rupert
Goodman, and in particular his mention of the Union Fla
(whichis erroneously referred to as the Union Jack), and it
compositon of the three flags, viz., Crosses of St. Georg
(England), St. Andrew (Scotland), and St. Patrick {Ireland), O
the Scoltishand Irish Flags itis interesting to note that bot
Scotland and Ireland have anotherflag each. The Scoltis
oneis a Red Rampant Lion ona Gold or yellow background
andthe other Irish one is a Golden Harp ona green ground
Eachis at leasta 1,000 years olderthanthe Cross Flags, an

has done since its inception, and asthe Harp symbolbelong
tothe lrish people fromits inception. The Hamistwho owne
the Harp was King David and it his ham on the Irish Flag
Similarly the Rampant Lien, which-still befongs to the donees
was given to the Tribe of Judah.

Flags are a mostimportant partof our heritage, and iti
deplorable to see some of the slovenly waysthe Flagisse
aloft, particularty by some Govemnment Departments. Whense
correctly the top of the flag should be level with the topo
the truck (the bun-like <ap atthe masthead). To cap it al
the Flag Act, which states that, to fly aflag at half-mast, it
position should be one-third of mast height fromthe top. |
this matterthe Actisin serious ermor. Athalf-mastthefla
should be lowered down the mast onlyadistanceto leav
room above it for a flag of similar shape and size. This
Space istaken up byan imaginary black flag, Death's Insignia
which has had a temporary victory.

Sincerely,
Neil W. Cormack, Largs, S.A .
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