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PREFACE

Tms book concerns the campaign in Malaya against the
Communist terrorists. I was privileged to serve in this campaign
for a considerable period with one of Britain’s famous county
regiments, The Suffolk Regiment, which huilt up for itself,
during three and a half years in Malaya, a reputation for
gkill and daring which was second to none and which, to this
day, has not been surpassed. For three years the Regiment was
engaged in a long and arduous struggle with a notorious terror-
ist leader Liew Kon Kim, nicknamed ‘The Bearded Wonder’
because of the luxuriant growth on his face, a most unusual
feature in a Chinaman, This man commanded the 4th
Independent Company of the Communist-styled ‘Malayan
Racey’ Liberation Army’. .

South Selangor, a fertile area to the south.of Malaya's capital
city, Kuala Lumpur, was his operational area. His company
became known to us as the ‘Kajang Gang’ because of its leader’s
close affinity with the town of Kajang, and because we en-
countered him most frequently in that district, The Regiment
brought this struggle to a victorious conclusion in June 1952,
when Liew Kon Kim was killed in the South Selangor swamps
by a young National Service subaltern, who conducted this
final engagement with the utmost gallantry and, during the
last triumphant moments, almost single-handed. By then the
rest of the 4th Independent Company had been virtually
wiped out.

The story of this passage of arms provides the theme for this
book, but only the theme. Against its background I have set out
to depict the kind of life which our young soldiers, most of them
conscripted into the British Army for their period of National
Service, are leading in Malaya today, and the hardships and
dangers which they are facing with a courage and devotion
far beyond the normal call of duty, in the effort to remove from
that rich and beautiful country the reign of terror which has
been imposed on it, from the protection of its interminable
jungles, by a number of ruthless and amoral, Gommunist-
inspired, guerrilla fighters.

These young soldiers arc led by a handful of experienced
officers and N.C.Os, for most of whom the Army is a career, and
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6 PREFAQE

to whom this is ‘just another campaign’. They are supported by
the incomparable tradition and ecfficient organisation of the
British Army. The terrorists, generally known in Malaya as
‘bandits’, are supported by an organisation which has less tradi-
tion but is no less efficient, the local Communist party; they
are sustained, also, by their comrades abroad.

To enable me to present the complete picture, I have intro-
duced into the main story many incidents which occurred in
diflcrent contexts, but which have come to my knowledge from
time to time. A number of these I have attribuied to myself,
All of them may be said to be typical of what is happening in
the everyday lives of our young soldicers in Malaya, except the
two hand-to-hand contests which I describe in the later
chapters. These arc the exception, rather than the rule, in this
type of warfare. The incidents relating to the bandits’ private
lives and existence in the jungle are realistic, but their complete
accuracy cannot be guaranteed, because they are necessarily
based on second-hand information and incomplete, though
efficient, intelligence.

For reasons which will be obvious to the reader, I have not
used the names of real persons, cither living or dead. Even so,
because my story is based on personal cxpericnces which are
comparatively recent, certain of my readers will, no doubt,
identify themselves with the characters and incidents which T
have described. I can assure them that any such affinity is
purely coincidental,

I have referred to certain aspects of the situation in Malaya
as I knew it, e.g. the weaknesses in the organisation of the
police and the unsettled conditions of the squatters. These
aspects are not necessarily the same today. Since the time of
which I write, the situation in Malaya, under the energetic and
wise direction of General Templer, has improved out of all
knowledge. But even with the impact of his high administrative
and military ability, it is my personal opinion that there can be
no quick solution to our problems there, for they will not end
with the elimination of the militant guerillas, Meanwhile our
young soldiers continue to fight in that critical campaign.

Throughout this book I have used the expression ‘the men’.
This is a convenient collective noun, in common use in the
Service, for describing the bravest, most patient and most
stoical of men, the British Soldier. He is the hero of this book.

March, 1953 AF.C
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Young to the East

I Lookep round at the men whom I had to lead in this arduous
campaign. They were so young and so incredibly innocent; boys
of nineteen, most of them, whose idea of the East was of Sultans
and Rajahs mounted on jewel-studded elephants and sur-
rounded by lovely brown-skinned girls, seductively veiled;
whose idea of the jungle was'of a dense wilderness full of man-
eating tigers, venomous snakes, filthy diseases, pigmy natives
with poisoned darts and a thousand unknown half-imagined
terrors. I thanked God that I had Tilley with me, for one. He
wag a fine disciplinarian with an earthy sense of humour and the
young men liked him, though they would be the last to admit it.
He would be a great tonic for them between the marches
through the jungles.

He was my company sergeant-major and was leaning on the
ship’s rail beside me now, watching the squat white skyline of
Singapore as it came slowly nearer. He was a tall man, so tall
that he had to bend awkwardly to rest his fore-arms on the low
balustrade. He was thirty-four years old, though he looked
younger, for his face was tanned after the long voyage from
Greece, and his thick black hair was combed back smartly from
his broad forehead. He had the straightest looking eyes I have
ever seen in a man’s face. They were very dark brown with
large black pupils. He wore an immaculate uniform of khaki
shirt and shorts. Tilley had escaped from Singapore when the
Japanese swamped it with their bombs and their hordes of little
yellow soldiers in 1941, and now he was coming back to it again,
this time on a different mission, to fight the Communist guerrillas
in Malaya, who waged a shadowy war on its peace-loving
citizens.

We had been idling past the islands and headlands, all
9



10 JUNGLE GREEN

covered in a rich green foliage, which lined the approach to the
harbour. It would be some time beforc we drew into the dock-
side and had to pay attention to disembarking the men, so I
moved away from the railing and strolled along the deck behind
the rows of straining troops, listcning to their conversation.

An old soldicr was bricfing a youngster. ‘I knows this bloody
place. I was ’ere in 1940 before the Japs come in. Racecourse
Road for me tonight as fast as the rickshaw wallah can run me
down. I knows a bit of stufl down there called Betty Loh. She’s
a damn good gi1l.’

The boy replicd, ‘I’'m writing to my old Ma tonight. She’ll
be tickled pink over this place. You can keep your slant-cyed
maidens, I’ve got my girl at home, She’ll be waiting when I get
back.’

Two more youngsters were discussing the dock coolics. ‘I
wonder what they wear those red jackets for? Funny sort of thing
to put on a bloke, *specially with that skirt underneath it. If
the men wear skirts, I’d like to know what the women wear.
Must be a funny sort of country.’

“They’re probably a lot of Comunics, that’s why they’re
wearin’ red. A few of the blokes where I come from down in
Tilbury could do with them, not that it would do them any good.
I've heard about them skirts before. Seems the men wear them
in all these Lasiern countries. Women wear them too, cxcept for
the Chinks, who wear pyjamas, like they’d jusi got out of bed all
day. T know, ’cos I've seen them all in the pictures, Must be a
rum, sort of country,

An officer leaning over the railing in a Gurkha hat, with the
strap under his chin, was exciting comments {from the shore.
*You'll be marching on that ruddy chin-strap before you’ve been
out ’erelong.’ A roar of ribald laughier grected this sally and the
officer stepped back from the rails and disappeared into the
ship’s lounge.

Another old soldier was holding a group of six youths speil-
bound. Tt appeared he knew the East well and I listened for a
short while to his lurid account of a hand-to-hand struggle with
a man-eating tiger, The youths were taking in every word.

A little further on I saw a pimply young man sitting alone on
a wooden bench at the back of the deck, stecped in the misery of
home-sickness. I did not know his name, but I spoke a few words
to him. He was too wretched to reply and started sobbing



YOUNG TO THE EAST I1

quietly to himself as I walked on down the gangway to the ship’s
orderly room to wait for the order to disembark my company.

When the order came I joined the paticnt plodding line of
soldiers up on deck. Tilley was in charge, chivvying them along
to the gangway, each man with his head thrust forward and a
white kit bag across his shoulders. They were all very smart;
khaki shirts and shorts well ironed, boots highly polished, gaiters
blancocd, hose-tops turned down to regulation length. They
were alert and fit in spite of the cramped quarters and lack of
exercise on the ship. I wondered how long they would remain
like that.

As they filed past me I tried to pick out the men on whom I
could rely from the start and those whom I would have to watch
carefully until they had more experience. Most of the older men
had been with me in Greece and I knew that, although some of
them would be in constant trouble between operations, their
efficiency would be unimpaired either by the rigours of the
climate or by the constant discomfort. But there were only a few
of these. The others were very young and I did not know them
well for they had joined the unit at Port Said on the way out.
They were wonderfully enthusiastic and some of them were
looking forward to the great adventure, but not all. Many of
them would soon lose morale; Jewson, passing me now, was one,
and Leckie, just behind him, another. Both had unstable back-
grounds. Jewson became an orphan at the age of two. Leckie
had never known his father, and his mother lived with a succes-
sion of dockers in an East End slum house. There were a few
others, too, like them. It was thec men who had suffered from
unhappy homes who would erack up when things were going
badly. I had experienced this before during the war and some-
times even on training, and it had been proved to me many
times how marked is the stability which a happy home gives to a
man’s character.

Soon the last of the men were tramping awkwardly in their
heavy boots down the gangplank. I followed, with my batman
behind me, trying to control a crowd of chattering native coolies
who had attached themselves to me, each carrying a part of my
cabin luggage. By now there was a tremendous noise and bustle
on the docks; overseers shouting orders at the sweating native
coolies; the officers shouting orders to their bewildered men;
crane operators shouting at their assistants; men still on the ship
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wise-cracking at the lops of their voices with those who had dis-
embarked; friends greeting each other in loud hearty voices;
lorries driving to and fro in low gear, hooting at anyone in their
way, and the band of the Seaforth Highlanders trying to drown
the racket with music from Puccini and Sullivan, In spite of’it all
Tilley, by sheer determination and force of personality, soon had
the company formed up and marching to the nearby roadside,
where the R.A.8.C. lorries were waiting to take them to the Nee
Soon transit camp. Here the men were to spend three weeks
becoming acclimatised and undergoing a little preliminary
training,

I did not go with them. Instead, I drove to the railway station
in a sleek-looking stafl’ car and entrained for Johore Bahru.
From therc I went up to the Far East Land Forces’ Training
Centre, where I was taught the elements of jungle warfare by a
number of tremendously enthusiastic British officers from the
Gurkha Brigade. They told me enough about bandit hunting to
make me reserve my judgment on the best way of setting about
it. Later, as the months wore on, I realised more and more how
litile we knew about this peculiarly difficult type of warfare.

The end of the course coincided with my company’s move
from Singapore island up into Malaya. I joined them at Singa-
pore Station and the men were soon packed into the hot and
comfortless train, ready for the long night journcy to Kuala
Lumpur. The C.O. called all of us officers together and told us
what was to be donc if the train was ambushed en route. But the
night passed without incident. We climbed out, still-limbed, on
to the ill-lit station at Kuala Lumpur in the very carly hours of
the morning and loaded on to trucks for the last stage of our
journey to Sungei Besi camp. Sentrics were posted, one at each
corner, in the backs of the trucks. Bren guns, loaded and with
their actions cocked, rested on the drivers’ cabins, pointing
along the beams of the headlights, All our weapons were ready
for instant action, The tail-boards were lcfi down to allow quick
egress in case of attack. An escort of armoured cars was scattered
throughout the convoy. For us the campaign had started.

The camp was seven miles from Kuala Lumpur on a semi-
circular ridge overlooking the great tin mine through which
flowed the Sungei Besi—‘the stream, of metal’, This tin mine was
reputed to be the biggest man-made hole in the ground any-
where in the world. It had been dug out of the soft soil by the
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action of the tin dredges. The tents were packed close together,
in serried ranks, forming a gleaming white half~moon along the
top of the ridge, with a haze of heat hanging over them. Among
them were scattered a few wooden huts with atap roofs which
were the men’s canteen and dining-halls and the officers” and
sergeants’ messes. In the middle of the camp was a dirt parade
ground and, at one end, a concrete vehicle park. A great jungle-
clad ridge overlooked the camp from the far side of a narrow
strip of water-logged, scrub-covered plain. It was in this swamp,
and in the thick jungles on the steep ridges, that the men would
receive their initial training, We had exactly three weeks to
prepare ourselves for operations.
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The Jungle the Enemy

I prove them all hard during those three weeks. I had to, for
therc was so little time and so much to lcarn. We had to lcarn
the simple tactics which suited the type of opcrations in which
we would engage. We had to learn how to shoot at half-hidden
snap targets, how tolay ambushes and how to avoid them. And,
because, in the beginning, we would find the jungle a worse
cnemy than the bandits, we had to lcarn jungle-craft, the art of
moving silently through, and living in, the great cxpanses of
tangled trees and undergrowth which concealed our ruthless foe.

I had a wonderful team to help me teach them. There were
two subalterns, Michael Radcliffe and Johnny Masefield. They
were very young, neither of them was twenty, but their energy
and enthusiasm was inexhaustible. Then there was Tilley, who
handled the parade ground lcssons and was worth more to the
men’s morale than the whole of the Army Welfare Organisation,
I had three sergeants, too, regulars whom I knew well and
trusted.

In addition I was allotted a number of Sakai, the aboriginal
natives of the country, who normally lived in the jungle swamps.
They had been driven from their homes by the brutal depreda-
tions of the bandits and had come in to help the British soldiers.
They were of inestimable worth to us all and their patience
when teaching the civilised how to live as savages was extra-
ordinary.

Each morning we would put in an hour’s physical training
before breakfast. It was our one pleasant hour, exercising in the
- sweet cool of the dawn. For the rest of the day we learnt drills to
meet every conceivable situation in which the enemy could
place us or in which we could place him. We practised them
over and over again until the young men were sick of the sound

14
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of our raucous, nagging voices and desperately tired from the
physical demands which were made on them in that frightful,
humid heat.

Each evening, afler a gargantuan meal, they would throw
themselves, stark naked, on to the blackened steel beds which
rested on the concrete floors of their tents. Then, first drawing
over themselves the stifling mosquito nets, they would sink into a
sleep of exhaustion. At six a.m. the bugle would wake them to
start another day of grinding toil.

Sunday was their day off. They would spend the morning and
most of the afternoon resting on their beds and doing such small
chores as were needed to keep their kit in proper condition.
In the afternoon, after passing under Tilley’s minute ingpection,
they would leave the camp and go in armed convoys into Kuala
Lumpur to find what amusement they could.

There was not much of it. There was a N.A.A.F.I. canteen
facing on to the main road near the station. There was a
swimming-pool at the local Army Headquarters, which was
always packed with seething bodies. There were two cinemas
which were quite good and showed comparatively modern films.
There was the Happy World Amusement Park, a cheap, garish
place which combined fairground amusements with two Chinese
theatres, an outdoor stage, and an enormous dance hall. On the
stage you could watch the local men ‘ronggung’ with pretty
young Malayan girls and, if you were bold enough, you could
join them in their fantastic dancing. In the dance hall you could
pay a dollar a time to dance with demure and dusky taxi-girls
with quaint names like Miss Alice and Miss Patience, to senti-
mental tunes played into the half-light by a Javanese band.

At the end of the three weeks I decided to put the men to
their first test. I planned to send them into the jungle in
separate small groups and I gave them a hard route to cover. I
was determined that whatever sitnation faced them in the
future, they would always look back on this march as the worst
thing that had happened to them and as the height of physical
achievement. I hoped, too, that when they had survived it, they
would be turned from the ill-assorted collection of bewildered
young men which they now were, into a well-knit team with
pride in themselves and in their leaders.

We set off before dawn and drove to the edge of the Ayer
Hitam Forest Reserve, debussing at first light. I split them up



16 JUNGLE GREEN

into eight patrols of ten men each and directed them to a ren-
dezvous far away, where they were to meet me the following
morning. One by one, as I gave them their orders, they disap-
peared for the first time into the deep gloom of the dense virgin
jungle. It was to be a test for the leaders as well as for the men.
I gave them the most difficult routes to follow that I could find
on the map. If they all brought their patrols to the rendezvous
by the time I had ordered, it would be a miracle. But miracles
were not impossible to these men, in fact I had rather come to
expect them, They had proved my faith over and over again,
even during our short training period. But they were on their
own now, with no landmark to guide them and with no super-
vision at all. They had not even a wireless set through which to
receive orders.

I took a sergeant with me and eight of the young men whom I
trusted least, I was particularly anxious to see how they would
stand the test. For them the first entry into the deep forest was
a frightening experience. I could see it on their faces and in
their demeanour. A look of caution, which was strange to men of
their youth, came into their eyes and there was no sign of that
confident tread with which I normally associated them. They
broke at once into a careful shambling gait, with their shoulders
hunched up a little under the weight of their packs, and their
heads turning from side to side, looking for dangers which were
not there, but which seemed very real to them.

The moment we entered the forest the sun was blotted out by
the thick carpet of foliage which spread across the tops of the
gigantic trees; yet we could still feel the heat from it, not the
same burning heat that we knew on the outside, but stifling
humid warmth which sapped every ounce of our energy. The
hanging vines, the tall lush undergrowth, the great thickets of
bamboo and atap closed in on us, shutting us off from the world
we knew as completely as prison walls. Everywhere insects were
crawling: small white ants, great red ants, little black soldier
ants, centipedes, scorpions, beetles of every size and shape.
There was a constant movement and yet no one moving thing
made the slightest sound. It was this eerie silence which told on
the men most. Even they were forbidden to speak, for any noise
might give our presence away to the enemy. All their move-
ments were silent too ; their rubber-soled jungle boots made no

noise on the damp leaf-mould which covered the soil; the
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THFE JUNGLE THE ENEMY 17

leading man had been trained to part the bushes quietly, or,
if they were too thick, to cut them swiftly with the razor-sharp
blade of his matchet; the other men, for we moved in single file,
passed through the gap he had made without a sound, one
behind the other, five yards apart; every piece of our equip-
ment was covered or wrapped to prevent the slightest rattle.
Yes, it was the silence that frightened them most, and the smell
of the rotting vegetation. It was like decomposing flesh, only
less concentrated, spread as it was over the vast green wilderness,

I had grown used to the jungle during the war in Burma, but
there we were always in large parties and in touch either by
sound or wireless with the units to our left and right. Also we
always had some idea of where the enemy was. Here we were
just a little party of ten men, completely isolated, and the enemy
was God knows where. He might be behind the next bush, or
the one beyond that, or he might be a hundred miles away. We
never knew. We had to be ready to meet him at every step.

All day we marched blindly on, scrambling up the steep
ridges, slipping and slithering down the far sides to the deep
streams which ran in between them. By mid-day the men were
dreadfully tired, because I had driven them on as fast as the
Jungle would allow, and without any rest. This was the pace we
would have to go if we were to reach the rendezvous in time,
But they struggled on, all of them sweating and cursing silently,
while the sun pursued its hidden course above the trees and fell
beneath a horizon which we knew must be there, but which we
could never see. We knew the sun had gone down when a
blanket of even deeper gloom settled over us, It was only then
that I halted the patrol.

At once every man, except Sergeant Robins, flopped to the
ground. But not for long. There was work to be done and the
first job was to build a camp for the night. We would get little
rest if we tried to sleep on the damp uneven ground, plagued by
insects, and everything we needed to build platforms to sleep on
grew around us. So we set to work cutting down the young
saplings and placing them across forked sticks to make a frame-
work twelve inches above the ground. Then we cut lengths of
hollow bamboo and split them down the middle, in the way the
Sakai had shown us. These strips we laid across the framework,
binding them in place with thin creepers. We made a roof over
each platform by slinging one of the men’s poncho capes across

B



18 JUNGLE GREEN

a length of rattan stretched taut between two trees and by
pulling out the sides of the poncho and tying them with string
to any convenient bush, so that it resembled the top of a tent.
The men worked very slowly and clumsily in small groups. It
was quite dark by the time they had finished.

Meanwhile an appalling clamour had arisen in the forest all
round us. Millions of insects combined to make a strident, tone-
less chorus of discordant noise. Above it we could hear the other
animals as they prowled round the camp in scarch of food and
water; a panther coughed as it devoured its evening meal; a
great seladang crashed through a bamboo thicket on its way to a
water point; the smaller jungle animals barked at each other as
they darted nervously to and fro. We were all amazed at the
volume of the noise, which contrasted so vividly with the utter
silence of the daytime. I think we all wondered whether we
would get any sleep.

When we had finished building, we cooked an evening meal
of bully beef and rice. We cooked the rice first in separate mess
tins, trying to make it as beautifully dry and savoury as the
Sakai, but our efforts to copy them were very poor and most of
us finished up with a glutinous mess in the bottom of the tin,
The bully we warmed up and threw in with the rice. Then we
cronched round the tiny open fires in cur little groups and dug
the stew out of our mess tins with spoons.

We cleaned our weapons, groping about for the four-by-two
and the pull-throughs in the darkness. We had not yet learnt
to put everything down where we could easily find it while it
was still daylight. Before settling in for the night, I ordered a
final stand-to and put each man in the position he was to occupy
if the camp was attacked. It was ten o’clock before we all col-
lapsed in a stupor of exhaustion on to the platforms we had
built. All of us, that is, except the sentry.

Jewson was the first on sentry duty. I had a few whispered
words with him before he felt his way through the pitch black-
ness to his post, which was thirty yards along the track we had
made as we came into the camp. He seemed very nervous and
loath to leave me to go off by himself. 8o I decided to leave him
there for half an hour and then go along to see how he was
getting on. I lay on the bamboo platform listening to the jungle
noises and occasionally talking in a low voice to Sergeant
Robins who was lying beside me, After a while I got up and
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made my way down to the sentry post. When I was half-way
there I heard someone coming towards me. I stepped to one
side and waited. It was obviously not a bandit. The man was
blundering his way through the dark making a tremendous
noise as he crashed into bushes and tripped over the roots and
creepers in his way. It must be Jewson. I was convinced that his
duty had proved too much for him and he was leaving his post.
I waited until he came level with me and then, putting out my
arms and fecling my way down his body, I grabbed his rifle
and pointed it down to the ground. He fell in a heap at my feet,
panting and gasping in terror. I pulled him upright and whis-
pered at him ficrcely, “What the hell are you doing here? You've
left you'’re post.’

He was trembling all over as he answered, ‘I was frightened,
scared stiff. It was the shadders. They keeps movin® about all
round me; they’re still there, hundreds of *em, like bloody great
monsters, creepin’ up on me, closer and closer. You can’t hear
’em, not a sound. I keeps wanting to shoot or shout or some-
thing, but I can’t move my finger and my throat’s all dried up.
I’m frightened. I don’t want to go back there. I don’t like the
jungle. I’ll do anything else but I won’t go back there.’

1 said, “You've got to go back. Your turn of duty takes you up
to midnight and it’s only half-past ten now.’

Jewson raised his voice above a whisper. He said again, ‘I'm
afraid, honest I am, scarcd bloody stiff. For Christ’s sake, let
me go. I want to be with me mates. I feels all right with them.
It’s being alone what gets me. All them bloody shadders. I don’t
like it. I don’t want to go back there by meself.’

I raised my voice too. I said, ‘Shut up. You're going back.
I am not going to let a coward like you endanger the lives of the
whole lot of us; you’ve got to do it like the rest. Everybody
loathes it. I do, like hell, You’ll soon sec that the others have got
the guts to go through with it. Now, go along. I'll come with
you for a bit.’

I pulled the man forward by his wrists. He followed me,
dragging his feet along the ground and whimpering. We reached
the great tree which marked the sentry post and squatted down
there side by side. He seemed to grow quieter. After a while I
whispered, “What is it you can see? Are they still there? Per-
sonally I can’t see a damn thing, except the darkness and a few
fircflies fitting about.’
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Jewson did not answer until I jogged his elbow, then he
whispered, ‘Well, sir, I don’t seem to see them now, but I swear
they was there beforc you come. Don’t push off just yet, sir;
hang on a bit. I'll be scttled in a couple of minutes.’

We sat together in silence for a while longer, squatting Indian
fashion, our bodies just touching, our rifles resting on the ground
between our knees. Then I whispered, ‘Jewson, have you heard
from home since you got out here?’

‘I ain’t got no one to hear from, sir. My Mum and Dad died
when I was a kid and my guardian don’t write to me.’

‘I know a young girl who works in the house next door to my
home, She’s pretty and very nice. Would you like me to ask her
to write to you? She’d love to do it.’

Jewson said, ‘Thanks, sir, I’d like that.’ I rose to go and he got
up too and leaned against the trunk of the great tree.

I said, ‘All right, I’ll do it. You’ve got another hour on duty.
Williams will come along to relieve you.’

As T stumbled back into the camp I heard the men tossing
restlessly on their hard platforms. Only one or two were properly
aslecp, in spite of their exhaustion. One of them was racked from
time to time with a chesty cough and I groped my way over to
his basha to wake him up. He took a long pull from his water-
bottle. It seemed to ease the coughing. Then I lay down again
beside Sergeant Robins who was sound asleep, with his head
pillowed on his jungle boots. I stayed awake for a long time,
staring into the warm night. I wondered how it was all going to
work out.

The grey light of dawn, seeping into the forest, saw us on the
move again. We had already eaten a breakfast of watery por-
ridge and biscuits, packed our kit and checked our arms. We
had two hours of hard marching to the rendezvous. Therc was
no track to move on, so I took a compass bearing and we
marched on that, straight through the jungle. If we were going
to get there in time, we would have to move fast. Soon we were
all sweating again, and cursing in undertones, as we dragged our
bodies up and down the densely coyered ridges. Our packs grew
heavier at each step and the shoulder-straps cut into our flesh as
we wriggled our way through the undergrowth. I kept thinking
of the man with the Bren gun, who had twice the load that any-
body else was carrying, I looked at him from time to time, but he
seemed to be unaware of the weight of the gun which he carried



THE JUNGLE THE ENEMY 21

across his stomach, slung on a broad green strap which passed
round the back of his neck. I decided that here was one man
who had already proved his worth. He gave me a broad grin
each time I looked round at him.

It was 8 a.m. when we reached the rendezvous, which was at
one end of the power line. Some of the other patrols were
already there. I waited for half an hour, by which time the
whole company was collected, cxcept Johnny Masefield’s
patrol. I had purposely allotted him the most difficult route
and I realised now that I had probably given him too hard a
task. However, there was no need to wait for him. He would
find his own way out. So I started the others off down the power
line, my own patrol in front and myself at the rear of the ten
men.

The power cables were stretched along the tops of hollow
steel poles. Beneath the cables, thousands of Tamil and Chinese
labourers had stripped the ground of every vestige of growth,
making a straight path, some twenty yards wide, through the
jungle. They had cut steps into the ridges, so that the route
which we were about to take resembled a succession' of giant
stairways, some of them a thousand feet high, with sluggish
streams running in between them. The heat in the power line
was terrific. The sun, even at this early hour, burned with fierce
intensity, blazing down on us, tired as we were already by a
sleepless night and the exhaustion of the previous day, sapping
what was left of our strength. We missed now the cooling pro-
tection of the jungle. There were five miles of torture in front
of us.

It was Williams who cracked up first. He was a big fellow,
not strong enough for his weight. He had been tottering along
for some time in a semi-coma, As he reached the top of one of
the ridges, he tripped over a root and, making no attempt to
save himself, fell headlong down the jagged steps on the far side.
I watched him bouncing down the slope. He lost his rifle near
the top and half-way down his pack was torn from his shoulders.
He fell the whole five hundred feet to the bottom, where he lay
quite still. We climbed slowly down to him, We were far too
tired to hurry. I picked up his rifle on the way and Sergeant
Robins collected his pack. I looked him over and found no signs
of broken skin or bones. I suppose his body must have been so
slack as it bounced down the slope that it came to no harm.,
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Sergeant Robins and I put him into the stream. He came out of
it covered with slime and scum, but slightly rcfreshed, He looked
at me once before he took his place in the coluinn without a
word. There was a depth of infinite weariness in his eyes. Two
of his comrades dragged him forward at each step as he toiled
on. I do not think he cared a damn whether he reached the end
of the march or not.

Then the young lance-corporal gave up. His name was
Raikes. I had never really trusted him. I had taken him over as
a legacy from another outfit. It happcned afier a short rest when
I gave the signal to move on. Raikes did not budge. He lay on
the bracken with a cigarette in his mouth, his pack and rifle on
the ground. I asked him, “What’s the matier, Corporal®

He replicd, ‘I’m not moving. I've had enough’,

“You are supposed 1o be leading these men. Instead, you are
showing them what a useless clot you are.’

The man answered, ‘I don’t give a damn. I've had this march
and I've had the bloody jungle. I’ve had cvery mucker in this
outfit. They’re a lot of bleeding bastards. I'm staying here until
I’ve bad a damn good rest. I'll move when I want to,”

I did not know at first what to say to this. It was no good
driving a man to the limit of his endurance and then reading
him a lecture on insubordination. Alter a pause I said, ‘You will
move now, Corporal, because nobody is going o wait for you.
We'll take your rifle with us and when we've gone the bandits
will come and get you. They're as liable to be round here as
anywhere else and when they {ind you they’ll not shoot you,
they’ll cut your body about where it hurts most. That won’t kill
you, While you're screaming in agony they’ll peg you down on
the ground and turn the ants on to you. Tt’s not very nice being
eaten alive by ants, but that’s what’s going to happen to you il
you don’t come along with us. I’m not kidding. I've studied
these bandits and watching a man being eaten alive is nothing
to them, They rather enjoy it.’

When I had finished, I was not quite sure whether I had
overdone it. The man was very young but I did not think he
really believed that we would lcave him behind and, of course,
if he doubted it, he would have been right. But he evidently saw
that 1 was determined to get him moving somehow and he cer-
tainly looked frightened while I was telling him what the bandits
were likely to do with him. He clambered reluctantly to his fect
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and took his place behind the others who were waiting to go.
1 said, ‘Here! Let me take your pack for a bit. You’ll feel better
in a while.” The column blundered on into the appalling heat.
I made a mental note to take his rank away as soon as we got
back to camp.

It was 4 p.m. when we reached the power-house. Here the
trucks were waiting to take us back to Sungei Besi. I stopped
to watch the men as they straggled past me, their eyes glazed
with fatigue. None of them, except the young officer and one or
two of the sergeants, were fully aware of what they were doing.
Half of them were limping. The others were stumbling forward,
some of them supported by friends who were as tired as them-
selves, all of them unseeing. Their uniforms were torn to shreds,
soaked with sweat, covered in grime. I had expected, and even
intended, that they would find the march a hard one, but I was
surprised by the startling effect which only two days and a night
had had on them. As I watched the exhausted mob stagger past
me, I wondered, again, how it would all work out.

I was soon to find out, at least in the first stage. I was inspect-
ing the men’s arms back at Sungei Besi when an orderly doubled
up and said, ‘Excuse me, sir, but the Commanding Officer
wants 1o see you.’

I walked wearily down to the office. The C.O. greeted me and
said, “Your men look all-in, Arthur, I hope you haven’t over-
done it.’

I answered, ‘I hope so too, sir. It was a hell of a risk, but I
think it will come off. They’re a wonderful lot, and I think
they’ll react well. I had trouble with only two of them and, so
far as I can gather from a brief report, the other patrol leaders
had no trouble at all. But we’ll have to wait for a day or two to
find out.’

The C.O. said, ‘You haven’t a day or two to wait, Arthur.
First thing tomorrow you move down to Kajang with the whole
company and take over there. You will be fully operational by
sixteen hundred hours.’
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Introduction to Terror

WE had been in Xajang for three weeks. The men had been out
on patrol in the jungle almost every day and had spent a number
of nights lying in ambush. Two of the platoons had stayed all
the time in the area round Kajang and one, that commanded by
Michael, had been away in the Sungei Tua area to the north-
west of Kuala Lumpur. Not one of us had seen a sign of the
enemy. All we had learnt from three wecks’ hard work was
something of the lay of the land and a complete lesson on how
to put up with monotony.

Our base was in the old Communist High School, which had
been built in the days when the Communist Party flourished in
Malaya. It was a tall, white building, fronting on to a large
dirt yard. Round two sides of the yard were a number of out-
houses, all built of wood and in derelict condition. In the main
building were the men’s canteen and dining-halls and the
officers’ mess and sleeping-quarters. The rooms on the ground
floor were arranged so that each one was adjacent to a large
stone-floored kitchen. In the outhouses were the office and some
of the men’s sleeping-quarters, The transport was parked in the
yard.

A metalled road ran along the side of the building. On the
far side of it was a small football ground, at one end of which
were two more derelict huts where more of the men slept. When
British troops first went there the atap roofs had fallen in, so
they rigged enormous tarpaulins over the top to keep the rain
out. Tents were pitched along each side of the foothall ground
to take the balance of the men. At the far end the Sakai and
Dyaks, who were attached to the company, lived in two
separate little villages, each of three large bashas, which they
bad built for themselves. Beyond these were the rubber trees.
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