GETTING OUT OF KOKODA

When I got back to Australia in March 1943, and retrieved my diary from my father, I penciled in the activities covering the Kokda attack. These entries are now showing the affects of the passage of time, thus this reproduction.

Saturday 8th August: Entered Kokoda. Only one Jap.

Sunday 9th August: Japs came in about 11.00am

Monday 10th August: Left 1900 hrs. Night under plateau.

Tuesday 11th August:   First light got out across the airstrip. Climbed all day and spent night in deserted village. We had one Tommy gun (one magazine box  (filled with 20), two brens, (no ammo) and rifles with no ammo. I had our only five rounds. 303. Progress painfully slow because of leg wounds. Our only food consisted of a haversack of Jap rice bought out by Ted Mitchell. Had not got very far by nightfall but well clear of Kokoda. Heard two bursts of automatic fire about half an hour after leaving airstrip. Pte Allen with bad leg wound had to be assisted along.

Wednesday 12th August:   Had conference and decided we were getting nowhere. All very subdued and resigned to Japs caching us. Decided to hide Brens (less breech blocks) on outskirts of village. Useless without ammo. Conference decided that I would go ahead with Ted Mitchell and Jock McCorkle (shot through upper back, with any married men to get help. I left the Thompson and took a rifle. We were to mark trees with bayonet slashes to show the way. Mitchell had our share of rice.

Thursday 13th August:   Spent the night on the ground. Reached a clearing and looked down on Kokoda strip. We were on the wrong feature. We should have been looking up the strip instead of the west side. Found foot track to east and climbed all day. Ted Mitchell cooked one spoonful of rice per man in evening. Spent night on ground again. 

Friday 14th August:   Exhausted but pushed on. Climbing up and down all day. Rain poured. We had only our shirts and shorts. McCorkle showed a lot of guts, he must have suffered badly. he could hardly carry his rifle, and we could not help much. Last full meal on 7th and nothing much in hamlets. In thick jungle and hard to see anything. Spent night on ground again. Sodden.

Saturday 15th August:   On again. Came to raging river. Dilapidated log type bridge across. Beautiful and awesome sight. Looked like the end of us until McCorkel said,

 “ I am not going to die here!” he got onto the bridge and lost his rifle in the water. He struggled across. We followed, but how we made it I will never know. Found a track on the other side and started climbing out again. Stopped for a rest, and suddenly heard voices to our left. Thought it must be japes and that we had had it. I went over to investigate and found it was a native hamlet. Natives ran away at first, but came back when I called. We had out first feed ( kau kau and taro) since the 7th. Had to use sign language to get a couple of volunteer guides to assist us. We went on and eventually arrived at another hamlet with a high wall. Climbed this and saw Bernie Flemming on the other side. Village deserted, and we all (inc guides) spent night in huts.

Sunday 16th August:   At dawn, caught the two guides trying to shoot through. I put a round up the spout, and showed them to give them the right train of thought. The guides went slowly, checking trees for directions. At about 11am we heard firing which got louder as we went. We thought the guides were leading us into a trap. I pushed my rifle into the back of one of them and we changed direction. The firing died away.

Early afternoon, the guides led up down through a garden. We came suddenly onto a broad track, which we considered must have been the way we had come. We had been there about ten minutes, when around the corner came a PIB patrol with a white officer. We related our story, and the officer sent a couple of his men back up through the garden to locate the rest of our party. We learned that we were about half and hour forward of Isurava. We staggered back though that village to Alola, where I confronted the Company Commander. He and I clashed. I asked him to send a party back to assist in bringing the rest of our party to safety, but I did not hear further whether or not it happened. I spoke to Alan Smith (in charge of the second party) later after they came in, and he told me that it was the PIB men who found them and brought them safely through.

Bill Guest

