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Editorial

Events of the past linger long in the memory, often being re-interpreted as 
years go on. John (Jack) Hungerford (B.3a.4b.1c) has written of his 

Vietnam experiences previously in this Journal and in this issue adds two more 
accounts of his 1967-1968 Tour. 
As with John’s earlier writing, these two articles make interesting and telling 
reading, not least for his reflections on the way memory works – or does not! As 
well as words, John has provided a wide range of photographs, some from his 
own camera, some from the Australian War Museum that relate directly to the 
soldiers he served with.
Circus life is about as far distant from military conflict as can be imagined. 
The St Leon family circus pioneered this form of entertainment in Austra-
lia, which research by HAFS President, Lesley Abrahams (H.4a.1b.1c.1d / 
E.6.5a.1b.1c.1d), shows has Hungerford links. 
As well as these – aided by a superb chart of how the Hungerford and St Leon 
descendants interact – Lesley’s write-up tells a truly interesting tale of one fam-
ily’s life and heritage. As she acknowledges, this owes much to the academic 
research of a present-day St Leon descendant, Mark Valentine St Leon.

Brett Harvey (E.1.1a.15b.1c.1d.1e=) picks up another strand in the HAFS 
tradition, the life of a particular person. In this case it is Dr Arndell Neil 

Lewis (E.6.10a.1b=), a Tasmanian a “lawyer, geologist, politician, academic 
and author”, as Brett summarises his long and active career. In 2009 HAFS ear-
lier published  a book of his wife’s experiences covering the period 1898-1943: 
AMY – A Mosaic of the Recollections of Amy Stewart Lewis (née Hungerford), 
ISBN 9790980676402, which remains available.

Enjoy reading this varied collection. You would not be doing so without a lot of 
research leading to words by our writers, who keep on keeping on! Their words 
may lead you to reflect on your own recollections and memories, how you find 
yourself entertained, and perhaps one or two people whose lives have contrib-
uted to and even shaped your own.

And if these articles inspire you to tell a story of your own, or to follow up on 
something that provoked your curiosity, don’t hesitate to contact the Society: 
the easiest way is via the website, www.hafs.org.au.

Charles Sherlock AM  
Editor
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Dr Arndell Neil Lewis (E.6.10a.1b =):
Lawyer, Geologist, Politician, Academic 

and Author
By Brett Harvey (E.1.1a.15b.1c.1d.1e=)

As a collector of all things Hungerford, I have recently secured all 
the geology articles that Dr Arndell Lewis (E.6.10a.1b =) wrote 
for the Royal Society of Tasmania. There are fifteen in total, includ-
ing six signed by Dr Lewis. In addition, over recent years I have 
purchased his Geology of the Hobart District (1946), and a book in 
which Dr Lewis co-wrote an article, Handbook to Tasmania (1928). 

Dr Arndell Neil Lewis was a fourth genera-
tion Tasmanian on his father’s side, and fifth 

generation on his mother’s side. He was born on 
23 November 1897 to Sir Neil Elliott Lewis and 
Lina Henrietta Lewis at Symmons Plains near 
Perth, Tasmania at the Youl family estate. 
He was reared in an environment that brought 
him as a child into contact with leading figures 
of Tasmanian political and social life, including 
Mr R.M. Johnston, an eminent geologist and 
government statistician.
Arndell was educated at Leslie House School 
in Hobart, now known as Clemes College, and 
while there was a cadet-lieutenant. When he 
was about fifteen, he brought to an exhibition of schoolwork a remarkable col-
lection of minerals and fossils, classified and described by himself, indicating 
his originality of thought and deep interest in natural science.
He joined the 93rd Senior Cadet Battalion on the inception of compulsory train-
ing in 1911, and received his first commission as a 2nd Lieutenant in 1913. He 
joined the Australian Imperial Force on attaining the age of 18, and for a num-
ber of months commanded the Artillery reinforcements in Claremont Camp. 
He reached France in 1917 and saw active service as a Lieutenant with the 3rd 
Battery Australian Field Artillery until February 1919, receiving the Military 
Cross for services performed during the capture of the Hindenburg Line on 27 
September 1918. He continued military service with the militia forces after the 
war, and was promoted to the rank of Captain in 1924, and Major in 1929.
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After the war Arndell graduated from the University of Tasmania: Bachelor 
of Laws (LL.B., 1922), Master of Laws (LL.M., 1925), and was awarded 

the Doctor of Laws (LL.D.) in 1930. Dr Lewis had a close association with the 
University of Tasmania, including the position of Lecturer in Geology from 
1925 to 1930 and Acting Professor of Law during 1925 and 1930.
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On 21 July 1922 he was admitted as a solicitor to the Supreme Court of Tas-
mania. In 1924 he joined the family firm of Lewis, Hudspeth, Perkins and Dear 
of which he was, at his death, the senior member. He published a textbook on 
Australian Bankruptcy Law, followed by a similar work on Australian Military 
Law, originally presented as a thesis for his doctorate. In addition, he edited the 
Tasmanian section of the Law Reports of Australia.
Dr Lewis was a trustee of the Tasmanian Museum and Botanical Gardens, and 
a member of the Council of the Royal Society of Tasmania from 1925. For the 
Museum he worked as Chairman of Trustees and in organising the casing and 
display of petterd and general geological specimens. 

As a member of the Royal Society of Tasmania he wrote a number of papers. In 
addition, he was a member of the National Park Board from 1920 to 1928 and 
held various offices connected with the Australian Association for the Advance-
ment of Sciences. 

Dr Lewis was described in an obituary as a “man able to sleep and live hap-
pily under conditions of much discomfort. It was his way to be first out in 

the morning and still at work long after the rest were asleep at night.”
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Arndell’s career spanned the following areas:
• geologist (1913-1943) 
• army officer (1916-1943)
• solicitor (1922-1943) 
• academic (1925-1925)
• academic (1927-1931)
• liberal/conservative politician (1932-1941) 
• Member of Tasmanian Lower House (1932-

1934, 1937-1941) 

Arndell died on 27 December 1943 and is 
buried at Cornelian Bay Cemetery, Hobart 

together with his wife Amy Stewart Lewis (née 
Hungerford) and mother-in-law Lurline Hun-

gerford (née White).
After Arndell’s death, Essays was published. Amy 
Lewis wrote this dedication:

My husband loved the truth. That great truth which is the founda-
tion of all scientific knowledge. It is through his geological work 
that he will be longest remembered.
In his search for truth on the tops of the rugged mountains he 
loved so well, and on the yellow button grass plains, and in the 
dark damp forests where he could watch Nature unfolding her 
story, he found tranquillity and contentment. Here he could leave 
behind the senseless tumult of the world and contemplate the 
Greater Things. He strove to tell the story of that small corner of 
the globe which was his home.

In addition, a memorial fund was established after his death to raise funds in his 
honour. His book Geology of the Hobart District was published from the funds 
raised.
During Arndell’s married life he lived with his wife, Amy at ‘Abernant House’, 
332 Davey Street, Hobart, located in its most sought after residential location.

Bibliography
http://adb.anu.edu.au/biography/lewis-arndell-neil-7182
http://www.gravesoftas.com.au
Cyclopaedia of Tasmania (1931)
Papers and Proceedings of The Royal Society of Tasmania (1943)
Essays by Arndell Lewis     

Part of the Lewis family grave, 
showing Arndell’s wife, Amy 
Stewart Lewis, and mother-
in-law Lurline Hungerford. 
The other names are family 
members: Arndell and Amy 

had no children of their own.
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Our circus cousins: the St Leon family
By Lesley Abrahams (H.4a.1b.1c.1d/ E.6.5a.1b.1c.1d)  
in collaboration with Mark St Leon1

Ever wanted to run away and join the circus? 

When Mark St Leon attended the ‘Magic Lan-
tern’ Conference in Canberra in September 

2018, little did he suspect that he would find a twen-
tieth cousin among the delegates. 
The name tag of Belinda Hungerford (E.1.1a.7b.1c. 
2d.2e) caught his attention. He contacted John B.S. 

Hungerford (E.1.1a.7b.1c.2d) and sent the Society 
some of his research results, with several lines of 
ancestry going back to Sir Walter Hungerford, 1st 
Lord Hungerford (1378-1449).
Since 1969, Mark has been steadily uncovering the lost past of his immediate 
ancestors, one of Australia’s earliest circus families. Ever on the move, the family 
kept few records, while paucity of education, changes of name and ‘illegitimate’2 
births obfuscated the family story. As the family gradually abandoned the circus 
lot for suburbia, growing affluence and increasingly bourgeois sensibilities dis-
couraged any serious enquiries into the family’s circus past. Aged 17, Mark – a 
fifth generation St Leon – was unable to contain his curiosity any further.

St Leon’s Circus 

Mark’s great-great-grandfather gave his first performance in a circus in 
Australia in 1847. The four generations that followed performed before 

audiences on four continents - in the circus, on the vaudeville stage, in ‘legiti-
mate’ theatre, in silent film and on television.3

In Launceston in 1847, a publican, Robert Avis Radford, gathered together sev-
eral former convicts with circus experience in England. Organising them into 

1 Mark St Leon is the author of Circus: The Australian Story (Melbourne Books, 2011). 
Lavishly illustrated, this is the definitive history of circus in Australia. The book outlines 
the story of the St Leons – Hungerford descendants – in Australian circus. If any readers 
would like to purchase a signed copy from Mark, he can be contacted at markstleon@
bigpond.com. The price is $50, post-free within Australia.

2 The term ‘illegitimate’ was once applied by church and state to infants born out of wedlock 
and is employed in this article in that context. Today, the term would be regarded as archaic.  

3 Mark St Leon, ‘The Sawdust Trail’, History 142 (December 2019) 11-13, magazine of the 
Royal Australian Historical Society.
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a little company of performers, Radford opened his ‘Royal Circus’ on Boxing 
Day in a makeshift building of canvas and wood adjacent to his pub. The open-
ing marked the foundation of Australia’s circus industry. 
One of Radford’s performers was a versatile dancer and tumbler, John Jones. 
In Hobart Town four years earlier, Jones was landed from a convict transport 
ship to serve out the balance of his seven-year sentence for a petty theft he had 
committed in London. His convict record shows that he had been a ‘tumbler at 
the Westminster Theatre’. 
As well as tumbling and dancing, Jones also possessed considerable skill with 
horses. According to family oral history, he had been a ‘stable boy to the King 
of England’ and his father had served the king as horse-trainer. 
In Hobart Town in December 1848 John Jones married an Irish girl, Margaret 
Monaghan. Their three eldest sons, Gus, Walter and Alfred, were raised and 
trained as circus performers from a very young age.
In 1850, Jones brought his own troupe of performers to Sydney, where they 
opened in Sydney’s first circus, the ‘Royal Australian Equestrian Circus’, in 
York Street. When gold was discovered near Bathurst in the winter of 1851, 
he travelled with his troupe and packhorses to open a circus at Sofala.4 Jones’ 
circus travelled the eastern colonies until 1863 when the circus was disbanded 
and Jones and his three young sons formed themselves into a travelling variety 
troupe of acrobats, ropewalkers, dancers and singers.
Making its debut at the Theatre Royal in Melbourne in 1865, the little troupe 
was billed by the management as ‘The Wonderful St Leon Family, from the 
Gymnase Imperiale’. Thereafter, John Jones assumed the professional name 
of ‘Matthew St Leon’ and his sons also assumed the surname ‘St Leon’ for 
professional purposes. Mark thinks that the adoption of this romantic, although 
contrived, name may have provided his great-great-grandfather with some com-
pensation for the gentrified station in life he might otherwise have inherited. By 
the early 1900s, ‘St Leon’ had become the accepted family name. 
In 1875, the family re-formed its own circus – now called St Leon’s Royal Vic-
toria Circus – and travelled the south-eastern colonies, gradually expanding its 
touring routes into South Australia and as far north as North Queensland. When 
Matthew St Leon died in April 1903, brief obituaries for ‘Mr M. St Leon’ gave 
his original name as ‘John Leon Jones’ [sic] and acclaimed him ‘the oldest circus 
proprietor in the colonies’ and ‘one of the finest trainers of horses in the world’.5 
4 Mark St Leon, ‘The St Leons: a family circus saga’, Australian Heritage (Spring 2009) 12-14.
5 Mark Valentine St Leon, ‘Matthew St Leon’, Australian Dictionary of Biography 

(Canberra: National Centre of Biography, 2005), available at http://adb.anu.edu.au/
biography/st-leon-matthew-13181/text23861, accessed 11 April 2020. 
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The introduction of cinema in the 1910s, radio in the 1920s and television in the 
1950s, the growth of urbanisation and the ubiquity of the automobile, progres-
sively lowered the Australian public’s former enthusiasm for circus. The last St 
Leon circus closed in 1959 and the last of the St Leon family departed the circus 
lot in 1963.

Ancestral search

It was a lot of work in the pre-Internet era, but Mark was able to re-construct 
the story of the St Leon circus - its travels, personnel and adventures - from the 

published advertisements and reviews found in early newspapers and magazines.
Not so accessible was the ancestry of Matthew St Leon, the former John Jones. 
Neither death certificate nor convict record gave any clue as to the birthplace or 
parentage of John Jones.  Despite some piecemeal progress, Mark’s penetration 
of this proverbial ‘brick wall’ would have to await the appearance of online, 
searchable newspapers, archives and DNA records in the early 2000s. Even 
then, much testing, analysis and re-testing was required before, in 2013, the 
pieces finally started to fall into place.

Four generations of the original St Leon family, photographed in Melbourne in 1898. 
Matthew St Leon, Hungerford descendant and the founder of the St Leon family and circus, 
is seated at the front, aged 75. His son, Walter, at left, and Walter’s wife, Amy, at right, were 

Mark’s great-grandparents. Source: Mark St Leon Collection, Mitchell Library, State Library of NSW.
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Mark gradually removed several gen-
erations of confusion and misinfor-
mation to prove that, though his great-
great-grandfather ‘Matthew St Leon’ 
was once known as ‘John Jones’, he 
was actually born ‘John Connelly’, in 
or about April 1823.6

John Connelly

John Connelly was the ‘illegiti-
mate’ son of a young Irish jockey, 

Patrick Connelly (1806-42), and a 
young lady of the British upper class, 
Ellen Catherine Ricketts (1806-86). 
Her father, Charles Milner Ricketts 
Esq (1776-1867), was a first cousin 
of Robert Banks Jenkinson, 2nd 
Lord Liverpool (1770-1827), Prime 
Minister of Great Britain. 
Although Mark could not find – and 
expects never to find – anything that 
will unequivocally prove the genea-
logical relationship between father, 
mother and ‘illegitimate’ son, the weight of interlocking documentary, DNA and 
circumstantial evidence proving their relationship - especially when considered 
in the context of British establishment social conventions – is overwhelming.
The jockey Patrick Connelly was the apprentice of 
an Irish MP and racehorse owner, Michael George 
Prendergast (1764-1834). Prendergast had made 
his fortune in India where he had also raised his 
half-sister’s ‘illegitimate’ daughter, Ellen Theresa. 
Throughout their lives, Ellen Theresa and Pren-
dergast maintained a close relationship, having 
society believe they were siblings, rather than the 
half-uncle and ‘illegitimate’ half-niece they really 
were. In Calcutta in 1800, Ellen Theresa married 
Charles Milner Ricketts Esquire, a rising execu-
tive in the East India Company. 
6 Mark outlined the search for his St Leon ancestry in  

Descent (SAG) 49/3 (September 2019) 55-57

Matthew St Leon, proprietor of St Leon’s 
Circus, photographed in Brisbane in 1882, 

aged 59. Source: Mark St Leon Collection, 
Mitchell Library, State Library of NSW.

Charles Milner Ricketts Esq 
(1776-1867), Hungerford 
descendant and putative 

grandfather of Matthew St 
Leon. Provenance unknown.
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Ellen Catherine, the fifth of the Ricketts’ eight children, was born in Calcutta. 
In 1821, after returning to England, Mr and Mrs Ricketts separated. With the 
assistance of Prendergast, Mrs Ricketts leased a stately home for her ‘seat’, 
Newsells House, near the town of Royston, Hertfordshire, where she could raise 
her younger children, including Ellen Catherine. Newsells’ stables, ample fields 
and forests provided Prendergast with an ideal environment for his breeding 
and training activities. Furthermore, Newmarket, England’s premiere racing 
town, lay only 40 kilometres to the east. 
Over the summer of 1822, in between the spring and autumn Newmarket rac-
ing seasons, Prendergast returned to Ireland on business, leaving his stable of 
racehorses at Newsells in the care of his young apprentice jockey, Patrick Con-
nelly ... and Patrick in the care of Mrs Ricketts.  The following April, at Bath, 
in the west of England, to where she had 
been banished for the last months of her 
pregnancy, Ellen Catherine gave birth to 
Patrick’s son, John Connelly.
Learning of the affair on his return from 
Ireland, the incensed Prendergast termi-
nated the indentures of his apprentice 
jockey. An arrangement was reached with 
a Newmarket trainer, Henry Neale, to take 
over the valuable balance of young Pat-
rick’s term of apprenticeship in return for 
assuming custody of Patrick’s base-born 
infant. In earlier years, Neale had trained 
horses for George, Prince of Wales, by 
then George IV, King of England. 

However, within a few years of the 
adoption, Neale and his wife had 

died, leaving the infant John orphaned 
once again. Another eminent Newmar-
ket trainer, Richard Prince, took custo-
dy of the boy and about 1831, the lad, 
about eight years of age, was assigned to 
sweep the Royal Palace Stables in New-
market, now the property of William IV, 
George IV’s successor. While cleaning 
out the king’s stables, young John learnt 
about the care and handling of the finest 

Ellen Catherine Holbech, née Ricketts 
(1806-86), putative mother of John 

Connelly / Jones, aka Matthew St Leon 
and a Hungerford descendant. 

In London in 1846, aged 40, Ellen 
married Captain George Holbech RN but 

was widowed 10 years later: there was 
no issue by this marriage. 

Source: Warwickshire County Archives.
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racehorses in England from the finest trainers and 
jockeys in England. The exposure and the experi-
ence provided the boy with a firm foundation for 
his later equestrian career in colonial circus.
In the small racing town of Newmarket, it was 
an open secret that the stable boy John Connelly 
was the natural son of the jockey Patrick Con-
nelly, whose star was by then in its ascendancy. 
After riding Plenipotentiary to victory in the 1834 
Epsom Derby, Patrick won the hand of Elizabeth, 
a daughter of Henry Boyce, trainer to the Duke of 
Rutland. However, if his daughter was to marry 
Patrick, Elizabeth’s father would not tolerate the 
continuing presence of Patrick’s natural son in 
the town. In 1835, John, now aged 12, was ban-
ished again, this time to London, to serve a ‘mas-
ter’ chimney sweep, William Andrews, in a sham 
apprenticeship for seven years. 
In 1839, while still indentured to Andrews, a minor 
theft brought John Connelly, aged 15, before the 
Old Bailey. He received 10 days imprisonment, a 
forewarning of what he could expect if he offend-
ed again. In October 1842, at the completion of 
his sham apprenticeship, John eagerly departed 
Andrews’ household for the streets of London, 
possessing neither trade nor education. Forced to 
steal to remain alive, he was soon brought before 
the Old Bailey a second time. 
Fearing that the discovery of his earlier transgression would guarantee trans-
portation, young Connelly gave his name as ‘John Jones’. Unfortunately, the 
policeman who had arrested him three years earlier was present in the court 
room that day and informed the court that the ‘John Jones’ of 1842 was the 
same offender as the ‘John Connelly’ of 1839. John’s guilt confirmed, he was 
sentenced to seven years’ transportation. 
He was landed in Hobart Town from the transport ship Forfarshire the follow-
ing October. His name was entered into the court record as ‘John Jones’, the 
name by which he would be known thereafter, at least until his adoption of the 
pseudonym ‘St Leon’ in Melbourne in 1865.

Poster for St Leon’s Circus, 
New Zealand, 1925. The 

circus was conducted by the 
grandsons of Matthew St Leon. 
Source: National Library of New 
Zealand. Permission to publish 

granted.
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The Hungerford connection

So much for John Connelly (aka John Jones, aka Matthew St Leon). What 
about the Hungerford connection? The ancestry of Charles Milner Rick-

etts, the father of Ellen Catherine, John’s natural mother was easily traced 
back to William the Conqueror by way of published genealogical records. 
Along the way, Mark found that Charles Milner Ricketts descended from 
Walter, 1st Lord Hungerford (1378-1449). By triangulation, the DNA shared 
with several others confirmed that Mark had inherited this line of descent, 
albeit illegitimately. 
And of Ellen Theresa, the mother of Ellen Catherine? This mystery was solved 
by interpreting a suspect baptismal entry in the context of DNA-confirmed 
ancestral lines. As Mark found:7

Ellen Theresa was the illegitimate daughter of Christopher ST 
GEORGE (previously known as Christopher French) [b. Gal-
way 13 Apr 1754 – d. Kilcolgan Castle, Galway, 1826] and Mary 
[sometimes Mary Anne] PRENDERGAST [b. Wexford, Mar 1759 
– d. Glanamadda, Ballymore, Galway, May 1821].
There is no record of birth of Ellen Theresa but I [Mark St Leon] am 
fully confident that she was the ‘Ellinor Teresa’ [sic; no surname 
given] christened at St Mary’s, Dublin in July 1783 to parents 
whose names were given only as ‘Christopher’ and ‘Maryanne 
Anastacia’. There were no witnesses or sponsors. The christen-
ing appears to have been conducted so as to conceal the identity 
of the illegitimate child’s father who, by this time, was known as 
Lord St George.
Although born ‘Christopher French’, Christopher’s surname was 
legally changed to ‘St George’ in 1774 in compliance with the set-
tlement upon him of the estate of his maternal great-grandfather, 
Lord George St George [b. c. 1658, Carrick, Ireland – d. 4 Aug 
1735, Headford, Galway]. Mary Prendergast was a half-sister of 
Michael Prendergast [b. Wexford, Oct 1764 – d. London 1834], 
later known as Michael George Prendergast, an Irish MP.

The ancestral chart of Christopher St George led to the discovery of two further 
ancestral lines that lead back to Walter, 1st Lord Hungerford, as shown in the 
chart on pages 16 and 17. But first, an explanation from Mark St Leon of some 
of its features.

7  Mark St Leon, email message to Lesley Abrahams, 5 April 2020, subsequently edited.
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Mark St Leon explains the red boxes
The red boxes on the charts over leaf indicate ancestors who 
a)   represent speculated bloodlines that also 

b)   triangulate with one or more of Mark’s own DNA matches: that is, they 
show collateral lines of descent.

Mark acknowledges that some DNA matches show an indirect but real familial 
link: these he terms ‘speculative’ in the explanations of each red box that follow. 
Edmund Hungerford and descendants
Christopher St George / French (b.1754) triangulates one speculated bloodline with 
one reported collateral line.
Margery Farrell (b.1671) triangulates one speculated bloodline with one reported 
collateral line.
Bridget Hungerford (b. 1580) triangulates one speculated bloodline with one report-
ed collateral line.
Anthony Hungerford (b. 1540) triangulates one speculated bloodline with two 
reported collateral lines.
Edmund Hungerford (b. 1409) triangulates one speculated bloodline with one 
reported collateral line.
Robert Hungerford and descendants
Lewis Mordaunt (b. 1670) triangulates one speculated bloodline with one reported 
collateral line.
George Hastings (b, 1484) triangulates one speculated bloodline with one reported 
collateral line.
Robert Hungerford (b. 1429) triangulates one speculated bloodline with one report-
ed collateral line.
Robert Hungerford (b. c.1409): one speculated bloodline supports siblings’ specu-
lated bloodlines and reported collateral lines
Elizabeth Hungerford and descendants (b. 1405):
William Poyntz (b. 1640)  triangulates one speculated bloodline that triangulates 
with two reported collateral lines.
Newdigate Poyntz (b. 1608) triangulates one speculated bloodline that triangulates 
with one reported collateral line.
Nicholas Poyntz (b. 1510) triangulates one speculated bloodline that triangulates 
with one reported collateral line.
Elizabeth Hungerford (b. 1405) triangulates two speculated bloodlines, but no 
reported collateral lines have been found as yet.
Further, the non-Hungerford ancestral lines (Ricketts and Prendergast for example) 
are supported in similar ways to the Hungerford lines above, but cannot be depicted 
on the chart.  q
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Walter Hungerford (1378-1449), 1st Lord Hungerford 

m. Katherine Peverell (1380-1426) 

Elizabeth Hungerford 
(1405-1476) m. Philip 
Courtenay (1404-1463) 

Robert Hungerford (c.1409-
1459), 2nd Lord Hungerford m. 
Margaret Botreaux (1410-1477) 

Edmund Hungerford 
(1409-1494) m. Margaret 
Burnell (1410-1486) 

Elizabeth 
Courtenay 
(1430-1493) 
m. Humphrey 
Audley (1439-
1479) 

Robert Hungerford (1429-
1464), 3rd Lord Hungerford m. 
Eleanor Moleyns (1426-1476) 

Thomas Hungerford 
(d. 1494) m. Christiana 
Halle (1456-1504) 

Katherine 
Courtenay 
(1449-1514) 
m. William 
Huddesfield 
(1436-1499) 

Elizabeth 
Audley (1472-
1559) m John 
Sydenham 
(1463-1543)  

Elizabeth 
Huddersfield 
(1479-1527) m. 
Antony Poyntz 
(d 1534) 

Thomas Hungerford 
(1447-1469) m. Anne 
Percy (1444-1527) 

John Hungerford 
(1460-1524) m. 
Margaret Blount (1465-
1531)

Mary Hungerford 
(1467-1533) m. Edward 
Hastings (1466-1506) 

Anthony Hungerford 
(1485-1558) m. Jane 
Darell (1491-1525) 

John 
Sydenham 
(1495-1557) 
m. Ursula 
Brydes 
(1500-1576) 

Nicholas Poyntz 
(1510-1557) m. 
Joan Berkeley 
(d. 1528) 

Francis Hastings (1514-
1561) m. Katherine 
Pole (1519-1576) 

Anthony Hungerford 
(1540-1594) m. Bridget 
Shelley (1536-1586) 

John Sydenham 
(the Younger) 
(1528-1590) m. 
Mary Poyntz 
(1558-1591) 

Mary Poyntz 
(1558-1591) 
m. John 
Sydenham 
(the Younger) 

Frances Hastings(1533-
1574) m. Henry 
Compton (1537-1589) 

John Hungerford 
(1566-1634) m. Mary 
Berkeley (1546-1628) 

Margaret Compton 
(1597-1608) m. Henry 
Mordaunt (1565-1608) 

Bridget Hungerford 
(1580-1621) m. William 
L’Isle (Lisle, 1569-1637) 
of the Isle of Wight 

Anna Sydenham (1572-
1634) m. Sir John 
Poyntz (1577-1617) 

John Mordaunt (of 
Avalon) (1599-1643) m. 
Elizabeth Howard 
(1642-1671)

Lord John Lisle (Lyll) 
of Moyles Court 
(1610-1664) m. Alicia 
Beconsawe (1605-
1685)

Newdigate Poyntz 
(1608-1641) m. Mary 
Parkyns (d. 1662) 

George Hastings (1484-
1544) m. Ann Stafford 
(1484-1544) 

John Hungerford 
(1513-1582) m. Bridget 
Fettiplace (1514-1589) 

Nicholas Poyntz 
(1536-1585) m. 
Anne Verney 
(1538-1575)
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John Mordaunt (1626-1675) m. 
Elizabeth Carey (1632-1679) 

Elizabeth Lisle (Lyle) (1640-1708) 
m. James Farrell (1616-1682)

William Poyntz 
(1640-1720) m. Jane 
Monteage (1652-
1720)  

Lewis Mordaunt (1670-1713) m. 
Maria Collyer (d. 1740) 

Iriel Farrell (1652-1691) m. Sara 
de Burgh (1655-1730) 

Joseph Poyntz (1691-
1728) m. Isabella 
Mordaunt (d. 1727) 

Isabella Mordaunt (d. 1727) m. 
Joseph Poyntz (1691-1728) 

Margery Farrell (1671-1760) m. 
Christopher Burke French (d. 1718) 

Hannah Poyntz (d. 1749) m. Jacob 
Ricketts (1719-1756)  Arthur French (1705-1779) m. 

Olivia Ussher (1734-1765)

Christopher St George 
(previously French) (1754-1826) 
m. Anne Bingham (d. 1778) 

George Poyntz Ricketts (1749--
1800), Governor of Barbados,   
m. Sophia Watts (1733-1830) 

Charles Milner Rickets (1776-1867) m. 
Ellen Theresa Prendergast (1776-1864, 
niece of Michael George Prendergast 
MP (1764-1834) 

Ellen Catherine Ricketts (1806-1886, liaison with Patrick Connelly, jockey, 
1806-42).  She later married Captain. George Holbech RN (1793-1856).  

o n onnell  (18 3-19 3)  
['natural child', fostered by Henry Neale].  

Later known as John Jones, then Matthew St Leon,  
m. Margaret Monaghan.  

Circus performer, Circus proprietor. 

Norman Jones/St Leon (1888-1963) 
Circus performer, musician, ringmaster 

Circus manager 

Norman Valentine St Leon (1921-
2016), Flight Lieutenant, RAAF 

 Captain, Qantas 

ar  alent ne t Leon, PhD (1952-) 
Chartered Accountant, University Lecturer 

Ellen Theresa Prendergast (c.1776-1864),
‘natural child’, daughter of Christopher St 
George and Mary Prendergast 

Walter Jones/St Leon (1855-1943) 
Circus performer, Circus proprietor 
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Field Operations in Vietnam 1967-68  
By John (Jack) Hungerford (B.3a.4b.1c) 

Soldiers and other service personnel who served in the Vietnam war were 
derided as not have been “in a real war”. Their mobility, resulting from 

advances in flight technology, changed the nature of contact with the enemy. 
The nature of war had changed from set piece, mass battles or epic, stagnant 
trench warfare. 
The Australian military in the Phuoc Tau province of Vietnam, and the Viet 
Cong or Vietnamese Nationalist insurgents, were pursuing a strategic and tacti-
cal guerrilla warfare. The Australian forces were modelling their strategies on 
the successful campaign of the post-WWII defeat of communist insurgency in 
the ‘Malayan Emergency’’, heavily supplemented by the American industrial 
military might of superior air and navy fire power.  
The Viet Cong or Vietnamese Nationalists, however, were pursuing classical 
guerrilla warfare. Smaller groups of soldiers, dispersed throughout the thick, 
jungle forests, hidden from view by the deep cover of canopy provided by 
ancient tropical forest trees, infiltrated throughout the civil services and dis-
persed within the community. 
They were supported by the local rice-growing farmers who cultivated the pad-
dies to the edge of the jungle forests. Unlike the images of moving pictures, 
these forests were largely clear of ground cover, as the tropical sun rarely pene-
trated the canopy except where giant, primordial trees had fallen, creating clear-
ings where tropical plants like bamboo and other ground-covers reached to the 
sun in a frenzy of floral colonial conquest and domination.

a oo o pa o atta o  
Royal Australian Regiment (2 RAR) 

It was into these saturated, dark jungle forests, with occasional pockets of near 
impenetrable vegetation, that the men of 5 Platoon B Company 2 RAR, in dead-

ly hide and seek, pursued the army of the Vietnamese Nationalists. They in their 
turn hunted us, with lesser firepower but superior knowledge of the countryside 
and the wiles of experience gained from hunting and trapping the wild animals of 
the jungle forest. This was supplemented with the power of deadly ‘Jumping Jack 
mines’ taken from the Australian laid ‘minefield barrier’ to be used against us. 
Increased flexibility and mobility meant that infantry soldiers spent more time 
on actual field operations than was ever possible. Excluding routine Tactical 
Area of Responsibility patrols, the men of B Company 2 RAR spent 161 days 
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on actual field operations during their long ‘tour’ of Vietnam in 1967-68. This 
involved 15 named operations: the duration of each ranged from two to 23 days, 
with an additional 42 days based at ‘The Horseshoe’. 
During these operations, hundreds of ‘minor’ incidents occurred. Incidents that, 
had they occurred in routine civilian life, would have been regarded as major 
life-threatening events. For the individual soldier on the ground, field operations 
seemed to run into each other. The events were so many, and some slip from the 
memory, suppressed but waiting to spring to the surface many years later when 
the unconscious blocking guard is stripped away by a seemingly innocuous event. 
The incidents were so many and so frequent that on the field the demand and the 
need to focus and prepare for the next event allowed no time or circumstance 
to de-brief or analyse, we were required to put it aside and get on with the job. 
For each of those incidents, each of the participants has a separate set of memo-
ries. Over time they become jumbled both in importance and sequence. Some 
are inconsequential to one and substantial to another. An example: I was recent-
ly talking with Bob Wickes on the telephone about the photographs that he took 
recording the life of B Company soldiers ‘in the lines’ in Nui Dat. 
“I must find the photograph I have of you cutting the hair of Roly Lee … I think 
it is one of the best photographs I have ever taken,” he said. I have no recollec-
tion of ever cutting the hair of Roly Lee! 

o r gh op ra o

For another operation, events of which during the operation were of major 
significance and I can still picture in my mind in vivid detail, there are further 

aspects of which I have no memory. The detailed account of The ANZAC Battal-
ion in Vietnam 1967 - 1968 by Major K. Newman records that at the beginning of 
this operation, “B Company moved into position (by foot) overnight”.
Yet I have no recall of being involved in a major night movement in Vietnam. 
Ambushes, listening posts, there were many: but the movement in silence by foot 
of an entire company of nearly 200 soldiers, with the very real prospect of contact 
with the Vietnamese Nationalist forces … nothing. But it did happen, in the Xuy-
an Moc area where the V.C. were particularly active. It had to precede an action 
which is imprinted on my memory with clarity, yet I have always wondered, “how 
did we get into place?”. The ‘Orders Group meeting’ I remember well: 

Tomorrow morning the Company will move into position to begin 
an assault on two small knolls that intelligence advises are occu-
pied by two V. C. machine gun positions. 4 and 5 Platoons with 6 
Platoon in reserve will assemble on the start line at 0600 hours 
and on a signal advance toward the knolls.
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7 Section 6 Platoon B Company 2 RAR / NZ 1967. A typical Section before a  
Field Operation: APCs (Armoured Personnel Carriers) are in the background.  

The machine gunner, Dave Mansfield, spent most of the tour in 5 Platoon

Perhaps it was my focus on “advancing on the knolls” with two machine gun 
posts that extinguished the memory of night movement. Section members would 
have had to ask “What do we do if we come under fire?”. My reply would have 
been, “Take cover and return fire, but do not take cover at the buttress of a tree 
as it will offer no protection.”
To my amazement and awe, when we arrived at the ‘start line’ in the jungle, there 
was an actual line. During the night, or late on the previous day, engineers (sap-
pers) had, using a line marker similar to those that are used to mark the lines on 
tennis courts, drawn ‘the line’ some 200 metres from the knolls. In silence, the 
men of my section and platoon assembled some ten metres apart and on the given 
signal, advanced in the dawn half light towards the presumed machine gun posts.
There is a time to reflect on the silent courage of that group of young men. Fortu-
nately, this advance was when the Vietnamese Nationalists were preparing for the 
Tet Offensive, and had recently abandoned their positions. The knolls were taken 
without contact or casualties and we moved on to the next encounter.

tt g h r a a

The transport to and from field operations was primarily by helicopter. The 
‘Huey’ was used for movement into small landing zones such as rice pad-

dies or jungle clearings. In all, B Company troops commenced involvement in 
ten field operations via Hueys, two in Chinook helicopters, two by Armoured 
Personnel Carriers and one on foot.



HAFS Journal 15-3 page 20 HAFS Journal 15-3 page 21

‘Huey’ Bell (UH-1) Iroquois Helicopter, and gunner on board:  
near B Company 2 RAR lines, Nui Dat, Vietnam 1967-1968.

The landings by Hueys were both the most exhilarating and vicarious. Each 
helicopter carried a section of around seven men. They were designed for rapid 
landing and exit. The cargo section of the aircraft had no doors. There were no 
seat belts. Should they pitch from side to side, passengers were in danger of 
simply falling out. However, if they were to pitch from side to side, the prob-
ability would be that they would crash in any case.

Above: ‘Like a swarm of very large 
flies’’  Huey Helicopters transporting  

B Company 2 RAR Infantry  
to a Field Operation.

Left: the Section loaded up  
and ready to head off.
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Taking off for a Field Operation on a Huey Helicopter, near B Company 2RAR lines.

To avoid enemy gunfire, they were 
flown at almost treetop level over 
vast expanses of the jungle canopy 
and the picturesque network of rice 
paddies joined by threads of bullock 
cart tracks.
On this occasion we were briefed 
the previous day in the Orders 
Group. In the early morning, post-
dawn hours, we would be flown to a landing zone – abandoned rice paddies to 
the east of Xuyen Moc. 5 Platoon was to be the leading landing group. Upon 
landing, we were to move to the high ground (a small rise on the edge of the rice 
paddy, the rice paddy was on the edge of thick jungle vegetation) and to secure 
the ground against possible Viet Cong counter attack. A vital task.
Moving a full company into position requires a complement of around 30 heli-
copters flying in line formation. No more than two or three that can be off-loaded 
at a time. In reality, they barely land once on the ground. The seven passengers 
take barely 30 seconds to be off-loaded. The soldiers with their full packs, weap-
ons and ammunition scramble off, re-orient and run like blazes to their defensive 
positions. In this case, around 70 to 100 metres across the cleared paddy to the 
edge of the jungle. It was just land, jump and run in the pointed direction. 



HAFS Journal 15-3 page 22 HAFS Journal 15-3 page 23

“It was just land, jump and run in the pointed direction.”  
A Section exits a Huey Helicopter to commence a Field Operation.

Major Newman describes the landing like this:
As the (Battalion) came in, a sniper on the edge of the landing 
zone attempted to engage elements of B Company. The sniper was 
dealt with, with unknown results, by helicopter gun teams … 
The landing was accomplished smoothly, although the Battalion 
had some difficulty clearing the landing zone which was waist 
deep, flooded paddy. 
It moved quickly and was established in a defensive position by 
nightfall. As a result of the action on this operation there was one 
(Australian) killed in action and one wounded in action.

The Major goes on to list the US and Viet Cong casualties and damage: I had 
not realised the true extent until I read Major Newman’s report.
US: one killed in action, seven wounded, two APCs destroyed, one damaged. 
Vietnamese Nationalists: 37 killed, one rifle captured, 171 bunkers and  
12 tunnels destroyed. 
Why only one rifle, which ended up in the hands of 5 Platoon members, cap-
tured? The bunkers and tunnels? 5 Platoon was the lead platoon. We encoun-
tered a camouflaged bundle of footwear fashioned from motor vehicle tyres, a 
rifle in the trunk of a hollow tree with a seething mass of weevil ridden rice and 
then a complex of fire pits and bunkers. The engineers (sappers) were called 
forward and the company moved forward to secure the area and then moved on 
to its next objective.
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Left: Captured AK-47 rifle, held by Cpl John ( Jack) Hungerford.
Right: A Coy 2RAR after helicopter landing, “accomplished smoothly though the  

 Battalion had some difficulty clearing the landing zone which was waist high in water”.

Left: Company Commander Major Bill (Maps) Carter inspecting a complex of Viet Cong 
bunkers, tunnels and camps discovered by Jack Hungerford’s Section, Vietnam 1967.

Right: Part of a tunnel and bunker complex located by Jack Hungerford’s section.

This Field Operation remembered

This is where the memory becomes muddled. I was certain that this was on 
another operation! In all, during our time in Vietnam, we discovered, over-

ran and destroyed five Viet Cong hidden emplacements or camps ‘in the bush’. 
They were disguised and camouflaged: giant jungle forest trees with ropes pull-
ing their branches hid gaps in the canopies. Hidden from view of the reconnoi-
tring helicopters.
However the landing, the flight from Nui Dat was normal, with the expectation 
of a normal ‘bush exercise’ landing. The previous night had hosted its normal 
tropical storm. There was a sense of exhilaration as the landscape rushed by as 
our helicopter skimmed across the treetops. We were psychologically prepared 
as the landing zone came near. Then, with no warning, a cacophony of gunfire, 
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not short bursts. In the near dawn light, the phosphorous tips of the bullets 
‘floated’ through the air like a dazzling fireworks display, and from my right, a 
stuttering stream directed towards the leading helicopter.
A surreal sensation, suspended with a stunning view, like a target in a sideshow 
game, realising that you could see only one in seven of those floating objects, 
that this was not a sideshow, that you would land and leap and run, that you had 
seven men, one with a machine gun, to get across the paddy into the edge of the 
clear ground, into the ‘safety’ of the jungle.
The noise of gunfire, the engines of helicopters was thunderous. Each soldier 
knew the drill. There was no “what do I do now?” It was just land, jump and 
run in the pointed direction. We jumped into a flooded paddy, around a foot of 
water, I pointed and shouted and ran. We had not expected the water, which 
slowed us down. 
Machine gunner Bill Gillham carefully progressed through the paddy. To my 
mind he was too slow. The entire battalion was relying on my section securing 
the high ground. The high ground would never be secure until that machine 
gun was in position. 
I yelled, I shouted, I swore, I implored as never before at Bill. I fell into a 
flooded ditch. We reached the edge of the paddy and formed a defensive 
semi-circle.
 The length of time from the cacophony of fire to the formation of the defensive 
semi-circle would have taken no longer than ten minutes. Within an hour we 
had ‘moved on’.
Over the years I spent much time of thought and anguish over that landing.
“I should never have sworn, yelled, demanded Bill Gillham in that manner. He 
was a national serviceman, a conscript, he was doing his best. He could have 
been psychologically damaged forever …”
In 2010 at a Platoon reunion, I gathered my courage, took Bill aside and apolo-
gised for my actions. He replied, 
“Jack, you know that there was so much shit (gunfire, engine noise) going on 
that no-one could hear anyone shouting. I was just concentrating on getting to 
the edge of the paddy.”
In one way, I had wasted 43 years of worry and anguish. In the tension, the confu-
sion, the danger of the moment, each of us had created our own individual reality.
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Above: The Boeing CH-47 Chinook, a versatile, twin-engine, tandem rotor heavy-lift 
helicopter used to transport members of B Company 2RAR: 

Luscombe Field, Nui Dat, Vietnam 1967-1968.

A dangerous Field Operation

On another operation, in this 
case one that commenced with 

a beach landing from a much larger 
Chinook helicopter, our platoon 
moved cautiously northward through 
‘the bush’ parallel to the now infa-
mous minefield from Dat Do to the 
southern beaches. 
Through rotation, my section was the 
lead or point section. We encountered 
a swift running, moderately wide 
(approximately ten metres), waist-deep stream. There was a crossing point that, 
from its appearance, had been in regular use by the Vietnamese folk who inhab-
ited the countryside. In a hostile environment, crossing a stream is a situation 
of vulnerability.
The machine gunner, Bill Gillham, had to be moved into position to provide fire 
support should there be contact with opposing forces. As section commander, 
using silent hand signals, I was in the middle of this process when forward scout, 
Frank Kehoe yelled that I had ‘tripped a wire’. 
We had moved into a carefully laid network of grenades and mines. Fortu-
nately, the tripped wire did not detonate the first of what was to be a series 
of explosions and the aftermath was not dramatic. The sappers were called 
forward to clear the explosives. It took around an hour for them to arrive 
on the scene. Then the platoon moved around 50 metres downstream and 
crossed.

A beach landing via Chinook Helicopters.  
B Company 2 RAR, Vietnam 1967.
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Every time Frank retold the story, though, especially when wives and girlfriends 
were present, it became bigger, more dramatic, we became ‘Super Diggers’ as 
we stood immobilised for hours, vulnerable to Viet Cong attack, holding the 
tripwire taut to prevent it from detonating while waiting for the sappers to dis-
arm the vast field of grenades and explosives.
The reality was that we had moved on, moving downstream, crossing some 
20 to 50 meters westward, continuing our progress through the jungle forest, 
following a compass bearing. (The canopy was so thick that the only way to 
navigate was by compass.)

The following morning we were to find why the crossing was so heavily 
booby-trapped. We had continued slow progress until around 1600 hours to 

bivouac and establish a defensive position for the night. As darkness fell I heard 
a rooster crow in the not too far distance to our north west.
Having grown up on a farm in central Queensland, I was somewhat aware of the 
behavioural habits of roosters. “That is a domestic rooster,” I thought. “There 
should be no domestic roosters in the middle of this jungle. There must be 
human beings encamped nearby … and the only human beings likely to be 
encamped in this jungle are Viet Cong.”

Members of 5 Platoon B Company 2 RAR taking cover following contact with Viet Cong 
during a village search, Operation Oakleigh, Vietnam 1968.
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Left: A typical Orders Group 
setting, as the Platoon 

Commander outlines Orders, 
Objectives, Tactics and 

Administrative arrangements 
for a Field Operation,  

2 RAR Vietnam 1967-1968.

When learning map-reading, we were taught never to take compass bearings on 
moving lights or sounds, as they are most likely inaccurate, so I took a compass 
bearing on the sound of the rooster crowing.
At the evening Orders Group, I gently raised my theory, though not with strong 
conviction. The following morning the rooster crowed again and again: with 
great conviction I argued that since the rooster was nearby and not too far off 
our compass bearing, we should look.
Now for those who have no experience of jungle warfare, moving from your 
compass bearing when advancing with a company of around 160 armed soldiers 
is fraught with great danger. Not from the enemy, but from ‘friendly fire.’ 
There were three platoons, each advancing following their compass bearing. 
The ever-vigilant forward scouts were taking every step with the expectation 
that the next image they will see, the next unexpected movement of vegetation, 
will be a Viet Cong soldier intent on inflicting a fatal gunshot injury. Moving off  
your bearing has the real potential to create ‘contact’ with your closest friend 
from the next platoon.
However, the weight of my convictions convinced platoon commander Eric 
Pearson that we should investigate the crowing rooster, within a short distance 
of around 400 metres. 
The rooster led us to a very recently vacated, sizeable group of skilfully cam-
ouflaged Viet Cong dwellings. I searched the nests of the hens, which would 
have accompanied the rooster, and found one with an egg, which indicated 
that the occupants had vacated the previous day, most likely as the Chinook 
helicopters descended whilst delivering a battalion of 2 RAR soldiers to a 
beach landing.
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There was no delay, as to our rear was a Battalion moving forward. The engi-
neers, or as they were more colloquially referred to, ‘The Tunnel Rats’, were 
called forward and we moved on in pursuit. 
Later in the day we came across the most exquisitely crafted passive trap for 
small native, Vietnamese animals, woven from the jungle vegetation. It was 
circular and covered around 100 square metres in size, no more than six inches 
in height (150 mm), guiding the small animal into entrapment. I have often 
thought that the Vietnamese bushmen who designed and constructed this exqui-
site trap were most likely the same folk who guided us into the network of 
grenades and mines at the river crossing.
During this operation there were to follow two more notable incidents. The 
first being our encounter with a pregnant Viet Cong woman: of this encounter I 
wrote some five years ago (HAFS Journal 13/4 (November 2016) 31-37). 

A notable incident

The second incident occurred towards the final days of the operation. It was 
near the end of the day. The platoon had been ‘slogging through the bush’ 

since early morning. It had been a heavy day, wet with tropical rain, the ground 
was soggy. Preparation had begun to bed down for night bivouac. 
Sentries were posted, soldiers were erecting their ‘hoochies’, digging shallow fire 
pits and heating their night rations on the small Hexamine stoves, when across the 
rice paddy some 200 metres away the sentry on picket observed two Viet Cong 
soldiers wandering by.  They were not aware of our presence, though just out of 
rifle range. It was the end of the day, darkness would soon be on us. It was not 
time to go chasing after wandering V.C. 

In circumstances such as this, what did you do? You call in artillery support. 
You make radio contact and give the map reference of your target. The artillery 
folk then fire off a shell or a ‘shot’ allowing the forward observer to indicate 
adjustments needed for future shots.
Now it must also be noted that where the ground is flat, the tree canopy is thick 
and there are few high features. Sometimes the infantry soldiers on the ground 
are not exact in knowing their location, or they simply give the artillery folk the 
incorrect map reference.
On this occasion the shot came over and skidded into the ground less than 20 
metres from our lines. “Up 200, up 2 f*** hundred!” yelled the radio operator.
We were fortunate: the ground was sodden, the trajectory of the shell from the 
battery at The Horseshoe was west to east, away from our lines, there were only 
a couple of pieces of shrapnel that sprayed harmlessly around us. 
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The next couple of shots were around the area of the previously wandering V.C., 
and the troops, almost oblivious to the near catastrophe, went on preparing their 
evening brew.
These are just a few of the ‘minor’ incidents that occurred involving the men 
of 5 Platoon B Company 2RAR during the first tour of Vietnam. There are 
many others. 
We once emerged from the jungle canopy to a Viet Cong camp STRADDLED 
by a B52 bombing strike, left like an island, surrounded by obliterated trees. 
In the very middle of the camp, less than a metre from a hammock suspended 
between two trees, the fin and half body of an unexploded 500 pound bomb.
Another was discovering a grenade factory in a bamboo hut on the bank of a jun-
gle stream. Such was the life of an infantry soldier on field operations in Vietnam.

Postscript

In late January 1968 I left Vietnam to complete the process of discharge from 
the military after six years of service. On the first operation after my depar-

ture, the Viet Cong launched their Tet Offensive. Operation Coburg had just 
commenced, and 5 Platoon became engaged in one of the major Australian 
engagements in the Vietnam war. 
Their engagement is best summarised in the citation accompanying the award-
ing of the Distinguished Conduct Medal, the highest military honour under 
the British military awards, to a soldier from the “other ranks, other than the 
Victoria Cross”:

On 27 January 1968, during Operation Coburn in Bien Hoa Prov-
ince, 5 Platoon contacted twenty enemy and in the ensuing encoun-
ter the Platoon Commander was wounded. Sergeant Woods imme-
diately took command of the platoon and succeeded in forcing the 
enemy to withdraw so that the casualties could be evacuated. 
The platoon had a further contact with fifteen enemy on 28 Janu-
ary 1968, and came under heavy automatic and rocket fire. Ser-
geant Woods aggressively led his platoon again forcing the enemy 
to withdraw leaving their dead and weapons behind.
On 2 February 1968, 5 Platoon was again given the task of assault 
platoon on an occupied enemy camp. When the 5 Platoon came 
under heavy fire from a group of enemy bunkers, Sergeant Woods 
organised the platoon to provide supporting fire and organised an 
assault with successfully overran the enemy group killing at least 
four of the enemy. 
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As the assault continued, the platoon again came under heavy 
machine gun and rocket fire from more enemy in bunkers. For two 
hours Sergeant Woods directed the fire of his platoon into the ene-
my position, personally engaging the enemy machine gun position 
with an M72 rocket, killing its crew. During these actions Sergeant 
Woods displayed a complete disregard for his personal safety to 
encourage his soldiers to lead them forward by his own example.
The personal conduct of Sergeant Woods, and his aggressive 
actions in commanding his platoon, served as an inspiration and 
example to all members of his platoon, and gained the admiration 
of the remainder of his company. His high standard of courage 
and leadership are a credit to himself, his unit and are of the high-
est tradition of Australian army.

Left: Sgt Jack Woods (right) with Section Commander Corporal Bill Harris (left) and 
Platoon Signaller Private Alan Smith during Operation Oakleigh, Vietnam 1968.

Right: B Company Commander Major Bill (Maps) Carter (left) with Company Sergeant 
Major Kiwi Gibbons during Field Operations, Vietnam 1967

Company Commander Major Bill (Maps) Carter was Mentioned in Dispatches 
for his leadership of the company over this period.
Private (Bones) Billing was killed in action. Platoon Commander Lieutenant 
Eric Pearson and six others were wounded in action. Section Commander Bill 
Harris, under fire, rescued wounded Private Bob Topping.
While the citation for Sergeant Jack Woods summarises the leadership activities 
of 5 Platoon from the beginning of Operation Oakleigh through to Operation 
Coburg, by its very nature and purpose it ‘flows over’ the activities and inter-
actions of the 35 men within the platoon during that extended period and the 
consequential impact on their lives.
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Coming home – after 
Operation Oakleigh

Operation Oakleigh 
started with the 

search of the village Hoa 
Long, after reports of 
Viet Cong soldiers in and 
around the village. Like so 
much of the Vietnam war, 
there was no distinct sepa-
ration between combatants 
and civilians.
Private Robert (Bob) Wick-
es wrotes of his experience.

Before I went to 
Vietnam I was quiet, 
an apprentice panel 
beater. When I was 
called up, my boss 
promised my job would still be there when I returned … 
I did not smoke or drink. I did what I was told. I took photographs 
around the camp [Nui Dat]. I only took my camera into the bush 
once … as Major Carter (Company Commander) told me, I would 
be in big trouble if I was caught with my camera. I took my camera 
during the village search. I did not want to miss out.
I wet my pants when the shooting started. There was a kid (a six-
year-old child) on the road caught up in the crossfire … a kid … I 
could not leave him there. I left my rifle to grab him. I had to carry 
him around for hours until he could be medivaced out.
I started smoking in Vietnam, there was a packet of smokes every 
day in the American ration packs [Unfiltered for men - Lucky 
Strike or Camel]. I did not drink until we came home. 
We had just come off the carrier [HMAS Sydney] when we were 
attacked. This girl [young woman] was yelling and screaming. 
She hit me on the head. That was what hurt. I can still feel it today. 
After that I started drinking. 
I went back to my old job but I left after two months. 

Members of 5 Platoon B Company during a village 
search, Operation Oakleigh, Vietnam 1967.
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Operation Oakleigh Planning Chart, Vietnam 1968.

I was saved by an old Rats of Tobruk man. I had applied for a job 
as a petrol tanker driver. He interviewed me. I told him that I had 
spent all my time in the army in the Transport Corps. At the end of 
the interview as I was leaving he said –
Bob, I do not think you have ever been in the Transport Corps. At 
the bottom of your service certificate it says Rifleman, best not to 
tell lies, but I will give you a start anyway.’

Like so many Vietnam veterans, Bob hid the fact that he had ever been in Vietnam 
until the Hawke government organised the ‘Welcome Home’ march in 1987. It 
was not until after that march that Platoon Commander Eric Pearson and Section 
Commander Arthur (Franger) Francis undertook the task of locating every sur-
viving platoon member and organising a Platoon reunion. It was then that many 
of those soldiers and the women in their lives were able to begin the process of 
healing, and to emerge from the role cast on them by collective Australian society 
as evil participants in a war not of their making, or understating or their choice.
How ironic that the memory of the actions of these young men, their standards of 
conduct in interacting with the Vietnamese population, were more highly respect-
ed by ‘the enemy’ than by those to whom they gave their service with honour. q
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Duty as ‘Saigon Guard’

By Corporal John (Jack) Hungerford (B.3a.4b.1c), Saigon Guard 1967

I do not know how I came to be the Non-Commis-
sioned Officer to be in command of a composite 

section of B Company Personnel, assigned to the 
prestigious Saigon Guard for a week in Saigon, but 
it was not an assignment I would complain about. 
Guarding the Australian contingent of civilians and 
service personnel based in the capital city of South 
Vietnam, Saigon, was a break from Field Operations. 
Usually the NCO assigned to the task held the rank of 
Sergeant. It may have been that I was Acting Platoon 
Sergeant at the time. 
The contingent was, as always, accompanied by a 
junior Commissioned Officer who was generally not 
sighted from arrival at quarters to time of departure 
back to Nui Dat. It was also unusual that one lowly 
ranked Corporal be assigned, as just prior a previous 
rotation the Sergeant in charge had disgraced himself 
in a manner that led to his appearance before a military 
justice panel to account for his actions. I was warned 
of this in the briefing before departure from Nui Dat. 

The Saigon context 

As it transpired, I knew this Sergeant, we had served together on the Malaya 
Peninsular. He was a Corporal then, and I was a very young Private. He had 

a liking for a large intake of alcoholic beverage. He had been accused of “Being 
intoxicated while on duty … of firing his weapon into the upper windows of the

Corporal John (Jack) 
Hungerford, 5 Platoon B 

Company, 2RAR on Saigon 
Guard, Vietnam 1967
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Left: the view over 
the rifle of the 

guard standing at 
the front entrance 
of the Australian 

Contingent 
building,  

protected by 
44-gallon drums. 

building opposite the Australian contingent living quarters.” His defence was 
that they were Viet Cong spies reconnoitring the Australian contingent building. 
In hindsight, his alleged crimes can be separated into three categories: one, 
being intoxicated on duty, and two discharging a weapon, most likely guilty. 
But on the third, his assertions that they were Viet Cong spies reconnoitring the 
building were probably correct, and he probably saved the Australian building 
from attack during the Tet Offensive. 
This gives a little context to the environment into which a contingent of the B 
Company soldiers, used to the day to day rigours of Field Operations, entered 
the ‘we are winning’ comfort bubble of Saigon. 
As an exercise, Saigon Guard duty was straightforward. In presentable Austra-
lian Army uniform, roster a section of soldiers to guard and check the identity 
pass of personnel entering the Australian contingent building. As there was a 
midnight curfew, only authorised military personnel could enter or leave from 
midnight until the lifting of the morning curfew.
The accommodation for the Australian contingent could be described as average 
to ordinary budget quality. Adequate. Services were intermittent, with a string 
of complaints from permanent residents about power failures, lack of hot water 
in showers, poor quality coffee, rat infestation, and the ‘Fawlty Towers’ style of 
staff service. It was pretty clear that the Australian government did not want to be 
accused of having their civil servants housed in luxury accommodations in a war 
zone … but for the troops who had spent months in much less luxurious accom-
modation, the opportunity to experience the oriental city of Saigon was foremost. 



HAFS Journal 15-3 page 36

Being mindful of the “buildings across the road,” guard duties during the day 
were uneventful. Time passed quickly, cheerfully greeting the folk coming and 
going from the building. 
Night time duties were more of a challenge. The combination of boredom, 
mixed with the occasional confrontation, as residents – fuelled with the nega-
tive courage associated with the inhibited neurone pathways as a result of high 
octane fluid intake – returned to semi-comatose slumber before being woken by 
the ‘maids’ the following morning to pose the question “What did I do last night 
that everyone is looking at me strangely today? I must have had a good time.” 
For the guard contingent it was a life of almost freedom. A morning roll call, 
guard roster for the day with at least one day free. In pairs we explored the city. 
Saigon was a capital city, and while it was a military city, the war was far away. 
It was in the months before the Tet Offensive. The military elite were convinced 
that they were ‘winning the war’. There was an atmosphere of false confidence.

Saigon: the American perspective

If Vung Tau was an Oriental vision of France, the Americans were determined 
to make Saigon an Oriental version of America. The large American pres-

ence demanded American institutions to service American personnel. Ameri-
can style supermarkets filled with American consumables, a massive PX (Post 
Exchange) filled with duty free white goods, alcohol and spirits and tobacco, 
air-conditioned recreational venues for off duty service men and women with 
facilities for tape recording American music. 
I spent the best part of a day in one of those facilities in a recording section, 
transferring music from American records to my newly acquired, duty free, tape 
recorder to accompany my newly acquired duty free, top of the market play and 
record portable National radio … all from the vast American service PX. 
Saigon was a city both at war and in transition from a traditional Oriental French 
colony to a ‘modern’ Western consumer society – white goods such as refrigera-
tors, washing machines and electronic sound systems were, in civilian life, in 
very short supply. With an American services ration card, there was virtually 
unlimited access to these goods. 
With unlimited access to scarce commodities comes unlimited corruption. At 
the individual service member level, it could be described as ‘petty corrup-
tion’. Was it really wrong for a desk clerk in the US Navy stationed in Saigon 
to use his or her rations card to purchase an unwanted bar refrigerator from 
the PX for $100 duty free, and sell it to a street vendor around the corner 100 
yards away for $200? 
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The flow from the PX to the street vendors was enormous and organised. Per-
sonnel entering the PX ran the gauntlet of ‘buyers’ with lists. Items were pur-
chased and loaded onto pedal powered carriers for delivery. We later learned 
that the control systems were so poor that the Viet Cong were able to load their 
trucks on the wharf directly from the ships. 
I must confess, after great discussion, that we gave a carton of cans of Coca 
Cola to our rickshaw driver in return for his guiding us around the streets of 
Saigon. Though he may have preferred American dollars as he immediately 
sold it to a street vendor for profit. As a city of the world, Saigon was not a 
pretty, graceful city. Full of bustle, but gritty, with a pretence that the war was 
far away.
As I was researching the role of the American PX during the Vietnam war I hap-
pened across a website devoted to allowing ex-American Vietnam veterans to 
write about their PX experiences. Their stories contrasted the differing attitudes 
of the Australian and American military. Unlike the Australian military, Saigon 
was a major centre for short term leave for American personnel. 
When the opportunity arose, Australian personnel also took the opportunity to 
purchase duty free electronic equipment from PX stores. However, the Aus-
tralian forces who were, in the main, Infantry soldiers, did not and were not 
permitted to take electronic entertainment devices such as transistor radios on 
operational duties. 

‘Boom box’ operations

The late 1960s saw the introduction of ‘boom boxes’, later known as ghetto 
blasters, to the market. They were available for sale at the PX stores. They 

were very popular with American service personnel, particularly those from 
black and Hispanic cultural backgrounds. 
In the field, for Australian troops who were experienced in jungle warfare, 
operational silence was a virtue. Orders were communicated by hand signal 
and whispers. In contrast, the American military relied on the vast industrial 
clout of heavy weaponry, air superiority and firepower. Operational silence 
appeared to be not necessary. Joint operations with the American military 
were a frightening experience. 
I recall one field operation in the north of Phuoc Tuy Province, in an area where 
the Viet Minh had successfully ambushed a battalion of French forces – a vast, 
flat jungle plain suitable for armoured vehicles. I was hoping to find remnants of 
that battle and wondered how an entire battalion could have simply driven into 
such an ambush, and the amount of detailed logistical planning must have gone 
into deploying a force and undetected set up the ambush.
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On one night we established our defensive position adjacent to an American 
armoured unit, mainly Armoured Personnel Carriers. It was our practice, at 
around 1600 hours, to form silently a defensive position, put up our ‘hootchies’, 
cook an evening meal on hexamine stoves, post sentries and ‘close down’ as 
darkness fell for the night. It seemed from the noise coming from the American 
camp that they had just begun. The boom boxes rang out through the jungle.
Out of curiosity and the desire to meet an American, a group from our sec-
tion approached their camp. In 1967, throughout the USA, the drive for Civil 
Rights was at its peak. Most of the ‘other ranks’ in the unit were white Ameri-
cans from Louisiana and Kentucky, I recall. They had a black officer. Their 
major grievance was that they were being forced to take orders from a black 
man. A very strong discussion followed, an argument in the middle of the 
Vietnam jungle, while on a field operation, about civil rights in America. 
Another night to remember, triggered by a ‘boom box’ from the Saigon PX. 

Creatures of the night

For us as soldiers there was a difference in perception between the Saigon 
Australian contingent, and the troops from the field there to guard them. 

This difference came into stark relief during ‘after work hours’, when the per-
manent occupants returned to their quarters at night. Resentment at the mid-
night curfew was a prime complaint. 
The guards were in the main 21-year-old national servicemen. Not trained in 
the art of managing resentful, alcohol affected, badgering and bullying persons 
returning to their quarters. But in the main they handled the situation with some 
submissive diplomacy. 
However, there was at least one character who managed to get up their collec-
tive noses. Now I must say that in my military career as a junior NCO in charge 
of an overnight guard contingent, there were only two occasions that could have 
resulted in total disaster. 
The first was in Enoggera Barracks. 
A soldier from the visiting Yorkshire Regiment got into an altercation with the 
taxi driver bringing him back to the barracks. His behaviour led us to install him 
in the Guard House cells for the remainder of the night. We were assertive but 
polite, gave him a gentle ‘put down’ search and encouraged him to sleep it off 
until the Yorkshire Regiment Guard Sergeant could collect him in the morning. 
Overnight, he became increasingly agitated and aggressive. He defecated and 
smeared the contents over the cell walls. In the morning, as the guard com-
mander, I suggested quite strongly that we would provide him with the neces-
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sary equipment to clean the cell. He refused, so we cleaned him and the cell 
with the fire hose. When the Guard Sergeant arrived to escort him back to his 
barracks, he gave him a less than gentle body search and located, hidden in his 
clothing, a very dangerous ‘flick knife’. 
The next time I saw that soldier was during a joint training exercise at Shoalwater 
Bay. He was marching at ‘double time’ with the battalion’s ‘punishment’ platoon 
at the end of the day after a gruelling day of Field Operation exercises. 
The second was as Saigon Guard Commander. 

As mentioned previously, in Saigon in 1967, 
at midnight there was a curfew. After that hour 
only authorised personnel were allowed to enter 
or leave the building. Being infantry soldiers, the 
folk in my section well understood that on occa-
sions circumstances prevented occupants, with 
the best of intentions, from managing to return to 
quarters by midnight. (Sometimes those roman-
tic liaisons with the barmaid from the local Sai-
gon bar extended longer than expected.) 
But they did expect folk to be at least a little 
apologetic or contrite. However, each morning 
at roll call they complained about the behaviour 
of one particular character who usually returned 
at around 0200 hours. He was, I recall, a Corpo-
ral Dental Technician. 
In terms of infantry military etiquette, you can act like a drunken, abusive, idiot 
moron on one occasion and be excused as ‘having a hard time’ and be forgiven. 
On the second time it becomes a little annoying, by the third or fourth occasion 
the sentiment is that “this idiot is a whacko arsehole”. 
By the end of the week the troops were quite over being informed of their poor 
heritage, that they were only ‘private’ soldiers, “who should be charged for ques-
tioning a superior officer” and more. I was outraged that this fellow appeared to 
behave in this fashion, in particular abusing ‘my troops’ who were, in reality, 
turning a blind eye to his continual abuse of the curfew rules at their personal risk. 
On the day before we were due to return to Nui Dat I resolved that: “If no one 
else would do something about it, I would!” If necessary, I would remain on 
guard all night and confront him when he returned to quarters. 
I started on guard at around 2200 hours, by 0200 hours I was well ready when 
a slightly inebriated figure appeared. 
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“Who are you?” I enquire. 
“Corporal!“ he replied. 
“You have been arriving at this late hour, drunk and abusing my soldiers, pull-
ing rank and being aggressive.” I launched into my prepared tirade. 
“Not me,” he replied. 
“Do not lie to me. You are a disgrace.” I responded. 
“Who do you think you are?” he said, adding that we were an ignorant bunch 
with very poor parenting heritage. 
“Well that may be, but you are spending the night in the cells. We have called in 
the (American) Military Police.” 
He protested his innocence some more but we were hearing none of it … and 
off he went to the cells. After he was cleared away one of the troops said to me,
“Well done, but wrong man.”

a go uar : h a gh

Our last day began with transport through Saigon to Ton Son Nhut Airport 
where we learned that the aircraft that was to return us to Nui Dat was post-

poned with mechanical problems. There would be a ‘short’ delay. We could wait 
in the airport PX, a semi-luxurious bar and restaurant space, air conditioned, with 
a ground level view of aircraft movement and access to duty free spirits. 

The hours pleasantly rolled by and eventually we were informed that the flight 
had been delayed until the following morning. We would be housed overnight 
in the American Military Transition Accommodation on the Ton Son Nhut Air-
port site. I mention this, as this accommodation gave a first-hand insight into the 
industrial nature of the American Military, given that it was transitional accom-
modation — clinical, stark, impersonal bunk beds stacked three or four high. 
American military personnel were confined to the barracks overnight. 



Some of the members of our guard contingent were keen to explore the street life 
in the airport precinct, and after a discussion with the American Master Sergeant, 
who appeared to be in charge of the American service personnel, it was agreed that 
Australians were independent and not under the command of the US Military so it 
was up to me. “Make sure you are back by 2200 hours,” I told them. 
The American Master Sergeant and I shared the contents of a bottle of duty free 
PX acquired scotch, probably rambling through the prominent subjects of the 
day until very late into the night. I do remember that I departed when he wanted 
to open my bottle of vodka. 
I often wonder if the reason our guard contingent was able to wander so freely 
at night through the civilian precinct surrounding the airport, at that stage of the 
Vietnam war, was because the Vietnamese Nationalists were in the final stages 
of planning for the Tet Offensive. And they did not wish to draw attention to 
themselves. In less than 60 days of our Saigon Guard assignment the city had 
moved from an atmosphere of false confidence to fear and terror. However, 
oblivious of what was to come, the following morning, with our sick bags at 
the ready our Saigon Guard contingent boarded our plane and returned to Field 
Operations in Nui Dat. 

Looking back

Many members of my 5 Platoon were severely affected by the Vietnam 
experience. While we are all pensioners now, by the time we had reached 

the age of 50 only four of the Platoon – around 130 men over a 12 month period 
– were not in receipt of some form of disability pension. 
The irony is that the four were Section Commanders, who were probably con-
fronted with the major mental stresses. These men, including myself, were regular 
soldiers who had been exposed to field training in the jungles of the Malay Pen-
insula. Conscripting young women and men into military service should never be 
presented as a solution to ill thought through political campaigns.  q
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