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FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK
Commemorating all who have been involved in war
Men, women and children and those animals who
stood by their sides.
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He is your friend, your partner, your defender, your dog.
You are his life, his love, his leader.
He’ll be yours, faithful and true, to the last beat of his heart.
You owe it to him to be worthy of such devotion.
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Dogs in the Military
Just a few years after the birth of the breed, German Shepherds were used as dogs in the military.
Between 1899 and 1914, Captain Max von Stephanitz (founder of the breed) wanted to demonstrate the prowess of the German Shepherd in several different areas. Dogs were donated to departments as k9 police dogs to demonstrate their strong ability in obedience, protection and
tracking.
In 1914, GSDs were recommended for use by the German Army as military working dogs - ammunition carriers, guards, messengers and search and rescue. This was initially amusing to the Army. But when they heard how effectively these dogs were used by civilians, they took the suggestion seriously.
In World War I, the German Shepherd showed its ability to perform just about any assigned task
as military dogs. Their courage amazed not only the German soldiers, but the American and English military as well. After the war, the soldiers discussed the heroic war dogs they had seen on
the battlefield.
The German Shepherd became the first dog to guide blinded soldiers. This led to the establishment of the Seeing Eye Dog.
WWII offered the GSD another chance to shine. They excelled in working with the Red Cross, locating wounded soldiers.
Rin Tin Tin
Near the end of WWI, Corporal Lee Duncan, an American soldier, encountered a German Shepherd mother and her litter in a bombed war dog kennel in Lorraine, France. Duncan adopted two of
the puppies while the mother and the rest of her litter were cared for by the battalion. The mother
and litter eventually perished, with the exception of the two dogs that Duncan adopted.
Duncan was highly impressed by the ability of the German war dogs. He worked with the puppies and was eager to learn more about the breed. The German Kennel Master in charge of the
bombed kennel had been captured by Americans. Duncan visited him in the prison camp and discovered much about this new breed called the German Shepherd.
He made arrangements to bring the two puppies back home to Los Angeles. Sadly, one puppy
died of dog distemper. But the other flourished and became one of most beloved German Shepherds of all time - Rin Tin Tin.
When World War II broke out, Duncan wanted to serve his country. But, because of an injury sustained during the first war, he was not allowed to re-enlist. Instead, he made another contribution
to dogs in the military. The first US Military K9 Corps was born.
Training Dogs in the Military
Duncan (and Rin Tin Tin III - an official soldier with his number tattooed on his leg) became head
trainers for Camp Hahn, a training camp for military dogs of war in California. During the course of
the war, over 5,000 dogs and handlers were trained.
After the war, Duncan took many of the returning dogs, untrained them and placed them back with
the families that had donated them to the war effort. Chips the dog was donated for military use
and went home a true war hero.
Lackland Air Force Base in San Antonio, TX is now home to a veterinary hospital for military dogs
wounded in combat. The Military Working Dog Center offers advanced medical treatment, complete with:
CT Scanning Equipment
Digital Radiography
Intensive Care Unit
Operating Rooms
Rehab Rooms
The rehab rooms offer exercise balls and an underwater treadmill.
There is also a behavior specialist.
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Currently, dogs in the military that are injured in Afghanistan or Iraq receive emergency care on the battlefield. They are then flown to Germany for care. If advanced treatment is necessary, they are sent to San
Antonio.
The demand for military working dogs has jumped dramatically since 9/11. Lackland is currently training
750 dogs, almost double the number that were training prior to the attacks.
Military dogs normally start training at 1 1/2 - 3 years and work until they are about 10.
After their duty is finished, the military adopts them out to be stationed in "Fort Living Room," says hospital director Army Col. Bob Vogelsang.
Retirement of Military Dogs
Tragically, many dogs in the military were not sent to Fort Living Room. After the Vietnam War, only a fraction of the 4,000 Vietnam war dogs that courageously served their country were reassigned or shipped
home. Many were abandoned (left with the ARVN of South Vietnam). The majority were declared "excess"
and euthanized.
A Discovery Channel documentary (War Dogs: America's Forgotten Heroes) showed the public the sad
fate of these hardworking, loyal dogs in the military. This led to a large public outcry. After which, the Military pledged not to dispose of military working dogs in the same manner.
Congress eventually passed a law which allows military dogs to have an honorable retirement. President
Clinton signed a bill in November 2000 (H.R. 5314) which amended title 10 of the US Code. This allowed for
the adoption of retired military working dogs of war to former handlers and other qualified civilians.
Now these life saving dogs in the military can finally look forward to a comfortable and dignified retirement.

Tribute to the Military Working Dog
WE FEARED NONE
My eyes have seen many things in the darkness of the night. Some of which you never saw as you held my
leash so tight. I protected you, and as a team we feared none.
My ears have heard the sounds of things that made you freeze at night. You trusted me and used my pointed ears like battle sights. I protected you, and as a team we feared none.
Over the years many have held my leash. Several of which held it loose and a few who held it tight. No matter how you chose to keep me, I protected you and as a team we feared none.
I have heard the highest praise and felt the heaviest correction. Regardless the tone of your voice or the
weight of your correction, I protected you, and as a team we feared none.
When evil crossed our path, I never backed down! I will fight to the end. My loyalty to you is unconditional.
I protected you, and as a team we feared none.
Many years have passed. My muzzle is now full of gray. When it is time to face my final battle let me keep
my pride. Know that I loved no other place than that of by your side. When it is all said and done, remember the battles that we've won. Never forget, I protected you, and as a team we feared none!
~SSgt Jennifer R. Vasquez
Dedicated to Military Working Dog Rambo #T058
(a Belgian Malinois)
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KINGAROY students were curious about the story behind the purple poppies.
Mick and Ira Bellam felt it was important to share the animal side of the Anzac stories to St
John's Lutheran School students, when no one knew what the purple poppies meant at
their presentation last year.
"It's all about the war dogs, and the purple poppies and what they signify, and I think
that's just great,” Mrs Bellam said.
"I wore the purple poppies last year, and a few of them came up to me and asked what it
was for.”
Mrs Bellam decided to deviate from the traditional Anzac Day speech when they were
asked to come back and represent the RSL at the school Anzac parade.
"It's satisfying for the children to learn that it was not only the soldiers and the nurses, but
a lot of animals also gave up their lives,” Mrs Bellam said.
About 400,000 horses left Australian shores at the beginning of the World War I and only
one returned, Mr Bellam said.
The animals were especially important in WWI, since they relied on the horses to get places and carry all of their gear,” he said.
"You've got war dogs, camels, pigeons, donkeys,
horses - they're all animals in the wars,” he said.
Mrs Bellam told the Kingaroy students a story of
a German dog called Digger.
"He was captured by the Aussies and they kept
him and used him as their own dog, carrying gear
via a cart,” she said.
Mr Bellam hopes the students will be reminded of
the stories, and the sacrifices animals had made
in the wars, by the World War I dog posters the
couple donated to the school library.
He also handcrafted two world war models for the
school, to inspire the Year 6 students in their upcoming war unit.
The couple had been collecting war dog artefacts, such as framed pictures, purple poppies
and Australian flags over the past year for the
presentation.
"I've even got coasters with the latest war dogs
on them. They've been using the dogs for years
and years,” Mr Bellam said.
The Bellams had collected a bag of poppies to
give to the principals after their presentations at
the St John's Lutheran School and also Kingaroy
State School in the lead-up to Anzac Day.
Student leaders said The Ode before a teacher sounded the Last Post.
Students stood for a moment's silence remembering those fallen in the wars, and those
serving now - the soldiers, the nurses, the four-legged diggers - and the message of the
purple poppies.
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THE ANZAC ON MY WALL
I wandered thru a country town, ‘cos I had some time to spare,
And went into an antique shop to see what was in there.
Old Bikes and pumps and kero lamps, but hidden by it all,
A photo of a soldier boy – an Anzac on the Wall.
‘The Anzac have a name?’ I asked. The old man answered ‘No’.
The ones who could have told me mate, have passed on long ago.
The old man kept on talking and, according to his tale,
The photo was unwanted junk bought from a clearance sale.
‘I asked around’, the old man said, ‘but no-one knows his face,
He’s been on that wall twenty years… Deserves a better place.
For some-one must have loved him, so it seems a shame somehow.’
I nodded in agreement and then said, ‘I’ll take him now.’
My nameless digger’s photo, well it was a sorry sight
A cracked glass pane and a broken frame – I had to make it right
To prise the photo from its frame I took care just in case,
Cause only sticky paper held the cardboard back in place.
I peeled away the faded screed and much to my surprise,
Two letters and a telegram appeared before my eyes
The first reveals my Anzac’s name, and regiment of course
John Mathew Francis Stuart – of Australia’s own Light Horse.
This letter written from the front… My interest now was keen
This note was dated August seventh 1917
‘Dear Mum, I’m at Khalasa Springs not far from the Red Sea
They say it’s in the Bible – looks like a Billabong to me.
‘My Kathy wrote I’m in her prayers… she’s still my bride to be
I just can’t wait to see you both, you’re all the world to me.
And Mum you’ll soon meet Bluey, last month they shipped him out
I told him to call on you when he’s up and about.’
‘That bluey is a larrikin, and we all thought it funny
He lobbed a Turkish hand grenade into the CO’s dunny.
I told you how he dragged me wounded, in from no man’s land
He stopped the bleeding, closed the wound, with only his bare hand.’
‘Then he copped it at the front from some stray shrapnel blast
It was my turn to drag him in and I thought he wouldn’t last.
He woke up in hospital, and nearly lost his mind
Cause out there on the battlefield he’d left one leg behind.’
‘He’s been in a bad way Mum, he knows he’ll ride no more
Like me he loves a horse’s back, he was a champ before.
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So Please Mum can you take him in, he’s been like my own brother
Raised in a Queensland orphanage he’ s never known a mother.’
But Struth, I miss Australia Mum, and in my mind each day
I am a mountain cattleman on high plains far away.
I’m mustering white-faced cattle, with no camel’s hump in sight
And I waltz my Matilda by a campfire every night
I wonder who rides Billy, I heard the pub burnt down
I’ll always love you and please say hooroo to all in town’.
The second letter I could see, was in a lady’s hand
An answer to her soldier son there in a foreign land.
Her copperplate was perfect, the pages neat and clean
It bore the date, November 3rd 1917.
‘T’was hard enough to lose your Dad, without you at the war
I’d hoped you would be home by now – each day I miss you more’
‘Your Kathy calls around a lot since you have been away
To share with me her hopes and dreams about your wedding day.
And Bluey has arrived – and what a godsend he has been
We talked and laughed for days about the things you’ve done and seen’
‘He really is a comfort, and works hard around the farm,
I read the same hope in his eyes that you won’t come to harm.
McConnell’s kids rode Billy, but suddenly that changed.
We had a violent lightning storm, and it was really strange.’
‘Last Wednesday, just on midnight, not a single cloud in sight,
It raged for several minutes, it gave us all a fright.
It really spooked your Billy – and he screamed and bucked and reared
And then he rushed the sliprail fence, which by a foot he cleared’
‘They brought him back next afternoon, but something’s changed I fear
It’s like the day you brought him home, for no one can get near.
Remember when you caught him with his black and flowing mane?
Now Horse breakers fear the beast that only you can tame,’
‘That’s why we need you home son’ – then the flow of ink went dryThis letter was unfinished, and I couldn’t work out why.
Until I started reading, the letter number three
A yellow telegram delivered news of tragedy,
Her son killed in action – oh – what pain that must have been
The same date as her letter – 3rd November 1917
This letter which was never sent, became then one of three
She sealed behind the photo’s face – the face she longed to see.
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And John’s home town’s old timers – children when he went to war
Would say no greater cattleman had left the town before.
They knew his widowed mother well – and with respect did tell
How when she lost her only boy she lost her mind as well.
John’s mother left no Will I learned on my detective trail.
This explains my photo’s journey, of that clearance sale.
So I continued digging, cause I wanted to know more.
I found John’s name with thousands, in the records of the war.
His last ride proved his courage – a ride you will acclaim
The Light Horse Charge at Beersheba of everlasting fame.

That last day in October, back in 1917
At 4pm our brave boys fell – that sad fact I did glean.
That’s when John’s life was sacrificed, the record’s crystal clear
But 4pm in Beersheba is midnight over here……
So as John’s gallant spirit rose to cross the great divide,
Were lightning bolts back home, a signal from the other side?
Is that why Billy bolted and went racing as in pain?
Because he’d never feel his master on his back again?
Was it coincidental? same time – same day – same date?
Some proof of numerology, or just a quirk of fate?
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I think it’s more than that you know, as I’ve heard wiser men,
Acknowledge there are many things that go beyond our ken
Where craggy peaks guard secrets ‘neath dark skies torn asunder,
Where hoof-beats are companions to the rolling waves of thunder
Where lightning cracks like 303’s and ricochets again
Where howling moaning gusts of wind sound just like dying men.
Some Mountain cattlemen have sworn on lonely alpine track,
They’ve glimpsed a huge black stallion – Light Horseman on his back.
Yes Sceptics say, it’s swirling clouds just forming apparitions
Oh no, my friend you can’t dismiss all this as superstition.
The desert of Beersheba – or windswept Aussie range,
John Stuart rides on forever there – Now I don’t find that strange.
Now some gaze upon this photo, and they often question me
And I tell them a small white lie, and say he’s family.
‘You must be proud of him.’ they say – I tell them, one and all,
That’s why he takes – the pride of place – my Anzac on the Wall.
By Jim Brown

14

