
ACTICK IN NEW GUINEA. 

Out of New Guinea corns sore revealing pictures of Austral ians and Americans 

at grips with the Japs around Buna. Keeping cool la literal in both senses 

of the word. Convention has no place in this distant abode of nightmarish 

warfare. And what more incongruous than the ae General Stuart tanks in 

& pre-historic setting. 

To prise the Japanese snipers out of their treetop hide-outs and fox-holes 

the tanks wallow into the undergrowth. A few pot shots with a 

revolver and then the tanks are swallowed up in the tang]ed foliage in which 

the J ips are hidden. 

Field guns crash-in on the tropical silence* as they rip open a Jap 

stronghold set in the thickly timbered Papuan Jungle. 

Danger lurks in the dugouts and foxholes which the supporting infantry 

are searching for occupants. Treacherous tricks have been played by 

wounded Japs, who killed many of their would be rescuers. Trust a Jap and 

you wake up with wings. 


