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      FOREWORD

      
      Exhausted troops climb an immense stairway cut into the jungle. A line of soldiers move uneasily along a bush track. Then a
         shot rings out, a man collapses. His mates peer into the dank green foliage trying to see an almost invisible enemy. Papuan
         carriers deftly manoeuvre a stretcher across a fast running stream and up the steep bank on the other side. At Isurava, lines
         of yelling Japanese erupt from the jungle in a desperate banzai charge. Then the deadly chatter of machine guns comes from
         the Australian positions and the ‘Japs’ are cut down. Warrant Officer Jim Cowey waits in the darkness outside the Kokoda Plantation
         for some of his men who have been left behind then coolly picks off one Japanese soldier after another as they try to man
         a mountain gun. Brigadier Arnold Potts walks down to the latrine with Private Gill. There is a shot, Gill falls and the battle
         for Brigade Hill begins. Pathetically depleted lines of men from the 39th Battalion are addressed by their colonel, Ralph
         Honner, while a black bearded photographer with a box-like camera to his eye unobtrusively captures the moment. A powerfully
         built man accompanied by some dangerous looking Papuans armed with shotguns moves easily past a carrier line, checking to
         see the loads are not too heavy. These are some random incidents from the battles on the Kokoda Trail in 1942.
      

      
      The powerfully built man was Bert Kienzle, and he played a vital part in the Kokoda fighting; events that are unique in Australia’s
         military history. They were not like Gallipoli, where defeat was redeemed by the bravery of the participants, nor were they
         like the siege of Tobruk, where the Australian troops were one of the very few forces in World War II to match the German
         army when they met on equal terms. The Kokoda battles were not decisive victories such as the Charge at Beersheba or when
         the Australians broke the Hindenburg line in the Great War. Nevertheless, the fighting on the Trail was an extraordinary tactical
         victory achieved in the face of overwhelming odds and ultimately the Kokoda battles brought about a series of decisive engagements
         on the beachhead that virtually wiped out the Japanese invaders.
      

      
      In the last twenty years the experiences of the troops who fought on the Trail have captured the Australian imagination. There
         have been hikes, celebrations of the Battle of Isurava and numerous books about the campaign. To be sure, these have included
         a lot of sentimental nonsense about the spirit of Kokoda, but there have also been some fine narratives like Peter Fitzsimons’s
         Kokoda, and above all, Peter Brune’s classic treatments of the campaign Those Ragged Bloody Heroes and A Bastard of a Place. Those works establish that the 21st Brigade executed that most difficult of military manoeuvres – a fighting withdrawal.
         Outnumbered approximately six to one by the Japanese in any one engagement, the field commander Brigadier Arnold Potts switched
         tactics and pulled back his force making the enemy pay in blood for their every advance. It is a tactic that can only be employed
         by extremely good troops. You can’t stay too long in one position otherwise your force will be wiped out, and if the pull-back
         is too early the rearguard will be overrun. By doing this the Australians succeeded in whittling down the Japanese forces,
         compelling them to go beyond their supply lines, all the while keeping a viable force between the enemy and its principal
         objective, Port Moresby. Throughout, adequate supplies for our troops was essential. Bert Kienzle’s task was to ensure those supplies
         reached our troops.
      

      
      Kienzle had been a successful planter in New Guinea in the 1930s known to have excellent relations with his Papuan workers.
         With the outbreak of war he was taken into the army, first as warrant officer, then lieutenant and finally as captain. Kienzle
         comes into the Kokoda story at the very beginning when he guided B Company of the 39th Battalion across the Trail to secure
         the airfield at Kokoda. He was among the first to realise the extent of the ignorance of the Australian high command about
         conditions on the Kokoda Trail when he was given one of the more preposterous orders of the campaign:
      

      
      
         CO Angau to fulfill requirements up to a maximum of one thousand native labourers. Construction of road to Kokoda to commence
            not later than 29th June. Road to be completed 26th August 1942.
         

      

      
      In some documents he sent to Peter Brune, Kienzle wrote, ‘I have heard of Superman but have yet to see him in action.’ Nevertheless,
         thanks to Kienzle and his Papuan carriers, B Company’s journey up the Trail was less arduous than it was for the rest of the
         battalion. Kienzle must have seemed an imposing figure to the young men of the 39th Battalion. At the time he was a ruggedly
         handsome man, six foot two and eighteen stone with muscles hardened by years of hiking in the New Guinean jungle.
      

      
      Understandably Kienzle, as Robyn Kienzle records, saw the battalion as untried and inexperienced and, indeed, they were officially
         graded F – their unit training not yet complete. But the battalion included a number of experienced soldiers and on 21 June,
         36 AIF officers were posted to the unit. In the fighting that followed the Japanese landing near Buna there were some blunders
         but the battalion acquitted themselves well and managed to convince the Japanese they were opposed by a much larger force.
         The 39th were also fortunate that, after being forced back to Isurava, the newly promoted Lieutenant Colonel Ralph Honner took over command. He altered the dispositions
         and when the Japanese attacked, the Australians proceeded to tear them to pieces.
      

      
      Kienzle quickly realised that the 21st Brigade, who were about to be sent up the Trail to relieve the hard pressed 39th Battalion,
         could not be supplied solely by Papuan carriers. There would have to be aerial dropping of supplies. This had also been realised
         at Australian Headquarters in Port Moresby but it was Kienzle who discovered Myola, the dried lake, that became one of the
         principal drop zones. It can be seen in war photographer Damien Parer’s documentary Kokoda Frontline where supplies are being pushed out the doors of low flying transports – the famous biscuit bombers.
      

      
      Viewing these events through Kienzle’s eyes gives us a unique perspective on the campaign. For the 21st Brigade to advance
         and withdraw across the Kokoda Trail there had to be relays of Papuan carriers and staging camps, many of which were set up
         by Kienzle.
      

      
      The carriers’ contribution is also recorded in Parer’s documentary. At times they look magnificent, but Parer was too good
         a reporter to be satisfied with a few heroic images. There are shots of exhausted Papuans at Eora Creek breathing heavily,
         their eyes bulging as they look into the camera. ‘How tired the carriers are,’ Parer wrote on his shot list. Kienzle knew
         that, even though they had been virtually conscripted into the army, many of his carriers would never have passed the medical
         for the AIF and they were often quite sick. Their health was a constant concern for Kienzle and his friend, the marvelously
         eccentric Doc Vernon, one of the main characters in Robyn Kienzle’s narrative. Understandably many of the carriers deserted.
         However, soldiers I interviewed were adamant that the ‘natives’ never abandoned the wounded. As Damien Parer noted, ‘If they
         [the casualties] need a drink, a shit, the natives will fix it.’ One of Kienzle’s major achievements was to persuade so many
         of the Papuans to remain loyal. Throughout the campaign he was accompanied by a group of workers from his plantation armed with shotguns. The Japanese usually treated the Papuans brutally; the very few who behaved decently were,
         of course, our most formidable adversaries.
      

      
      Another of Bert Kienzle and his workers’ tasks was to prepare the Trail as far as possible for the movement of first, a battalion,
         then a brigade and, finally, when the counter attack came, a division. Revealed here for the first time is the fact that the
         wily Brigadier Potts instructed Kienzle to cut extra tracks at Brigade Hill that later enabled Potts and the troops at Brigade
         headquarters to escape when the Japanese encircled their position and cut them off from the main body of the Australian forces.
      

      
      One of the great ironies of the Kokoda battles is that Potts’s tactical victory was not recognised at the time. This was more
         than understandable for Corps Commander Lieutenant General Rowell and the Divisional Commander Major General ‘Tubby’ Allen.
         Both were trying to keep track of a series of fast moving engagements on the Trail while Rowell was also responsible for repelling
         the Japanese landings at Milne Bay. (Wisely he backed his subordinate commander, Major General Clowes, who inflicted the first
         land defeat on the Japanese in the Pacific War.) Later it became expedient to rewrite history when Land Forces Commander General
         Sir Thomas Blamey relieved Rowell and Potts then pretended that the subsequent turnaround in the campaign had come about because
         he had re-energised the situation. He then proceeded at the now infamous parade at Koitaki to virtually accuse the 21st Brigade
         of cowardice. After the war all this became profoundly embarrassing. Many eminent men in public life owed their positions
         to Blamey and just before his death he had been made Australia’s first Field Marshall. Inevitably, any adequate history of
         the Kokoda battles would expose Blamey’s lies and incompetence so for nearly sixteen years nothing was written about the campaign.
      

      
      Along with many of the other participants, Bert Kienzle strived to get the full story of Kokoda told to the Australian people.
         He collaborated with Raymond Paull who wrote the first account of the campaign, Retreat from Kokoda, in 1958 and, many years later, with Peter Brune who contacted Kienzle when he was researching Those Ragged Bloody Heroes. Impressed by the questionnaire Peter had sent him, Kienzle decided to send the young historian all his papers. The day after
         the package containing the papers arrived, Bert Kienzle died. They were, however, embodied in both Heroes and Brune’s definitive A Bastard of a Place. These books vindicated Potts’s tactics and the reputation of the 21st Brigade, as well as doing justice to Kienzle’s own
         part in the campaign. As Brune is the first to admit, he owes much to Raymond Paull, who was able to interview both Arnold
         Potts and Bert Kienzle at length, and to Dudley McCarthy’s official history Kokoda to Wau. But Peter uncovered much new material that not only enabled him to correct the mistakes of his predecessors but to lay the
         foundation for just about all the books about Kokoda that have been published since. He could not, of course, tell the story
         of Bert Kienzle’s life. Now, thanks to Robyn Kienzle, we have the long overdue biography of this extraordinary Australian.
      

      
      Neil McDonald
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      PROLOGUE

      
      Herbert Kienzle was a man who commanded respect from the moment you met him.
      

      
      I first met Mr Kienzle when I went to stay at Kokoda in 1974. While staying in Port Moresby on the way through with the parents
         of a university friend, they mentioned to me a little about what a great man Herbert Kienzle was and what a magnificent plantation
         he owned, the Mamba Estates. They also mentioned that he had one bachelor son called Soc.
      

      
      By the end of my two-week stay at Kokoda, I had seen quite a lot of Soc and we had become quite interested in each other.
         In fact, not long after I returned home, he arrived on my doorstep. The following year and a half involved trips to and from
         Kokoda every holiday until we were married in December 1975, three months after PNG received its independence.
      

      
      The evening routine at Mamba was dress for dinner and drinks at 6 p.m. sharp. It was during this ritual that I got to know
         my father-in-law and a little about his fascinating life. My mother-in-law Meryl and I also spent a lot of time together in
         those years, Bert encouraging me to take a break from office duties and talk to her over a cup of tea. Not being a student
         of history, I did not take the opportunity to ask the questions I so wish I could ask them now. Sometimes we would get Dad talking and he would ‘hold forth’ from his end of
         the big dining room table until Mum, who loved to imitate the way he remonstrated with his hands, and often teasingly called
         him a ‘Teutonic old bugger’, would embarrass him into quietening down.
      

      
      Meryl, or Juju as she was affectionately called once her first grandchild arrived, never called her husband Bert – it was
         always Herbert or some other term of endearment. His brother Wallace called him Herbert and to his children and grandchildren
         he was Dad or Grandad.
      

      
      In 1980, the family sold the estates at Kokoda to the PNG Development Bank for about one-tenth of their true worth. Soc and
         I were the only ones left and Bert’s dreams of a dynasty were shattered. We stayed on to manage the plantation for three years
         but it was not the same, and in July we moved to a farm near Allora in Queensland, to be close to my parents in Warwick. Grandad
         and Juju (Bert and Meryl) soon bought the adjoining farm and so we saw a lot of them as they commuted between there and their
         unit at Tweed Heads. All those lost opportunities to learn so much from Bert! It was only after he passed away in January
         1988, followed by Meryl in November of that year, that I sat down and read a short summary of his life that he had penned
         some years previously and realised that, in addition to all he had done on the Kokoda Trail during World War II, his life
         from day one to death was extraordinary and should be recorded and shared.
      

      
      In 2006, Soc decided he wanted to take his two daughters back to Kokoda to see their roots and to walk the Kokoda Trail. So
         began a resurgence of family interest in Grandad’s life, and a serious delving into the camphorwood box where all his papers
         and mementos were stored. How lucky I was that Bert was a ‘hoarder and recorder’ and that he had noted down the core of his
         life story. And how interesting the journey has been as I learnt about his life, his achievements, his loves and losses, and
         what was going on in the world around him at the various points in history.
      

      
      This is not a military history and I do not claim to be a historian. Plenty of books have been written by others more qualified
         than I detailing the military aspects of the Kokoda Campaign. This book is about a man, how he became who he was, and what
         he achieved before, during and after the war.
      

      
      My apologies to those who find my prose sometimes politically incorrect but I choose to use the vernacular of the time and
         place. For example, Papuan natives are often referred to as ‘boys’: this is not meant – nor was it ever used by members of
         the Kienzle family – in a condescending manner. It was the term for indigenous men passed down from the British colonialists
         and adopted by the expats in the Territory. In Bert’s case, it was used with affection and a sense of these people being family
         – not the derogatory form ‘boi’ that was banned in the 1950s. Employees were identified according to occupation – houseboy,
         laundry boy, cowboy – surely even John Wayne did not object to this! It was that deep affection for his Papuan friends that
         played such a huge part in the success of the Kokoda Campaign and why those who know the true story of Kokoda know the enormous
         role Bert played in the lives of the ‘fuzzy wuzzy angels’.
      

      
      My apologies also to the diggers who insist it is Track not Trail, but this is a debate that will go on forever, and after
         finishing this book I am sure readers will get the picture that Bert Kienzle and his family call it the Trail and hopefully
         will understand why they do.
      

      
      In summary, Bert called it the Trail from very early in the campaign. It was a mail trail before the war. As he said in his
         speech in 1972, a trail is ‘a path through the wilderness’; and that is indeed what it was to him and his men. He also made
         the point that there are myriad tracks along and around the route over the Ranges, but there is only one Kokoda Trail over
         which the Campaign was fought and along which his boys carried ammunition, wounded and supplies to and from the various staging
         points.
      

      
      In recent years, Soc and I have been honoured to meet some of the surviving diggers of the campaign. Great blokes like Bill
         Bellairs, George Palmer and Stan Bisset to name but a few, who are adamant it is Track because Trail, they believe, is a name
         given it by the U.S. Command – but the Yanks were ‘never bloody there’! No one can really pinpoint at what point it became
         Trail and who first called it that although various claims have been made. All I know is that amongst the many papers I have
         of Bert’s and Doc Vernon’s, they seemed to be calling it Trail almost from the ‘get-go’, and we certainly all grew up knowing
         it as Trail. The PNG Government has gazetted it as Trail and their decision and right to do so should be acknowledged.
      

      
      Our respect for the diggers and what they did for us during the horrific time that was the Kokoda Campaign is such that if
         they want to call it Track, that is their prerogative and we do our best to remember to call it that in their presence. Trouble
         is if Bert was still alive, we’d be in trouble with him! One other real character, Cec Driscoll, who was with ‘Sam’ Templeton
         and B. Coy when Bert led them across the Ranges in July 1942, says he recalls being told they were going on the Kokoda Trail
         but once they were there and throughout the Campaign they called it ‘the bloody track’.
      

      
      Bert is best known for the huge part he played along this wartime path in 1942, but his whole 83 years were significant and
         memorable. His was indeed an extraordinary life, and he was truly an ‘Architect’ of Kokoda in all senses of the word.
      

      
      Robyn J. Kienzle

   
      
      1

      
      CHILD OF THE PACIFIC

      
      Mary Kienzle was heavily pregnant with her first child when the cyclone hit Levuka on the Fiji island of Ovalau in the year
         1905. The devastating weather phenomenon had left a trail of destruction throughout the southern Pacific Islands, starting
         in the Marshall Islands down through Kiribati then Samoa, arriving in the Fiji Islands in the last week of April.
      

      
      Mary had closed down all the shutters on her beautiful home in the hills that hovered close over the town of Levuka. The cyclone
         was approaching from the northern end of the island and so her house, which faced south-east, would be somewhat protected
         from the full wrath of the storm. Off Ovalau, several hundred metres out, stood the Lekaleka Reef, with a gap through which
         ships could safely pass in nearly all weathers, meaning that the township of Levuka was a welcome, safe harbour at most times.
      

      
      Levuka – where Mary’s English father, Captain William Wallace Wilson, was harbourmaster – is quite a significant place in
         the history of Fiji during the 19th century. It is situated at the centre of ‘Lomaiviti’, the heart of Fiji, which is a series
         of islands scattered about the horizon around Ovalau. Around 1806, sandalwood traders began stopping in its safe harbour for
         food and water and, under protection provided by the chief of Levuka, Tui Levuka, Europeans were settling there by the 1830s. By the middle of the 19th century, it had
         become an important trading post where American, French and British interests vied distrustfully with each other because of
         fears of imperialist intent. This seaside settlement had developed a reputation as a lawless shanty town, populated with pirates,
         escaped convicts and fortune hunters. Viewed from the harbour at the time, Levuka was not an attractive site. With its ramshackle
         huts and storage sheds built of weatherboard and corrugated iron, it presented a sorry picture to arriving vessels. The ‘main
         street’ ran along the beachfront, and at high tide only a narrow path, aptly named Beach Street, remained, washed and eroded
         by every storm. Horses, cattle, pigs and goats roamed freely among the buildings, the beach was permanently strewn with waste,
         and the lack of proper sanitation meant an incessant, unpleasant odour hung over the town. Every second shop sold liquor and
         it was joked that ships’ captains just needed to follow the line of floating empty rum and gin bottles to enter the harbour;
         not surprising, because at one stage the little township boasted 52 pubs.
      


      [image: image]

      
      As the storm raged and the shutters rattled, Mary must have pondered the interesting ancestry this child she was carrying
         would inherit. Mary’s mother Lizzy, whose real maiden name was Melalina Leota, was the daughter of a village leader from Eastern,
         now American, Samoa. Her husband Alfred was of ancient German stock, and her father, Captain Wilson, was British through and
         through, with a long seafaring history tied to the South Pacific.
      

      
      William Wallace Wilson Jnr arrived in Fiji while still in his teens. William was the son of William Wallace Wilson, born in
         England in 1825, and his wife Sarah Rowlerson, daughter of farmer William Rowlerson. They married in London on 18  May 1851
         and produced two sons – John Harry, born 2  March 1852, and William Wallace Jnr, born 7 December 1853. When the boys were still infants, the call to the South Pacific
         saw the Wilsons emigrate to New Zealand, where Wilson senior worked as a customs officer. Young W.W.W. Jnr apparently was
         not very cooperative at his school in Auckland, and at not quite 17 years of age, ran away to sea with a mate, sailing to
         Fiji in a small ketch. His arrival in the islands was at a time when there was a veritable rush of adventurers and enterprising
         young men looking to fulfil dreams borne of rumours of instant wealth.
      

      
      Levuka at the time was crowded with offices of arbiters, advocates, auctioneers, brokers and commission agents, with not enough
         business or work to go around for them all. To take up his first job being a tax collector must have been no easy task. Collecting
         tax from the many renegades occupying all parts of Fiji, with very little established law and order to back him, would have
         been a huge challenge to a teenage boy. After a short time in this difficult occupation, he opted to become a master mariner
         and was soon captaining various ships as they traded among the South Pacific Islands, east to San Francisco and south to Chile,
         even spending some time as ship’s pilot for King Cakobau himself.
      

      
      On one of his journeys, in 1881, Captain Wilson befriended – or more accurately had a short dalliance with – a very young
         Samoan, Melalina Leota. Melalina was the daughter of one of the ruling chiefs of her aiga or family, her father being part of the maita, who are traditionally selected for their leadership abilities as well as their birthright. This nubile young Polynesian
         girl was obviously besotted with the handsome, blue-eyed European gentleman with his own ship, dressed in his dashing captain’s
         uniform. She expressed a desire to run away with him but by then it was illegal to remove young maidens from their villages,
         so the captain, perhaps somewhat jokingly, told Melalina if she wanted to come with him she would have to swim out to his
         schooner at night. She did just that; and so he took her back to his home at Levuka.
      

      
      It was doubtful that Wilson intended this to be a permanent relationship, but Melalina quickly became pregnant, and on 3 April
         1882, Mary was born. Life for Melalina as a captain’s woman was not the idyllic existence she had envisaged. Wilson was away
         a lot at sea and when he was at home, preferred his own company, burying himself in his study with his books. He was a highly
         intelligent man but rather selfish, and a loner. Reading and acquiring knowledge were his great loves and over the years he
         had taught himself smatterings of French, Spanish and Latin. He did not allow Melalina to have any male Samoan relatives to
         stay in the house, although over the years a variety of female friends and relatives visited. In these early days, travel
         back and forth to Pago Pago was not easy. Melalina quickly learnt Fijian and got on well with the local people. She also learnt
         a lot more English than she ever let on. The Captain insisted she anglicise her name to Elizabeth (perhaps naming her after
         his boat!), which he shortened to Lizzy. Thus, when Mary was born, her 15-year-old mother was lonely and a little confused
         and frightened and maybe this is why she never really bonded with her firstborn child.
      

      
      Once Mary was born, life developed a pattern for Lizzy and the captain. Regularly, Lizzie would get fed up with her lonely
         existence and take off back to Pago Pago, hauling whatever children she had at the time with her. Reports would reach the
         captain from his fellow seafarers that his offspring were running wild with the village urchins in Pago Pago and so he would
         call in and collect her on his next voyage, or make a special trip to Samoa and bring her home. She would fall pregnant again,
         eventually producing five more children – Thomas in 1886, then George in 1894 followed by three daughters, Laura in 1897,
         then Matilda and Ginny. Tragically, the last two girls died during infancy.
      

      
      Luckily for Wilson and his fast-expanding family, Levuka was the first town in Fiji to establish a school. As soon as the
         colonial government gazetted its Public School Ordinance, a group of education-conscious citizens set about forming a school
         board, which first met on 23 April 1879. They applied for a headmaster and his wife to come from New South Wales and on 25 August 1879 opened the school for teaching.
      

      
      Mary first appears on the roll at Levuka Public School in 1886, five years after a permanent building for the school had been
         constructed on a site on the banks of the Totogo Creek. Her siblings followed as they each reached four years of age. Mary,
         however, continued to have a strained relationship with her mother, no doubt being affected by Lizzy’s unreliable and wandering
         ways. At the age of eight she was sent off to stay with Wilson relatives in Auckland and attend school there, where her younger
         sister Laura would later join her. Mary did not return to Fiji until she was 18 years old, virtually a stranger to her parents.
      

      
      Captain Wilson was not really comfortable with any of his children until they reached an age where he could communicate with
         them as adults. Laura and Tom were almost afraid of him but George held him in no real awe and would gabble away at him incessantly,
         occasionally holding long conversations with Lizzy in Samoan, which Wilson did not speak, just to annoy him. In fact, all
         the children spoke to her in Samoan, which infuriated the captain, who was still not really comfortable with these little
         half-castes he had produced. He once told them they were like little animals, howling and yowling around his house, damaging
         his precious books and disturbing the peace he craved when he came home from sea or his job at the harbour. On one occasion,
         he became most upset when young Tom emerged from his bath wearing one of Lizzy’s lavalavas, the traditional knee-length skirt of the Samoans, and told him to go and get dressed properly immediately. Tom is purported
         to have said, ‘I am what you made me, Father. You cannot say to do what you say, not what you have done.’ The captain just
         turned and walked away in a stunned and seething silence.
      

      
      Despite his apparently remote and unaffectionate relationship with his children, others who knew him said the captain was
         a well-respected identity throughout the South Pacific, known for his honesty, integrity and strong independence. They believed
         he loved his family deeply and he always spoke fondly of them in their absence. He was admired for his sobriety in a hard-drinking world and his skill as a mariner was legendary.
      

      
      When Mary did return in 1900, perhaps because now as an adult she had indicated that she was ashamed that her parents were
         unmarried, and the captain having adapted to life with Lizzy and his children, he decided to finally make an honest woman
         of her and they were married in the Anglican Church of the Holy Redeemer by the Vicar Rev. William Floyd. Mary then stayed
         in Levuka, and in 1903 she met Alfred Kienzle. On 23 March 1904, they too married in the same picturesque church, which lies
         at the northern end of Beach Rd, its fine stained-glass windows reflecting the morning sun with dazzling rainbows of colour
         that fell across the polished timber pews.
      

      
      Alfred was originally from Stuttgart in southern Germany but had spent quite a lot of his youth in England. He was sent out
         to manage the Fiji office of the German-owned company Hedemann & Evers. He was joined in 1908 by his first cousin Alfred Schoeffel,
         who came out to work for another German company at Levuka at the age of only 16. Along the way this Alfred had become a naturalised
         British citizen. On a trip to New Zealand Alfred met an Australian lass, Daisy Pearse, from a well-known Perth family, and,
         against furious opposition from her family, they married in 1913. The Hedemann family were investors in two companies in Levuka,
         one being called Hedemann & Co and the other Alfred’s employer Hedemann & Evers. The latter was involved in import and export,
         particularly of plantation produce of copra and sugar. The fortunes of Levuka rode very much on the back of plantation productivity
         and marketing.
      

      
      Captain Wilson had acquired interests in several plantations on the island of Vanua Levu and one on the island of Makogai
         – this was later sold to the government and set up as a leper colony. Around the time Makogai was sold, George was sent off
         to King’s College in Auckland from where he went to Agricultural College and then to Australia to learn surveying. It was
         the captain’s dream that George would one day come home and manage the family’s plantation interests.
      

      
      Alfred also invested some money in copra plantations on the island of Wakaya only a short hop from Levuka, and on other Ovalau
         Islands so that, like his father-in-law and the town where he lived, his financial situation was very much tied to the vagaries
         of the copra industry.
      

      
      Despite the 1890s having seen an increase in German presence in Levuka, by the early 1900s the main influences were very much
         British, and Queen Victoria held pride of place in the hearts of most of the European citizens, even those of German origins
         – after all, Victoria came from a Teutonic background. The Victoria League flourished, Empire Day was celebrated with gusto
         and many Germans, including Alfred Kienzle, chose to become naturalised British citizens.
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      Mary’s firstborn child, Herbert Thomson Kienzle, was brought safely into the world on 19 May 1905 – 19.05.1905, a special
         date that signified the beginning of a special life, and just one month after Mary rode out the horrendous cyclone alone.
         A little over two years later, Mary produced her first daughter, Laura, followed in 1910 by Elsa. All were born at their picturesque
         home on the hill.
      

      
      Despite their rather strict father and grandfather, life for Bert and his younger sisters was pretty idyllic for some years.
         Their gentle mother Mary encouraged them to enjoy life on this tropical island, and their days were filled with fishing in
         the harbour for tasty lagoon and reef fish and exploring the dense jungle in the hillside behind their home, always alive
         with the sound of the abundant birdlife. Just below them on the hillside lived the Eastgate family, who would walk with them
         to school down the endless steps, past the breadfruit and mango trees laden with luscious fruits and over the bridge across
         the fast-flowing Totogo Creek, which roared over the rocks after the perpetual rains. One of Bert’s mates was the young Daniel
         Whippy, grandson of the American sailor David Whippy, the founder of Levuka. Despite their Samoan ancestry, the young Kienzles were discouraged from mixing with the local Fijian children, very few of whom attended Levuka Public School in the
         early years. Only the children of village chiefs enrolled at the school, the most notable being the young Cakobaus, Edward
         in 1917 and George in 1920. This did not stop Bert learning to speak Fijian and sneaking time with the children of the local
         women who worked in the family home and helped care for him and his sisters.
      

      
      As Bert grew old enough, he would go with his father and sometimes his grandfather to check on their copra plantation interests
         on the various surrounding islands. It was in these formative years that Bert developed a deep love and respect for the South
         Pacific, its way of life and its people. This passion stayed with him through years of forced separation from the tropics
         and his deep understanding of Pacific Islanders, particularly Melanesians, would stand him in good stead the way his life
         panned out; indeed, it helped direct the choices that he made.
      

      
      Bert was very fond of his grandparents, whom he was the first to call Baka and Maka – probably mispronunciations of a combination
         of English and Fijian words for grandpa and grandma. He and his cousins recalled visits to the house they called ‘Qima’, pronounced
         Gima, which sat on an acre of land further up the hill from Alfred and Mary’s home. One of Bert’s cousins, Elima, related
         her memories of the house in a letter to Bert many years later:
      

      
      
         I loved it as a child with all the pumice paths between the gardens which I always remember as being full of euchrist [sic]
            lilies, tea roses, gerberas and gardenias with a big lagilagi tree with smelly yellow flowers that Maka would use to perfume
            the coconut oil that was rubbed all over us after baths.
         

      

      
      On their visits to their grandparents, the children were always sent to bed straight after dinner. They would lie on their
         simple cots, the kerosene lamps flickering on the tallboy, large mosquito nets covering them like tents, the smell of camphorwood
         and sandalwood boxes all around them, and moths and cockroaches bombarding their protective nets. They would inhale the smoke of Maka’s salukas (native tobacco wrapped
         in banana leaves), which wafted up from the ‘big room’ downstairs. This room had a vast wooden floor, with French doors at
         each end and big glass cases full of Baka’s beloved books. The floor was covered in fine mats where Maka would sit with her
         daughters, telling tales of her old life in a Samoan village, and of her interest in the political intrigue and history of
         the South Pacific.
      

      
      Maka had been born in Pago Pago on the island of Tutuila, which is one of six islands that make up what is now the American
         Samoa group. Similar to Ovalau, these islands consist of low but sheer cliffs and rugged tropical forest-covered peaks with
         limited coastal plains. The magnificent coastline is ringed by an aquamarine sea with blue tide pools, lava beaches and cliffs
         and geyser-like blowholes. It has a tropical marine climate and, like Fiji, lies in the hurricane belt. Tutuila is the main,
         most populous island in the group and Pago Pago at its centre is its capital and site of one of the best deepwater harbours
         in the South Pacific.
      

      
      Like Levuka in Fiji, Pago Pago in Samoa was occupied in the mid-1800s by the flotsam and jetsam of the Pacific, as well as
         fortune seekers from America, Germany and Britain, and by the 1880s a three-way tug-of-war had developed between these nations
         for the right to colonise Samoa. At one stage, ships from the three countries were involved in a ‘Mexican stand-off’ in the
         harbour, and legend has it that they were so busy watching each other, they forgot to watch their barometers! Suddenly a hurricane
         of mammoth proportions was upon them, and when the mayhem finally ended, only the British ship, the Calliope, was still afloat. The madness of this event moved them to make some sort of decision about the future of the island group
         and, eventually, what was Eastern Samoa entered willingly into a covenant with the United States while Western Samoa was claimed
         by Germany. By the end of the 19th century, all the Pacific Islands except Tonga, which somehow had remained a sovereignty
         under the arm of British protection, had been colonised by America or a European power.
      

      
      Lizzy had left Pago Pago by the time the annexation to America became official in 1900 but being born in 1867 she witnessed
         the crazy events and intrigues of the 1870s and always remained interested in the political history of her home country. She
         shared her ongoing love for Samoa with her children and grandchildren. She enthralled and terrified them with tales of the
         many dramas of village life on her home island.
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      Like his mother before him, Bert attended Levuka Public School, appearing on the roll in 1911, followed by Laura in 1912 and
         Elsa in 1915. Soon after the school was built in 1881, the board set out on a beautification program, planting luaci or candlenut trees for shade and creating garden beds of tropical shrubs. It was probably the most attractive building site
         in Levuka, although its position next to the temperamental Totogo Creek with the steep hillside behind meant the lack of room
         for expansion was always going to be a problem. In 1894, a gentleman called Captain D. Garner Jones arrived from New Zealand
         to take up the job as principal, a position he held until after Bert and his family left the school. He was a highly educated
         man, ahead of his time, who believed in a practical education relevant to the environment in which his pupils lived, adding
         wireless telegraphy, boatbuilding and sailmaking to the curriculum.
      

      
      Bert and his sisters’ teacher in their first few years was a Mrs Hathaway, who joined the staff in 1899 and did not retire
         until 1922. She was patient, kindly and an excellent teacher, instilling in all her students a love of knowledge, England
         and the English language. One idiosyncrasy of Principal Jones was that he encouraged his pupils to write and draw equally
         well with both their right and left hands. Both Jones and Hathaway put great value on discipline, so combining this with their
         strict paternal relatives, the Kienzle children had a reputation for exemplary behaviour. Bert was not looking forward to
         being sent off to boarding school in Melbourne but that was the plan.
      

      
      Meanwhile, both their father and grandfather continued to lead prominent lives in the Levuka expatriate community, regularly
         joining fellow businessmen, planters and civil servicemen at the Ovalau Club for the traditional evening drink of the tropics,
         the gin and tonic affectionately called ‘planters punch’.
      

      
      In 1912, Alfred was appointed master of the masonic lodge and took on the title of The Right and Worshipful Master Brother
         A. Kienzle. It was at this time that he had a major difference of opinion with his father-in-law over the use of lodge funds.
         Captain Wilson was trustee of the estate left to the lodge by Peter Murray: in fact, with the resignation of Brother George
         Smith, he was sole administrator. There were moves afoot to use these funds to erect a permanent temple for the lodge and
         land had already been donated for this purpose. Members felt the lodge was prosperous and popular enough to have a building
         of its own and not have to move from rented premises to premises. To do this they would need to use a significant portion
         of Murray’s estate. Wilson, however, took literally the terms of the will, which stated funds should be ‘devoted to the relief
         of the poor and the suffering who shall be considered worthy of their bounty’. To use these funds to build an edifice for
         the exclusive use of the brethren he felt was an abuse of their responsibilities to administer the inheritance under the terms
         that it was given. Apparently he was in the minority in this opinion, and the lodge committee voted to go ahead and withdraw
         the necessary funds to complete the construction. Wilson resigned in protest, and fatefully, responsibility for administering
         the estate was handed over to his son-in-law, Alfred. The captain would feel justified in his decision when he later learnt
         that all the liquid funds were used for the project and permission had to be obtained to mortgage the assets of the estate
         to continue.
      

      
      The building was completed and the foundation stone laid with all due celebration on 28  February 1913. The Right Reverend
         the Bishop of Polynesia Thomas Clayton Mitchell performed chaplain duties at the opening ceremony and Brother Kienzle gave
         an address to the gathering labelled ‘The Nature and Objects of Freemasonry’.
      

      
      It may be significant that only a year after this event, in early 1914, Captain Wilson retired from his post as harbourmaster.
         During his years in the civil service he had also taken on other positions of responsibility including Receiver of Native
         Taxes, Bondkeeper and Boarding Officer, Manager of Levuka Cemetery, Sub-Collector of Customs, and Deputy Commissioner of Water
         Supply. In a newspaper article at the time of his retirement, it was written: ‘Our old and genial friend will be most missed
         by the seafaring community who have received many obligations and strenuous services at his hands.’ A farewell was to be organised
         and it was noted that Wilson had purchased land on the east end of Vanua Levu where he intended to establish his own copra
         plantation. He called this new estate of 554 acres ‘Nabaka’ and he was to spend a lot of his time there over the ensuing years.
         He later acquired several adjoining estates called ‘Midri’ (270 acres), ‘Naso Sobu’ (83 acres) and ‘Navuo’ (383 acres). In
         addition, he owned a 1,000-acre island, Vatu Vara. No doubt he was accumulating all this land with his ambitions for George
         in mind.
      

      
      Nineteen-fourteen proved to be a watershed – indeed a devastating – year for the Kienzle family. On 18 June, the day began
         with great joy in the morning when Bert’s new baby brother Wallace arrived safely and he and Laura rushed home from school,
         quickly scaling two at a time the 80 or so steps to their hillside home, to see mother, new baby and sister Elsa sitting up
         in bed and seemingly well. Then, tragedy in the afternoon when, unexpectedly, Mary passed away. As with her other children,
         this baby was born at home, so medical assistance was limited and delayed shock at the trauma of the birth apparently caused
         Mary’s stressed heart to suddenly just stop beating. Some members of the family believe that Mary was very depressed during
         her fourth pregnancy and that her lack of a will to live contributed to her death. Her niece Elima would write years later
         that her family believed Mary was blessed, or more realistically, cursed, with ‘the second sight’ and she had foreseen some
         imminent disaster during her confinement.
      

      
      Captain Wilson happened to be back at sea relieving as captain on the Ranadi when this tragedy occurred, and on board with him was ship’s mate and good friend and roommate of Tom’s, Hubert Sabben, who
         recalled many years later in a letter to Bert that Captain Wilson was devastated by this news. He had become very fond of
         Mary since her return to Levuka 14 years earlier and because of his already strained relationship with Alfred it would appear
         he partly blamed him for her death. Perhaps he felt she should not have had this fourth baby, or maybe he was just looking
         for someone on whom to vent his anger and sorrow and Alfred, for whom he had no time since the lodge dispute, was an easy
         target.
      

      
      The Captain and Lizzie’s other surviving children soon also married and went their separate ways. Laura married the postmaster
         at Levuka, a William Mill Caldwell, and had four children – Elima, Mabel, Barbara and Wallace. Tom married a Winifred le Vier
         and lived in Suva, where he was a junior merchant marine engineer, having served his apprenticeship with his mate Hubert Sabben
         at Rarawai Sugar Mill. They produced two daughters, Feleni and Rua.
      

      
      Mary Kienzle is buried in the cemetery at Levuka where her grave can be seen to this day. The members of the Masonic Lodge
         formed a grand funeral procession along the winding seaside path to the cemetery, dressed uniformly in their ‘aprons’ and
         holding aloft the coffin of this beautiful young mother for the entire distance. Mary’s grave lies in a prominent position
         in what was described in a delightfully written late 1800s document as ‘a most charming Cemetery … offering one of the sweetest
         resting places to be desired in the Southern Hemisphere’. Her headstone, a pink marble scroll-shaped tablet, lies safely in
         a large rectangular concrete gravesite, sitting high on the main volcanic outcrop of the graveyard, with the majestic hills
         behind and the azure Pacific in front. It reads: ‘In loving remembrance of Mary Kienzle, beloved wife of Alfred Kienzle, who
         died 18th June 1914. Auf Wiedersehen.’
      

   
      
      2

      
      ENEMY ALIENS

      
      The absurdity and futility of war was exemplified by what happened to Bert Kienzle and his family from 1914 right through until
         1945.
      

      
      When World War I broke out in August 1914, baby Wallace was only two months old and Alfred’s main concern was keeping his
         job with Hedemann & Evers and his plantation interests going while grieving for his lovely wife Mary and trying to raise four
         young children. The Schoeffels had been good and loyal friends to Alfred and Mary and helped as best they could. Alfred’s
         relationship with his father-in-law was still strained and although Lizzy occasionally came back from Suva where she and the
         captain now spent most of their time – her calm presence around the children relieving him for short times – his situation
         was not easy.
      

      
      Germany was now at war with Britain, and so the old rivalries and enmities that had existed between the various nations that
         had vied for sovereignty of Fiji in the 1800s resurfaced. The German nationals in the islands were on the whole men of peace,
         quite content to carry on in their agricultural pursuits. The Kienzles and the Schoeffels purposefully kept their heads down
         and, to quote Daisy Schoeffel in a letter she would later write to the Hon H. Gregory, the Member of Parliament for Fremantle: ‘We lived there quietly without ever having any trouble personally with anyone, we contributed to every fund and
         helped as much as possible in all patriotic functions.’
      

      
      Altogether, the Colony of Fiji contributed over £600,000 to various patriotic funds and the people worked generously raising
         money through festivals and direct levies, and it is to this sort of activity that Daisy is obviously referring. In a preposterous
         demonstration of bigotry, the British refused all offers from Fijians, Indians and part-Europeans to enrol in military service
         and fight side by side with the English soldiers of the King. Mary’s younger brother George’s attempt to enlist was initially
         knocked back because he was not ‘a pure white man’ but when this happened the captain exploded with rage and is reputed to
         have verbally – some versions of the story even say physically – attacked the governor of Fiji to force him to make an exception.
         The response of ‘pure’ Europeans in Fiji was enthusiastic and so George along with around 50 other Fiji residents, joined
         the First Fiji Voluntary Expedition Force, which departed Suva on board the RMS Majura on 1 January 1915, bound for Europe.
      

      
      These men, including 101 Fijians in the Transport Corps, would perform with distinction, winning more than 100 commissions
         and 34 decorations.
      

      
      Mary’s brother Tom Wilson also joined up and because of his qualifications as a marine engineer was gladly accepted by the
         Royal Australian Navy. His tour of duty was not without controversy, and experiences of discrimination and his determination
         to stand up for himself resulted in a few stoushes. First, as officer of the day he had to reprimand a sailor who returned
         from shore leave very drunk and obnoxious. The loudmouthed bigot threw a punch at Tom, who reciprocated with one hard fist,
         knocking his opponent to the ground. Unfortunately, the sailor hit the deck so hard he was knocked unconscious and subsequently
         died, but evidence given by witnesses to the event meant no charges were laid against Tom. His ship was involved in transport
         of Anzac troops and supplies, but on arrival in the European war zone, many of the ‘colonial’ officers, including Tom, were replaced by very junior and inexperienced British officers. Tom was very outspoken about this move, saying the incompetence
         of these green sailors would be sure to sink the ships. He was arrested, removed from the ship and placed in the brig awaiting
         court-martial for insubordination. Somehow he got off on this charge too, probably because his engineering skills were badly
         needed for the war effort, and he was given a commission on another vessel. The story goes that as he predicted, his old ship
         was lost on the way to Gallipoli. It is not surprising that Tom earned the nickname ‘Tiger’ Wilson.
      

      
      Through late 1914 and early 1915, in all the Pacific Islands, tensions continued to rise between German nationals or naturalised
         subjects of German descent and other Europeans in the population.
      

      
      During the first half of 1915, Daisy Schoeffel invited her older unmarried sister, Mena Hallet Pearse, known to her family
         as Hally, to come to Levuka for a visit. Perhaps she wanted her company during these troubled times, or maybe she wanted help
         with her children as she was not always in good health but more than likely there were some matchmaking plans in mind.
      

      
      On 8  May 1915, Mary Kienzle’s brother George Wilson was killed at the Battle of Ypres in Belgium. The death of this boy,
         who had become his favourite son, devastated Captain Wilson and once again he turned on Alfred, directing his hatred at all
         Germans and refusing to ever speak to his son-in-law again. All attempts by Laura and other members of the family to exhort
         the captain to heal the rift proved futile. Either he had forgotten, or was looking to assuage his guilt for having begged
         the governor to let George enlist in the first place. Whatever his reasons, the inevitable outcome was that Alfred was indeed
         a lonely widower, and the arrival of an unattached Australian woman with the maturity to take on a ready-made family was quite
         fortuitous.
      

      
      Thus it transpired that on 11 September 1915, Alfred Kienzle married Hally Pearse in the Anglican Church at Levuka and, as
         history was soon to attest, the union proved fortunate for Alfred and the children, and for Daisy and Hally, who would need each other’s mutual support during the ensuing years. Hally,
         however, was a different kettle of fish from Mary. Alfred’s three older children had trouble accepting her as their mother.
         She found it easiest to bond with the baby Wallace and it was noticeable in correspondence and conversations with Bert over
         the years the different feelings he had towards his mother and stepmother. He always spoke of Mary with a deep sense of love
         and loss, whereas with Hally, it was more a tone of almost grudging respect.
      

      
      A series of unusual events combined with the divisions caused by war in Europe were soon to bring a most unfortunate fate
         upon the Kienzle family.
      

      
      As mentioned, Alfred Kienzle had been an active member of Lodge Polynesia No.  52. He had served as master of this lodge in
         1912 and, as such, had his name engraved on the foundation stone listing all past masters. The story goes that sometime in
         1916, Alfred joined in a session at a kava saloon one evening with other brothers of the lodge. Whether they adjourned to
         the lodge or it occurred in some other location, the story does not relate, but apparently, in a rather inebriated state,
         Alfred tried to straighten a picture of King George that was hanging crookedly on the wall, using his walking stick. The stick
         slipped, the picture fell to the ground and the glass smashed. In the paranoia of the times, as the story of the event spread,
         ulterior motives were read into the accident, and even the so-called Brotherhood of the Masonic Lodge were carried along in
         the heat of the moment, and expelled Alfred from the lodge, going so far as to chisel his name off the foundation stone.
      

      
      One who latched onto the sinister implications of the exaggerated rumours was the local vicar, a widower whose son had just
         been killed on the Western Front. This vicar became an active proponent of the moves afoot to intern German nationals and
         German naturalised citizens of Fiji and to expropriate their estates. Many of these agitators were planters and businessman
         who no doubt saw an opportunity for cheap expansion of their own assets. Initially, the governor conceded to some of their demands by limiting the movement of these ‘aliens’ in
         Fiji, restricting their residence and curtailing some of their freedoms, including the right to carry arms. By April 1916,
         patriotic fervour and hysteria had risen to fever pitch, and the first batch of Germans was sent off to be interned in Australia.
      

      
      Of course, these anti-German sentiments were not restricted to Fiji. Everywhere, including Australia, where Germans resided,
         no matter what their current allegiances, they were treated with suspicion. Within one week of war breaking out, all German
         subjects in Australia were required to report to the nearest post office and to notify immediately of any change of address.
         As the number of Australian casualties in Europe grew, so did the hostility to anyone of German descent back home. They found
         it harder to obtain employment and often ended up volunteering themselves for internment in order to survive and feel safe.
      

      
      On 7  April 1916, Alfred was fined £75 for possessing a firearm, which of course was confiscated. No doubt this, along with
         the King George picture incident and perhaps even the influence of his own father-in-law, resulted in Alfred Kienzle also
         being on the first shipment from Levuka, leaving behind his wife of less than a year with her four new stepchildren. Alfred
         arrived in Sydney on 3  May 1916 and was handed a warrant for his arrest, made out to Alfred Thomas Karl Kienzle of Levuka
         in the State of Fiji, written on 5 May and signed by the defence minister. Alfred appears in prisoner of war records as Alfred
         T. Kienzle Barcode: 350360 1917/89/267 Series A1183.
      

      
      Alfred was taken by sea to Trial Bay Gaol, on the north coast of New South Wales north of Kempsey and near the estuary of
         the Macleay River, some 500 kilometres from Sydney. Building of Trial Bay had commenced in 1884 and it opened in 1886 as part
         of a reform of the NSW prison system. It was intended that prisoners towards the end of their sentences would attend these
         ‘Public Works Prisons’ where they would learn skills as part of their preparation for rehabilitation into mainstream society. At Trial Bay it was planned that they would be involved in the construction of a breakwater that would turn the bay
         into a safe anchorage during storms. This concept soon proved to be unfeasible as the wall kept collapsing with the high seas
         and also caused silting of the harbour it was built to protect. Simultaneously, the enthusiasm for reform of the prison system
         waned, so the facility was closed in July 1903 and lay dormant until August 1916, when the Australian Government decided to
         use it for the internment of POWs and German detainees.
      

      
      Fortunately for Alfred, Trial Bay was known as the camp for the elite of the detainees and among the ‘upper 500’, as they
         came to be known, were naval officers, merchants, physicians, priests, university lecturers and several German consuls. Many
         of the residents had been moved there from the Holsworthy camp near Liverpool, a separation based on a desire to reduce social
         tensions where divisions had developed based on rank, position and class. Conditions at Trial Bay were much better than Holsworthy,
         where between 5,000 and 6,000 detainees were accommodated in far less attractive surroundings and with far fewer facilities.
         The sturdy granite rock of Trial Bay meant that it was at least cool in summer even if the winters were unpleasantly cold.
      

      
      Quite an active social life was organised by internees but this could still not detract from the fact that many of them were
         unjustly detained. They were a very patriotic lot who actively supported the efforts of their much-loved Emperor and, amazingly,
         they were allowed a lot of freedom to feed this nationalism. They were even permitted to print a weekly newspaper called Welt am Montag (The World on Monday), which gave reports on the war from the German perspective and espoused the superiority of their Teutonic
         race. For this reason, Alfred did not really fit in. He was married to an Australian and had many Australian and British friends,
         plus he had no desire to go back to Germany – his first love was now the South Pacific. From day one, Alfred spent much of
         his time alone in his 4 metre x 7 metre cell, which was sparsely furnished with a bed, table and desk, writing to his family
         and lodging his objections to his situation through every channel available. Initially he wrote to the governor-general, stating
         that he had been forcibly deported from Fiji and landed against his will. The letter read:
      

      
      
         As it is apparent that the Commonwealth authorities have detained me at first upon my involuntary landing in Australia without
            any warrant, which is contrary to Law, and furthermore it is apparent that the warrant issued by the minister for the State
            for Defence is ‘ultra vires’ as he has no jurisdiction or power of any kind over or in the Crown Colony of Fiji, I therefore
            herewith take the liberty to request your Excellency to have my case investigated and if the facts should be found as stated
            above, it would in my opinion be expedient if I were returned to the Fiji Govt. Upon investigation your Excellency will find
            that I am the only naturalised British subject that has been sent to Australia as a prisoner of war, no other British Crown
            Colony having dared to put the Australian government in the embarrassing position which it has created in my case by the detention
            of a British subject who is not under the jurisdiction of the government of Australia.
         

      

      
      Unfortunately for Alfred, despite the legal advice he had obviously received, he was not cognisant of the facts with regard
         to the many naturalised British ex-Germans already interned elsewhere, and of the complicity of the Australian Government
         with many other Pacific nations to intern their so-called ‘enemy aliens’. The internment of both German and Austrian naturalised
         citizens, even those with Australian wives, was justified by the acting prime minister, Senator Pearce, when he stated in
         the Sydney Mail: ‘…  naturalization to a German or Austrian was a very different thing from naturalization to an American or Frenchman. Any
         German or Austrian naturalized in the Commonwealth could, by merely signing his name in the book at the office of the consul-general,
         divest himself of that naturalization’.
      

      
      In other words, he implied that these naturalisation certificates were not worth the paper they were written on and were no
         guarantee of loyalty to the Commonwealth, and so internment of these persons, along with German nationals and even visitors
         to our shores, began from early 1915. Why Australia volunteered so willingly to carry out this onerous task on behalf of the
         whole Commonwealth, at a time when it was otherwise trying to firmly establish independence and sever its apron strings from
         Britain, is a mystery. Britain’s enthusiasm for the project can be partly put down to seeing an opportunity to dilute, hopefully
         even destroy, German interests in the Pacific, Asia and Africa where they had continually competed with the British Empire
         for sovereignty over many years. Those who have studied this whole situation can only conclude that, for Australia, it was
         still a case of politicians continuing the sycophantic attitude to their sovereign power and an almost childlike acceptance
         that Australia was historically a dumping ground for Commonwealth prisoners. This is what they did well and how they could
         continue to contribute to the greater good of the Empire. The reality is that it damaged Australia’s reputation in Europe,
         Asia and the South Pacific and confirmed the German belief in the moral superiority of their German imperial traditions.
      

      
      Alfred’s case was routinely referred to the prime minister, who passed it on to the defence minister, who then sent it on
         to Fiji. Four months later, the governor-general responded, stating that the governor of Fiji was ‘unable to vary the terms
         of the order under which Mr Kienzle was interned’.
      

      
      Immediately, Alfred made a second request for exemption on medical grounds. Release on the basis of medical conditions was
         dependent on the report of one examining doctor who had to establish if the applicant was medically ‘fit for garrison duty
         i.e. office work, if he had been resident in Germany at the present time’. Alfred was accordingly advised ‘the medical report
         does not entitle you to repatriation as medically unfit’, and so once again his request was refused by the Defence Department.
         Naturally, he was furious, and he wrote to both the official visitor to the camps and to the governor-general, protesting:
      

      
      
         If I would be in Germany at the present time or have stayed there at the outbreak of war, I would be interned in Ruhleben,
            if the German authorities would think me medically fit for internment … I beg to point out that I am a British subject naturalized
            in the Crown Colony of Fiji and that volunteers are only accepted up to the age of 35 years, and that therefore I am over
            age according to the ordinance in force in my country.
         

      

      
      This time, the governor-general did not refer the matter to his ministers for consideration but sent the curt reply that he
         was ‘unable to see that any good purpose would be served by reopening this matter’. Alfred was a typical victim of the bureaucratic
         ball game that had resulted because, even though Australia was more than happy to accept the internees, it neither wanted
         nor accepted any jurisdiction over them. It insisted on an intermediary role only, not wanting to be involved in decisions
         with regard to prisoner status, requests for release or even access to monies in bank accounts. All such matters were referred
         back to the government of the colonies from which internees came, and of course from there they bounced straight back again.
      

      
      Alfred was left no alternative but to grin and bear it; at least at Trial Bay he was in esteemed company with the many prominent
         gentlemen interned there at the time. Most notable were two German scientists, the physicist Pringsheim and the anthropologist
         Grabner, both of whom had been invited by the Australian Government to attend the Congress of the British Association for
         the Advancement of Science – bad luck for them that war broke out while they were ‘down under’. Also present, somewhat controversially,
         was the naturalised Australian medical practitioner and first orthopaedic surgeon in Australia, Dr Max Herz. Herz was a respected
         member of the British Medical Association but the power of xenophobia and professional jealousy was enough to see him blacklisted
         by that association and interned as an enemy alien on 19 May 1915, only a few weeks after the birth of his first child.
      

      
      Inmates of Trial Bay were afforded quite a lot of freedom, with the doors being open during daylight hours. The men were free
         to walk around the peninsula and onto the beach, where they revelled in the opportunity to swim, sunbathe and fish.
      

      
      Food was good, with official rations being supplemented by produce from a vegetable garden. There was even a beachside cafe
         called the Artist’s Den and a restaurant called The Duck Coop operated by enterprising inmates. The camp was run by a series
         of committees that organised many cultural and educational activities, all of this enhanced by the cosmopolitan character
         of the interned population. Detainees came from such diverse countries as Singapore, Ceylon, Hong Kong, New Guinea and Samoa.
         Gerhard Fischer, in his book Enemy Aliens, went so far as to state: ‘The atmosphere of the fashionable sea resort and the relative freedom enjoyed by the internees
         thus created a kind of holiday spirit.’
      

      
      As already suggested, however, this did not negate the fact that these men were suffering quite significant psychological
         distress. They had been uprooted from their homes and businesses, lost their old social contacts and been separated from their
         families. In their absence, their businesses were being wound up or sold at auction by the public trustee. To top it all off,
         they had in most cases been treated despicably during their transport to Australia. The feeling of helplessness and impotence
         must have been overpowering, and one can understand their attempts to cope with all this by immersing themselves in German
         culture and traditions as much as possible in this forced environment, even if it made a few like Alfred feel very uncomfortable.
         Despite the relative comfort in which they were interned, and perhaps because they were allowed the freedom to do so and had
         the time and intellect, a lot of the men at Trial Bay wrote to whoever they could think of complaining of their lot. More
         letters came out of Trial Bay than any other camp, one fellow actually confessing in a poem: ‘We protested every bit, Had
         simply got used to it!’
      


      [image: image]

      
      Back in Fiji, life continued reasonably peacefully for Hally and the children and the Schoeffels in Levuka until another bizarre
         incident
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