BERT OUR SSM

« CHAPTER 10 -

Bert McSweeny, the lanky guy in a white shirt sitting at the
right of this photo, was our Squadron Sergeant Major
(SSM), the bloke responsible for keeping everyone and
everything in line.

He was quite well respected but | did have a couple of
interesting moments with him. He knew how to handle
young diggers and | think you will see that he definitely

had my measure.

Everyone was required to do a weekly run as a group,
although those of us working shiftwork got to do it — AUTrauAN WARMEMORIAL ' ‘ Fosaszon
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individ ually. We would r eport to the du ty serg eant in the Remembér that I previously said about VB being the popular beer, I should have had‘skl;mres in it

cooler pre dawn then head off on a prescribed route. However, some of us would jump into a roadside ditch at the bottom of our hill, wait the
appropriate length of time then dash the short distance back up the hill to report in again all sweaty and puffing. After one of these “abbreviated”
runs | was laying back on my bed, still in darkness, when | heard a Warrant Officer (WO) bellowing out “Sig Fisher, Sig Fisher". | got up and fronted
him to be asked where | had gone as he had followed me and didn’t see me come back past him as I should have. I told him that | had gone a
different way for a bit of a change and after an admonishment for not obeying the rules thought | had got away with it. However later that
morning | walked around the corner of a building and there was the WO talking to Bert. | immediately tipped what/who the conversation was

about. contd
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