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      FOREWORD

      
      Two Australian war photographers have stood out from all the rest — in the Second World War, Damien Parer and, in the Vietnam
         War, Neil Davis. It would be difficult to imagine two more different characters, or two photographers whose results were achieved
         by such different techniques. Davis chose to seek the heart of the storm and to capture what happened, come what may. Parer
         took risks that were just as horrendous, but essentially he was the careful planner. He knew in advance what he wanted and
         what he had to do to get it. Perhaps the difference in approach lay in the fact that Parer’s work went into newsreels and
         documentaries, while Davis for the most part shot for the more immediate and demanding requirements of television.
     

      
      The American invasion of Peleliu in September 1944 was meant to be a sideshow, a simple peripheral operation to protect General
         Douglas MacArthur’s flank for his landing at Leyte in the Philippines. Admiral William T. Halsey, the aggressive commander
         of the US 3rd Fleet, having established to his satisfaction that the Palaus posed no threat, opposed the operation without
         success, and it went ahead on 15 September, with devastating loss of life for the 1st Marine Division — 1252 were killed in
         action and another 5274 were wounded. Also killed in action, on the third bloody day of the battle, was Damien Parer, one
         of the truly great war photographers of all time. Parer was lucky enough to survive the first day of this always-jinxed battle,
         fought on a cruel stretch of coral and limestone, where those who escaped the Japanese fire were stricken by heat exhaustion
         and lack of water.
     

      
      A murderous barrage of Japanese artillery and mortar fire raked the beach where Parer landed. An observer counted the number
         of American landing vehicles set alight within his sight. No less than eighty-seven within a few hundred metres blazed away.
         By nightfall the marines were holding on grimly and Parer was dug in on the beach with Sydney Bulletin correspondent, John Brennan, his close friend.
     

      
      On Guam, when he first met the relatively small group of correspondents covering the war in the Central Pacific, Parer was
         already a legend. His work for the Australian Department of Information, his stunning pictures of the Australians on the Kokoda
         Track, had won him an unrivalled international reputation. Yet the correspondents were not really prepared for the full man.
         They were a pretty irreverent group, unaccustomed to Parer’s demonstrable and deeply held religious beliefs, his habit of
         kneeling in prayer at the dawn stand-to, and even the billy of tea he boiled as soon as the stand-down came. ‘Anyone for a cup of tea?’
         he used to call, and soon they flocked to join him.
     

      
      I still remember quite vividly some of the events of the day that Parer died, his kneeling in prayer in the half-light of
         dawn and the welcome mug of tea that he brewed on his primus stove, carefully carried with his precious camera. I also remember
         the dismay that night when he failed to return to where headquarters had been established, not many yards from the beach.
     

      
      Next day several of us went in different directions in pursuit of any clue to what happened. Only John Brennan knew that Damien
         had planned to go with the 7th Marines and it was he who found him where he had fallen — walking backwards behind a tank filming
         the oncoming marines. Caught by machine-gun fire, he had no chance.
     

      
      In this book Neil McDonald has traced the life story of Damien Parer and I am honoured to have been asked to write this foreword.
         I knew Parer for his Kokoda films, and on Guam and Peleliu, but I was unaware before I read the book of the dangers that he
         had faced so fearlessly through the Middle East, in Greece and with the RAAF in New Guinea. Many war correspondents never
         saw a battle, but a war photographer’s task really began when the bullets and the shells started falling.
     

      
      There were some who took prudent risks and there was Parer who thought, lived for and eventually died for the picture.

      
      The tragedy of Parer’s death was not just that Peleliu, as Halsey insisted, was an unnecessary operation, but that he should
         not have been there; he should have been out with the fleet.
     

      
      And, of course, if his real worth had been recognised in material terms by the Australian Department of Information for which
         he had worked before going to the Pacific, Parer would have been taking pictures of Australians in action, not Americans.
         Unable to tolerate any longer the parsimony and the disparagement of the Department, after his documentary Kokoda Front Line had won an Academy Award, he resigned and went to work for Paramount. Australia’s loss was America’s gain. In the brief period
         he worked for Paramount, mostly covering the invasion of Guam, he displayed the same sort of courage and imaginative expertise
         that so characterised his work on other battle fronts.
     

      
      Writing of war photographers, Damien once said, ‘We shall find most of our gold in the hidden detail of expression of our
         men by watching carefully, noting expression and gestures and shooting circumspectly at the dead right moment.’ What he did
         not add was that to put himself in such a situation he often had to take even greater risks than the men in the scene he was recording.
     

      
      In other places Ernie Pyle, the American columnist, performed a similar task for American newspaper readers. He was there
         and caught the fear, the agony, even the humour of the men whose risks he shared. Parer was the Ernie Pyle of the newsreels.
     

      
      Life was rarely kind to Parer. Brought up in the Depression, with a father who was an inveterate and hopelessly unsuccessful
         gambler, he had little time to enjoy the comforts that his Paramount salary could have provided. His happy marriage was all
         too brief and shadowed by his own premonition that there might be one risk too many.
     

      
      Neil McDonald paints a warm and feeling picture of this great man and his remarkable achievements. In 1992 the Department
         of Defence in Canberra established a Damien Parer award for the best photograph of the year by a Defence photographer, an
         appreciation of his work that a more generous Department of Information might have expressed many years ago. Now, almost fifty
         years after Parer’s death, Neil McDonald has ensured that Parer and his work will live.
     

      
      Denis Warner CMG OBE 1994
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      Damien Parer loads film into his Graflex.
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      INTRODUCTION TO
WAR CAMERAMAN

      
      This biography really began in 1982 when Michael Piggott reached into the bottom drawer of a filing cabinet at the Australian
         War Memorial, pulled out a bundle of dope sheets for films shot during the Second World War and suggested I research them.
         They proved to be the find of a lifetime. In 1982 the Memorial’s film collection was in chaos. Sequences in the viewing prints
         were in random order and the documentation on open access gave very little idea of when, where or how the material had been
         shot. Now all this was changed. Here were elaborate descriptions of the cameraman’s adventures, correspondence with the Department
         of Information, even some personal letters. Above all there were the precise shot lists of Damien Parer. I suspect Michael
         Piggott, who although head of written records was then responsible for films, hoped to get the collection in order at the
         same time as developing a new research area. Certainly he succeeded in starting a process whereby curators such as George
         Imashev and Bill Fogarty have now cross-indexed the dope sheets to the films and remedied years of neglect, preserving thousands
         of feet of rare footage.
     

      
      Initially my film students at Mitchell College (later Charles Sturt University, NSW) began to assemble the Parer footage on
         videotape in the order designated on the dope sheets. The research group I worked with was exceptionally talented and made
         an important contribution to film scholarship. It included Vicky Brown, Lyn Dwyer, Debra Holland, Jane Hutcheon and Mark Wilmott.
         Subsequent research resulted in further editing by Lachlan Simond and William Hall. Debra Holland later became my research
         assistant and sub-edited the original copy and located key Wilmot material in Britain. The book would never have been completed
         without her. Even when she had to go overseas, she bequeathed me the services of her mother, Marlene Holland, whose calm incisiveness
         made its own contribution.
     

      
      By now I was using the Parer Papers at the Mitchell Library in Sydney and had interviewed key figures such as Osmar White,
         Ron Maslyn Williams, Ken G. Hall; Terry Banks and Max Dupain. Then Tony Morphett, who had been working on a script for a film
         about Parer (during which he had uncovered some quite vital material) was approached to write a biography. He refused but suggested I undertake the project instead. Throughout the next few years Tony became an invaluable guide to
         the motivation of many of the key figures in the narrative.
     

      
      This approach to the subject has dictated my treatment of Damien Parer. The story is told as far as possible through Parer’s
         own eyes and from the perspective of those who knew him. Unlike many modern biographers, I have foregrounded the man, not
         myself, trying to think myself into the period and portray the attitudes and values I found there. The readers will find in
         the following pages much that, according to current arbiters of taste, is ‘ideologically incorrect’. I do not necessarily
         agree with all the attitudes of all the people in this story even though I have done my utmost to portray them accurately
         and with understanding.
     

      
      Here it would be appropriate for me to record a general indebtedness to the way history was taught at Sydney University in
         the 1950s and 1960s by men and women of the calibre of Bruce Mansfield, Ken Cable, Ernest Bramsted, Marlay Stephen and Marjorie
         Jacobs. Equally valuable was the treatment of literature in the English department of Wesley Milgate and Bill Maidment. All
         these scholars sought understanding above all and avoided glib present-minded moralising. This biography seeks to do the same.
     

      
      Inevitably in writing a book of this kind one incurs many debts. Above all, I have to thank Damien’s widow, Elizabeth Marie
         Parer (Marie Cotter in the narrative). She not only confided the story of her own relationship with the man she lost after
         a few brief months of married life but became a trusted friend whose insights into character and motive saved me from errors
         of judgement. The Parer family too were immensely helpful. Fr Ferdinand (Adrian) Parer contacted many of Damien’s friends
         on my behalf as well as providing his own reminiscences. Tim Owen (son of Doreen, Damien’s only sister) supplied vital pictures
         and letters and printed many of the stills in the book. The visual quality of the reproductions owes much to his expertise.
         Michael Parer (Stan’s son) copied the Parer/Dupain letters for me and permitted me to consult his unpublished life of Damien
         for the family history.
     

      
      Wise counsel and friendship came from journalist and historian Ivan Chapman. He has an unerring eye for detail and a compassionate
         understanding of the strengths and weaknesses of the men and women of the 1940s. The chapters on the Western Desert and Greece
         owe much to his close reading and considered judgement; valuable too were his memories of the Greece campaign, where he served
         with the 2/1st Australian Machine-gun Battalion.
     

      
      My interpretation of the Koitaki Parade and the reasons Parer was prevented from being at Buna–Gona are based on discussions
         with Peter Brune and his book Those Ragged Bloody Heroes (Allen & Unwin, 1991). Gavin Fry’s advice illuminated the relationship between war artist, the late Sir Ivor Hele, and Damien
         Parer.
     

      
      A biographer always appreciates those who preserve material for years at a time when no one seems particularly interested.
         Foremost among these was Parer’s friend, the late Alan Anderson. Although sadly we never met, I am deeply grateful to him,
         his executor, film historian Judy Adamson, and his widow Connie Anderson for allowing me to use Alan’s letters home and the
         correspondence from Parer during the fight with the Department of Information. Ann Remus, Ted Genock’s daughter, not only
         preserved her father’s papers, but allowed me to copy them, thus illuminating Parer’s relationship with his last assignment
         editor. The gracious hospitality of Ann and her family in New Hampshire in 1988 remains a happy memory. Edith Wilmot too provided
         vital material that enabled me for the first time to portray fully Parer’s crucial relationship with her late husband, the
         war correspondent and historian Chester Wilmot. A fine writer herself, Edith’s willingness to share sources on which she was
         herself working is an example to us.
     

      
      I am especially grateful to participants who checked the chapters describing events in which they were themselves involved.
         Ralph Honner, the victor of Gona, who led the attack on the Derna Aerodrome and commanded the 39th Battalion during their
         fighting withdrawal along the Kokoda Trail, not only checked the New Guinea section but provided essential information as
         to the actual dispositions around Isuravia. Honner’s notes are reproduced in chapter 16. The late John Lewin, who led the
         attack on the Timbered Knoll, saved me from many errors of detail. He gave me a fragment of a letter Damien sent him that
         contained vital information about the final confrontation with the secretary of the Department of Information. Brian ‘Black
         Jack’ Walker, CO of 30 Beaufighter Squadron, cast a careful eye over the Bismarck Sea chapter and provided me with some important
         photographs. The account of Parer’s adventures with the fliers Torchy Uren and Harry Suthons benefits greatly from Walker’s
         witty reminiscences. Mick Sheehan of the 2/5th Independent Company saved me from many errors and, together with his friend
         Arthur Littler, acted as an important source of contacts. I am also grateful for the insights provided when Victor Austin
         arranged for me to meet key members of the 39th Battalion: his own book on these legendary soldiers proved to be an invaluable
         source (Kokoda and Beyond, The Story of the 39th Battalion 1941–3, Melbourne University Press, 1988).
     

      
      Ken G. Hall, arguably one of the finest propagandists of the Second World War, also checked the chapters in which he was a
         participant and saved me from many mistakes. Olive Cotton specially printed the still of Max Dupain on page 32, while Diana Dupain, Max’s
         widow, discovered the ‘lost’ Parer negative, which is reproduced on page 38. Tim Bowden located famous Antarctic photographer
         and fellow apprentice with Damien, Alan Campbell-Drury.
     

      
      Tribute must also be paid to the Film Pioneers Oral History Project, a joint enterprise of the National Film Archive of the
         National Library (when it was headed by Ray Edmondson), the Australian Film Commission and the Australian Film and Television
         School, especially to the work of interviewers Graham Shirley, Hugh McInnes and the late Alan Anderson.
     

      
      All researchers owe much to archivists and librarians. To list all in Australia and the USA who helped me would be impossible,
         but I must thank Elizabeth Imashev and Alan Davies at the Mitchell Library, Sydney, Amy Stark of the Center for Creative Photography
         in Tucson, Arizona and Andrew Noran of the Sherman Grinberg Library in New York, and Ian Affleck of the Australian War Memorial.
         Picture research was aided by Kaarin Dombrowski, Liz Cullen and Margaret Elizabeth Kemp. I am also indebted to Imogen Yang
         for help with the captions.
     

      
      Getting the book on paper was made possible by computer expert Allan Mills, who showed a computer illiterate how to use two
         different program and, aided by Jan Huntley, helped to revise the book in record time. I am also profoundly grateful to my
         first research assistant Margaret Elizabeth Kemp, who kept a photographic record of key encounters.
     

      
      Les Murray, Bill Maidment, Tony Morphett, Noel Cislowski and Judy Adamson gave selflessly of their time to read and comment
         on the manuscript (Noel even provided some last-minute proofreading). John Baxter, John Heyer, Ian Jones and Bronwyn Binns
         gave invaluable advice on the structure of the early chapters.
     

      
      I also must acknowledge the support of the former Dean of Communication at Mitchell College, Professor Myles Breen, and the
         former Principal, Dr Melvyn McMichael, who demonstrated that a commitment to efficient administration went hand in hand with
         support for scholarship.
     

      
      I am especially grateful to Denis Warner for writing the foreword. As both participant and historian he is uniquely qualified
         to make the comparisons he does between Parer, Ernie Pyle and Neil Davis.
     

      
      Finally, anyone reading the chapters on Tobruk and Kokoda will appreciate how much War Cameraman owes to Osmar White’s Green Armour and Chester Wilmot’s Tobruk.
     

  



      
      
      INTRODUCTION TO
DAMIEN PARER’S WAR

      
      The original introduction has been retained because even though many of those acknowledged are no longer with us, they continue
         to live now in both War Cameraman and Damien Parer’s War. This new introduction also enables me to thank properly Father Edmund Campion, who gave me valuable advice about Australian
         Catholicism in the 1930s, and Professor George Kanarakas, who was my source for much of the Greek material.
     

      
      The research on Damien’s life and work didn’t end with the publication of War Cameraman. General Rowell’s former ADC, Gordon Darling, has provided an invaluable interview describing his own reactions to the seasoned
         soldiers who commanded our troops so well during the Kokoda battles, also sharing his memories of Parer and Wilmot, who used
         to wait in his tent before seeing the General. The transcription he made for me of his personal diary has been of inestimable
         value to all Kokoda scholars.
     

      
      Extensive interviews with George Silk in 1996 have enabled me to portray in greater detail his relationship, personal and
         professional, with Parer. This led to the discovery of many new photographs, some of which are published here for the first
         time. Sally White, Osmar White’s daughter, unearthed notes by her father and an earlier draft of Green Armour that permitted me to describe in greater depth a key influence on Parer’s work. Similarly there were many new insights about
         Chester Wilmot’s influence to be found in the Wilmot Papers in the National Library. I must thank Jane Crane for initially
         granting access to the papers for my Wilmot biography, and her mother, the late Edith Wilmot, who scattered notes through
         the collection highlighting significant material on Wilmot and Parer.
     

      
      Collaborating with Peter Brune on 200 Shots – Damien Parer, George Silk and the Australians at War in New Guinea (Allen & Unwin, 1998) enriched my understanding of the Kokoda battles and their tragic sequel. I remain grateful for Peter’s
         crucial support in 1993, and if his book Those Ragged Bloody Heroes provided a substantial underpinning for my chapters on Kokoda in War Cameraman, Damien Parer’s War gains even greater authority from Brune’s masterly reconsideration of the campaign in A Bastard of a Place (Allen & Unwin, 2003).
     

      
      
      The publication of War Cameraman in 1994 led directly to my curating Still Action, the first exhibition of Parer’s stills. I’m indebted to Bill Fogarty, George Imashev and Ian Affleck — again — who, together
         with Alan Sisley of the Orange Regional Gallery gave me the opportunity, then allowed me to draw on their expertise. We were
         all delighted when the Australian War Memorial decided to tour Still Action throughout Australia. At a challenging time, Gough Whitlam, Dagmar Schmidmaier, Librarian and Chief Executive of the State
         Library of NSW, and Rosemary Moon, Manager Events and Exhibitions, gave the Parer exhibition and especially its curator much-needed
         support, for which I remain profoundly grateful.
     

      
      The preparation of the new text of Damien Parer’s War was greatly facilitated by the skill and sensitivity of my friend and colleague Richard Wilby. Richard typed and subedited
         both the revisions and the new material, as well as acting as a valuable sounding board. Lothian’s editors Cathy Smith and
         Jean Kingett were able to find improvements that had escaped Richard and myself, while designers Andrew Cunningham and Paulene
         Meyer allowed us to see the pictures with new eyes.
     

      
      Freelance writers need time and support to pursue their craft. Good friends Matthew Adamson and Hans Hammond in different
         ways have made my work on Damien Parer’s War and other related projects possible. Similarly Hank Nelson’s invitation to become a Visiting Scholar at the School of Pacific
         Studies at the ANU in Canberra enabled me to learn much from one of Australia’s finest scholarly communities that, of course,
         included Hank — now an Emeritus Professor himself.
     

      
      Ace cinematographer David Brill made me acutely aware of the contemporary relevance of Parer’s experiences to modern journalists
         covering conflicts such as those in Iraq and Afghanistan. Consequently Phillip Knightley, author of the groundbreaking book
         on war correspondents The First Casualty, has agreed to contribute an afterword exploring those issues.
     

      
      Damien Parer’s War is dedicated to the memory of one of my oldest friends, Owen Weingott, who was the voice of Damien Parer at the memorable
         Whitlam on Parer evening at the State Library in 1997. I know Owen would want me to acknowledge again my mother Elsie McDonald
         (1903–85), and my friend and mentor Ken Elford (1938–91). They made it possible for me to study History at the University
         of Sydney from 1959 to 1962, without which War Cameraman and Damien Parer’s War would have been literally inconceivable.
     

      
      Neil McDonald
Sydney/Canberra, 2004
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      PROLOGUE

      
      It was H-hour, 0800, for the US Task Force off the Pacific island of Peleliu on 15 September 1944. Jets of flame and smoke
         exploded from the muzzles of the battleships’ massive sixteen-inch guns. The sound of the great shells tearing through the
         air reminded the marines and sailors crowding the decks of the transports 16,000 yards away of the roar of a locomotive. A
         host of other vessels also bombarded the small claw-shaped island. Rockets from landing ship tanks whooshed through the air,
         the sound mingling with the roar of the heavy cruisers’ eight-inch guns. The salty air was filled with the stench of fuel
         and cordite.
     

      
      On the upper deck of the transport USS Pierce, two men were watching the scene. One was tall and bearded; the other was a few inches shorter, with dark aquiline features
        — ‘the face of a Spanish grandee’ one friend had said. They were John Brennan, correspondent for the Bulletin, and Paramount News cameraman, Damien Parer. Even though this was an all-American operation, both were Australians.
     

      
      The spectacle left Parer unmoved. Peleliu was a sideshow, he thought. Just after he had committed himself to the operation,
         a letter had come from his assignment editor Ted Genock, suggesting that he get himself attached to a carrier. Parer had felt
         obliged to cover the Peleliu landings first, but now he was beginning to have doubts, doubts that were to prove well founded.
         Tokyo had ordered all Pacific island commanders to change tactics against amphibious assaults. No longer were they to try
         to annihilate the enemy on the beaches with suicidal banzai charges. The main resistance was to be inland where the fortifications
         were less vulnerable to naval shells. Peleliu’s natural caves, which by 15 September contained most of the island’s mortars
         and artillery, were to turn the campaign into a bloodbath.
     

      
      That morning, Damien Parer had only hours to live. But why was Australia’s most famous cameraman reporting an all-American
         operation hundreds of miles from the servicemen whose battles he had covered since 1941? The events that brought Parer to
         the deck of the USS Pierce were part of a life that began on a tiny windswept island in Bass Strait between the southern Australian states of Victoria
         and Tasmania.
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