In November, 1942, the Mess Sergeant made a deal with a farmer in MacKay for Thanksgiving turkeys, but we had to go get them. So the Mess Sergeant, his assistant, a driver and myself took off on the 300 mile trip to Mackay in a 6x6 truck, one of us riding in the rear. The road to Townsville was hardsurfaced. From there to MacKay was what we called a "cowpath' in S.Dakota. Wasn't sure we were on the right path at times, but we made it. Never have figured out why it took a week to get those turkeys, but we had a great time that week in MacKay ( photos 19-22 ). That was before it had been made an R&R place for non combat crews. We had the town to ourselves. The sad part of that story was that I never did eat any of those turkeys as I was in the hospital with my first bout of Dengue Fever, losing 20 lbs. 
