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Issue Note
By Rob McHenry

Thanks again to all those who have contributed to this and past efforts. And now for Issue 3.
Bill Harvey continues the story of the 1962 PNG operation and again provides many interesting
photos. John Mobbs has provided another cryptic crossword as he received no death threats
over the last one and further, has provided an account of his initial desire to be a military
helicopter pilot.
As usual, your input to this newsletter is important and valued. I am keen to receive
interesting photos of our activities over the years and any Corps stories you would like to
share. I am also keen to receive photos of School of Mil Svy courses and Sqn photos with the
idea of progressively publishing as many as possible. Please email me at
rob@mchenry.net.au
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Corps Birthday Lunch
Another gathering at the “Kingo” where issues of global importance were discussed and
solved by ex-Corps members. It was generally agreed that the older we get, the better we
were....

(Not in any order) Ross Jenkins, Peter
Demaine, Steve Hledik, Ray Redman, John
Bullen, Charlie Watson, Dennis Puniard, Owen
Moss, John Gregs, Mark Heinrich, Brian
Henshaw, Peter Jensen, Rob McHenry

Happy
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’62 – Moresby to Kerema

With thanks to Bill Harvey – this follows on from the previous newsletter and provides some more interesting
insights into our early work in PNG. Some great photos as well.....

The 1962 op more or less involved four phases starting with local surveys around Port
Moresby, then the traverse north-west to Kerema with a base at Yule Island, followed by the
traverse south-east to Milne Bay with a base at Magarida and finally the traverse north-west
from Mile Bay to Dogura which was the final base. This bit covers the second stage up to
Kerema.
The serious part of the geodetic work started with a 1st
order traverse from Port Moresby north-west along the coast
to Kerema with a forward operational base at Kairuku on
Yule Island. Two man field parties were totally supported by
the single Bell G2 from Helicopter Utilities, which was run
ragged, and by its three pilots who were pretty well known
in the Corps - Lance Yates, John Arthurson and John
Stanwicks.
Typical of the stations was Mount Seria, occupied here by
Dick Jackson-Hope. The standard routine was pretty
consistent - clearing, ground marking, beaconing and station
documentation, then the observations which (weather
permitting) involved horizontal angles at dawn, tellurometer
mid-morning, vertical angles at midday, tellurometer midafternoon and horizontal angles at dusk. Of course, the
weather never permitted and occupation of a station could
easily blow out from three days to ten.
Jacko (as he was then) created a bit of a stir on this operation when he managed to get
himself bitten square in the middle of the chest by one of PNG's two foot long and one inch
wide centipedes. There was quite a panic at base when he called in because no one knew
whether or not their bite was lethal. Anyway, he was still with us a couple of days later so it
appears the answer was no, but even so, no one envied him that experience!!
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Dennis Woods (Charc to his friends)
occupied Oroi Hill and shows a pretty good
silhouette at dusk keeping an azimuth light
with a 12 volt Aldis lamp against the
backdrop of an MRA-II Tellurometer and an
endfed aerial for the leftover WWII Wireless Set A510. The radio was the primary (and not
always reliable) means of communication between the field parties and forward base.
The Corps operations were a never-ending source of excitement for
the local villagers who would sometimes walk for hours to see what
was going on. Almost without exception, they were a friendly and
inquisitive people who often took the trouble to wear bilas (special
decoration or finery) and bring gifts of fruit to honour our visit.
On this hill, Charc set up the tellurometer so that one of the villagers
could talk to another visiting our next station along (this at a time
when these villages had no newspaper, no telephone, no radio and
no TV). As it turned out, although they were from different villages,
the two knew each other and once they came to realise that they
weren't dealing with puripuri (magic), they were excited beyond
belief to be able to talk beyond line of sight. It was here also that
they called the helicopter "Balus (aeroplane) b'long Jesus Christ"
because it flew without wings.

Packing up and moving on was always a good feeling new hills - new challenges - and of course the pure
joy of skimming the countryside in a Bell G2 with
great vision no doors. John Stanwicks was the
Helicopter Utilities pilot.

The Pali Pala Hills lie just behind the major coastal
village of Bereina. Andy Millar was occupying that
station when Major Hillier as operational
commander stopped by. These stop bys were no
sinecure, they were aimed at resolving the usual
field issues of supply, health, communications and
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technical issues before they became a problem. And one thing that was guaranteed was that
if the OC was on a hill, whenever the observers staggered back to camp, it was to be met
with a freshly boiled billy of tea and a hot meal, even if that meal was bully beef and tinned
spuds.
Lying within just a couple of hours walk from Bereina village, the hill had a constant stream
of visitors. Ron Newman even attempted to air-drop some fresh food to ease the pain of
living off 10 man "C" ration packs. He arrived overhead in a Cessna 180 and dropped supplies
with streamers attached (no parachutes), trouble was, the hill was knife-edged and to get
anything that missed it was a case of climb down 500 feet and start searching. Mind you, he
did a brilliant job in hard-dropping fresh eggs by putting them in the middle of a brown paper
bag full of rice. When they hit, the bag split, the rice flowed out and there sitting on top of a
small river of rice was one unbroken raw egg (well, unbroken about 20% of the time), anyway
they were very welcome and it sure was a great initiative.
A visit to Bereina village on a no-obs day was an experience in itself. Fully escorted of course
by every man and his dog who had come up to the hill that day. Lying across the track just
before the village was a river about waist deep and 30 yards wide and it was with great
ceremony that the village people insisted on carrying Andy across shoulder high so that his
delicate little tootsies wouldn't get wet. There was quite a large French Catholic mission in
the village and the priest, having shepherded the nuns into the church and padlocked the
door, was very welcoming. In the tradition of all of the Catholic missions in PNG at that time,
he provided a wonderful lunch including the obligatory bottle of dark Negrita rum (or Black
Bitch as it was better known) which you could drink straight, with milk (tinned or powdered),
or as Planter's Punch by adding dry ginger. It turned out that he had been a tank commander
in the French army during the blitzkrieg and had trained for the church during the German
occupation. All in all, a fascinating man (and he did let the Nuns out after the dreaded Andy
Millar had recrossed the river).
Kuikipi is a coastal village at the mouth of the crocodile
infested Lakekamu River (at a guess, about one crocodile per
square foot) which ultimately leads to Bulldog and the famed
Bulldog Track which climbs 9,000 feet up and over the spine
of the Owen Stanleys through landmarks like Dead Chinaman,
Centre Camp and Waterdry to the towns of Wau, Bulolo and
Lae and from Bulolo west to Aseki and Menyamya, the heart
of Kukukuku country.
The Kukukukus are probably the smallest of PNG's people and
probably also the most feared. The local Kiap (Australian
patrol officer) was still busy investigating claims that the
previous year the Kukukukus had raided a neighbouring
village and eaten 13 of its people and he had just satisfied
himself that an Australian prospector who had recently been
eaten by them had in fact died of natural causes and had
only been eaten so that the meat wouldn't go to waste. But one thing about the Kukukukus
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was that if they couldn't find anyone else to fight, they would fight each other. These two
had been brought down the Bulldog Track under escort on their way to jail on Yule Island for
fighting with axes - hence the head bandages.
Malalaua, to the west of the Lakekamu, and Terapo Mission on the river itself, were two
convenient sites for resupply because they had small grass strips - barely adequate even for a
Cessna, but they had to do. Dennis Woods was at Terapo with John Arthurson flying chopper
resupply from there. They of course were treated to the usual Catholic mission hospitality.
The priest was European (French or Dutch) as were the nuns, with one exception - one lone
young Australian nun who had been there for a year. She was naturally excited about the
chance to chat with people from home but the priest ruled the nuns with an iron hand and
was having none of it. They were all banished upstairs to bed immediately after dinner which
they had to eat on their own. That may have worked with her obedient European sisters, but
it didn't allow for her spirit. When it was well and truly dark, she shinnied down a drainpipe,
sat and chatted away to her hearts content and then shinnied back up to bed - you just have
to admire people like that!!
Dennis left Terapo in a Cessna 180, overloaded to the hilt. The strip was grass, it had been
pouring with rain so the grass was sopping wet, the length of the strip was marginal even for a
Cessna which wasn't overloaded, and at the end of the strip was a row of sizeable palm trees
- all in all, the sort of takeoff profile you don't want to know about. But not Dennis (who had
been know to fall asleep 40 feet up a half constructed Bilby Tower). The pilot stands on the
brakes, guns the engine, crawls along the strip to get takeoff speed and halfway along, there
is Dennis sound asleep and leaning all over the pilot who is glaring at him and trying to push
him away with one hand while he tries to get the plane into the air and over the palm trees
with the other - anyway he did it, but there was some blue language - not that Dennis
noticed.
The north-western point of the 1962
traverse was a station at Kerema where
Joe Farrington spent a frustrating three
weeks trying to observe enough stars
through heavy cloud to tie the end point
with La Place observations for position
and azimuth. The azimuth line was to a
station in the Ingham Hills which involved
a cart and carry of gear and ground
marks from a small airstrip four miles
away. Once that was done, Billy Hills
headed up the light keeping party for
Joe's azimuth observations while John
Arthurson lifted Andy Millar out to Port
Moresby for a well earned rest.
This was the end of the first section of the traverse and the plan was to give the observing
teams a few days off in Port Moresby before they started on the second section down to
Magarida. However, the bad weather at Kerema looked like upsetting this plan so Bruce
Cockburn volunteered (against SOPs) to come up from Moresby and occupy the Ingham Hills
station on his own. So, he was flown in and the light keeping party flown out to Moresby by
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the chopper which was then pulled down for a 1,000 hour service involving three days of
work.
Next morning, on the radio sked, Bruce called in to say that he had been bitten in the hand by
a six foot snake and of course (Murphy's law) he was on his own, the chopper was off-line and
there was no other chopper available for hire. So, being pretty resourceful, Bruce had
applied a tourniquet, cleaned up the surface venom, nicked all of the veins in his arm, and
was releasing a bit of blood every 20 minutes to try to hold off gangrene and hoping that the
nicked veins would at least bleed off some of the venom. He also killed the snake so that the
medics could identify it and get the right antivenin - clever guy, this Bruce.
So, the end of the story was a mad Cessna dash to the airstrip, a four mile walk in and four
back out with Bruce on a stretcher, flight to Moresby with Bruce and six foot of snake (it was
a King Brown), then sick as a dog in hospital for three days on antivenin and then a full
recovery. Thus ended the traverse.
Much later, Malcolm Frazer was heard to say "life wasn't meant to be easy".

But I Want to be a Helicopter Pilot!
By John Mobbs

I was lucky enough to serve in RA Svy for close on 25 years – the best years of my life, but I
didn‟t originally want to be an ECN 394 – I wanted to be a helicopter pilot! This is my brief
yarn of how I became a Topographic Surveyor.
I was in army cadets at St Marys High School, in Sydney‟s western suburbs, for 3 of my 5 years
of secondary schooling. I rose to the lofty heights of Cadet Under Officer and Drum Major of
the cadet band. When I arrived at this school, I enrolled in Music, only to be asked to leave
the class (along with other flat would-be crooners) by the statuesque Miss White when she
realised that I couldn‟t hold a “C”. Very picky!
I then joined the cadet band, initially as a bass drummer (hey, how hard can that be?) but
soon graduated to bugle, cavalry bugle, piston bugle, cornet and then finally, trumpet. Those
were great days. I was especially proud as Drum Major, to lead the band to victory over
Trinity College, Kings School and other GPS schools at a band competition forming part of the
Sydney Royal Easter Show in 1965. We also performed in centre ring with the visiting
Ghurkhas.
One of the minor army-related events that has stuck in my memory from those days
(remember, Australia‟s involvement in Vietnam was in full swing) was handing in our khaki
summer field dress to the unit‟s ARA liaison offer, a WO2 Jack Jury, to have them returned a
week or so later, dyed in the new “jungle green” colour. We thought we were really
something then!
A more significant event that is also indelibly lodged was the assassination of JFK - when we
were at our annual cadet camp in Singleton. Believe it or not, I remember stalwart teachers
with tears in their eyes.
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Leaving high school at the end of 1965, I continued my interest and association with the Army
by joining the CMF via a unit of engineers based at Kingswood near Penrith. They had a very
good cadre and we learned lots about spanning gaps with Bailey bridges, laying dannart wire,
siting defences as well as other devices. I enjoyed it but wanted more.
I think that because of Vietnam, my father (ex-RAF) was reluctant to let me apply for ARA
service – I had matriculated for Sydney Uni in 1966 but Army was what I really wanted to do as
I switched between various jobs. I answered an Army ad in the Saturday Sydney Morning
Herald seeking to recruit LOH pilots. It would have entailed going to Portsea for officer
training first. These were the days of the Bell 47- G, preceding the Sioux.
I remember there being so many jobs advertised in the SMH, it took the whole of Saturday to
go through them. Anyway, this must have looked like a better prospect to Dad because he
agreed to sign my application (just as well he didn‟t know what those brave AAAVN pilots
were doing in Vietnam at the time).
Turning up at the recruitment centre in Sydney sometime later, I was put through a brace of
aptitude tests, working out which direction the gear at the end would turn if the gear at the
front went this way or that etc. I also went somewhere else for a test – I think that maybe it
was the old technical museum at Ultimo - to play with a machine like an arcade game, where
I had to grab a joystick and keep a ball or target centred in cross hairs while the machine
cleverly tried to snatch it out of view and applied torque to my wrist. It was fun although I
had no idea why I was doing it - had never seen the inside of a chopper at this point! Later it
all became clear.
I must have done OK in these tests because a week or so later I received directions to attend
a medical, to include an eyesight test. Apart from the standard eye charts and physical
checks by an Army doctor, I had to look into a special machine, again resembling an arcade
game, which simulated a street scene under different lighting and contrast settings - I would
guess that this was testing my visual acuity. Well, that test spelled the end of my flying
ambitions, as it showed that I didn‟t have 50-50 eyesight – one eye was weaker than the
other.
Somewhat despondently, I was paraded before the recruitment officer to be formally told the
bad news – there was no place in the Army for half-blind pilots (some years later, after some
very hair-raising Survey chopper flights, I would question this). The officer looked at my
aptitude results and asked, “How would you like to become a Topographic Surveyor?
I replied, “Well sir, what do they do?”
No doubt, with one eye on his monthly recruitment targets, the officer said “let‟s send you
over to Victoria Barracks and you can find out for yourself!” (He obviously didn‟t have a clue
either)
I went across to Victoria Barracks and was ushered into the office of Major Bob Hammet (in
his other role as DAD Survey E Comd) who gave me a vague outline of what the Survey Corps
was up to at that time. It sounded like a “boys own” adventure to me and I was interested.
He may have seen or have been told something about my eyesight not being perfect because
he directed me to the rather untidy map and drafting office next door, where I believe I met
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WO2 Ross McMillan. Major Hammett told Ross to “set up a pair of air photos and see if he‟s
any good”
Ross set up what I later came to know as an Old Delft mirror stereoscope, slipped a stereopair
beneath it and let me adjust my eye base to view my first ever 3-D photographic image. It
was a mountainous area with the terrain covered in jungle or bush. Ross pointed to a thick
white line threading its way through the image and asked what I thought it might be.
Unhesitatingly and somewhat entranced with the 3-D view, I said “that is a track along a ridge
line!” He looked perplexed and said “Ok then what‟s this other line?”
“A creek or river!” I said.
“Really?” said Ross – “here, let me have a look!”
He peered into the device and then somewhat shamefaced, deftly transposed the stereopair,
putting the left photo on the right and v.v.
“Now have a look”, he said.
Sure enough, we were now able to agree on what was high ground and what was low. I
wondered how he did that at the time – magic perhaps?
Ross then went in to speak to Major Hammet and I was later advised that I would be corps
enlisted. I reported to the recruitment centre in Sydney on 6 November 1968 and my army
career began with that long bravado-filled bus trip to 1 RTB, Kapooka. Because of my military
experience I thought I would be smart and get a short haircut before the bus trip- it made no
difference, as I was shorn that evening along with all the other recruits, with not a barber in
sight!
Fremantle 1970. Taken on the old Harbour
and Lights tower building at Fremantle
Barracks when we were the Western
Command Field Survey Unit.
All of our B8’s were located up in the tower
and it was a fantastic place to work, with
sweeping views of the river and out to
Rottnest Island.
We used to earn lottery tickets by giving
early notice to radio stations when any
visiting ship of interest loomed over the
horizon.

My 12 weeks at Kapooka would have been unremarkable, except that I found out that I wasn‟t
as fit as I thought and couldn‟t swim as far in wet greens and sandshoes as I believed I could.
On the fieldcraft, map reading, drill and discipline sides though, it was fun to stand pokerfaced before a ranting Lance Bombardier, after some inevitable infraction, being told that I
would shortly become cannon fodder or some such as a grunt in Vietnam. I knew full well that
the only place I would go from there was the School of Military Survey or civvy street! I don‟t
think they ever told the instructors about our initial status as corps enlistees.
Having my wisdom teeth removed by the ham-fisted Major Vadiveloo (he split my mouth each
side), and after three days of being branded a malingerer, having my appendix burst as they
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lifted it out of my abdomen at Wagga Base Hospital, my march out was delayed and I didn‟t
graduate with my platoon or with the two other corps enlistees in my platoon, one of whom
was Al Kavanagh, I think. I was instead consigned to “Silver City” the curious collection of
Nissen Huts where all kinds of misfits and rejects could be found awaiting some fate other
than a career in the Army.

Kimberley 1971: My first big field
trip with W Comd Fd Svy. Bristow
helicopters provided the RW Spt
and I was asked to do this shot by
a visiting Army PR photographer.
Note the regulation haircut! I was
always in trouble for that and
skated on thin ice with just about
every RSM/SSM I ever met whilst
in the Army.

When I finally arrived at SMS on 25 February 1969, I was put to work as a GD in the various
messes, washing dixies for the cooks, serving as a waiter at mess functions and helping out
here and there. I would often go out during breaks and ask the trainee surveyors what they
were doing as they traversed the camp perimeter. I couldn‟t wait to get my hands on a
theodolite!
Eventually I started the 35/69 Basic Survey Course on 2 July but not before I had been
detatched to 9 Div Topo for service with 2 Fd Svy Sqn to get some experience of surveying
life. Whilst there between May and July 1969, I met and got up to mischief with Wally
Chilcott and my future wife Kerry. I also helped roll a Land Rover being driven by Lyn
Thompson on a mountain side during a survey trip to Coonabarabran and was taught how to
make the most of Travelling Allowance, later having to pay back some amounts that were not
properly accounted for.
I still remember sometime during that event-filled basic course, lifting off beside the
Kangaroo Store in a Bell 47-G helicopter to take a flight across Lake Hume. I knew then that I
had indeed made a good choice as Surveyor-passenger instead of helicopter pilot! All the
hours spent thumping around in helicopters, often in exotic and remote places during my
subsequent years as an ECN394 confirmed my initial airborne thought.
I have often mused, that on some days in some of those wonderful places, “I couldn‟t believe
I was being paid to do it!”
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Survey Cryptic Crossword No 2
By John Mobbs

John Mobbs has received no death threats over his first cryptic crossword so has agreed to
provide another teaser. Look for cryptic, straightforward and corny answers. Good luck!
Answers on the last page.

1

2

8

3

4

5

6

11

12

7

9

10

13

14

15

16

17
18

21

19

20

22

24

ACROSS
1 Decorate, we hear, at first light? (5)
4 Fortuna’s ghostly wanderer? Not Phil ! (7)
8 This unit copes well with pressure (3)
9 Officers who led RA Survey at the top (9)
10 Nope! No way! (with friendly respect) (2,5)
11 All is added to this for completeness (2,3)
13 Remove red emulsion with sapphire (6)
15 Amorous and lusty observers - tch, tch (6)
18 Nerve facilitating a look, eye say! (5)
19 3-D miniature terrain model (7)
21 Flagging craft of old Signallers (9)
23 Used indelibly on uniform clothing tags (3)
24 Diggers who became Surveyors (7)
25 To screw a hole – use this (5)

23

25

DOWN
1 Clouds seen musically this way (2,5)
2 It sustained us as Corps members (3,6)
3 Opposing the Zenith (5)
4 Prime activity of our former Corps (6)
5 Removing printing plate with acid (7)
6 Number of photos in a stereopair, d’uh! (3)
7 Field support for an artist ?(5)
12 Improve GPS position by this method (9)
14 Trees found nearby – not by Police (2,5)
16 One who is known to be lazy (7)
17 Seldom tolerated by the educated (6)
18 Good place to find a date, some say (5)
20 Unfinished until the Fat Lady sings (5)
22 An officer, with one of these, seen humorously as
the most dangerous thing on a battlefield (3)
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Tall Tales & True
Too Secret
By Rob McHenry

When I decided to leave the Army after 26 years I was informed that I would have to be “read
off” by security staff. I accepted that this process must be a fairly standard thing as, having
loitered around Russell and Campbell Offices for a while, most people come into contact with
sensitive material. In my case, I had a TS PV clearance and had indeed loitered for a while.
When the security chap turned up, I imagined that I would simply promise not to tell, crossmy-heart-and-hope-to-die, and sign another form stating that I would keep secret things
secret. However, it was not that simple.
I was ushered into an interview room with the man from “Spy v Spy” on one side of a desk and
me on the other. After what I imagine was a fairly standard security lecture he then
informed me that I had been exposed to a particular classified facility including a related
classified briefing or briefings. As a result of this exposure, he dribbled on again for ages
about keeping secrets secret. At this point I would have signed just about anything to get
away from this bloke.
The only flaw in the process was that I had absolutely no memory or knowledge of the facility
or briefings he was banging on about and try as I may, I still don‟t have the foggiest idea.
The good thing about all this is that I have not told anyone about whatever it is, wherever it
was and whatever it did or does because I simply can‟t.
I have wondered more than once what would have happened if I told this fellow that he
either had the wrong person or my memory was so bad that he had nothing to worry about.
The only thing I‟m sure of is that it would have prolonged the process. .......

Captain Bullens War
As mentioned in the last newsletter, John Bullen‟s book has now been published. I am
pleased to advise that it has received much critical acclaim including being nominated for the
2009 Walkley Award for Best Non-Fiction.
The book was recently launched by Major General Michael Jeffery at a Canberra function. At
the launch, John mentioned that his diary was never originally intended to be a book. He just
kept a record for himself and his family and also to brief Captain Ken Lyons who had been
nominated to succeed him in Vietnam. He tried to make his diary readable by recording the
things that interested him. His personal technique for coping with unpleasantness and
difficulty was to make light of the situation whenever he could and to see a brighter side to
events that were not always bright.
But beneath his eagerness to look for the brighter side, he remained only too conscious of
what his infantry colleagues of all ranks were facing daily in Vietnam. “They were the reason
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I was there. And that is why my book is dedicated to the soldiers of the Australian Army who
were given a difficult and dangerous job in the Vietnam War. They did it cheerfully and very
well, but received little thanks.”
John‟s book is a good read and deserves whatever plaudits it receives.

Notices

General RASvy Corps notices that may also be found in other state newsletters.

Royal Australian Survey Corps Plaque & RASvy Association Plaque
Cost for each plaque is $50 plus postage. Contact Charlie Watson

RASvy Plaque

Association Plaque

1 Topo Challenge Coin
The following coin is available from 1 Topo Svy Sqn for $10 each. For details of payment and
delivery, please contact CPL Amanda Iglesias in the orderly room on (07) 3332 7844 or email
amanda.iglesias@defence.gov.au

The coin is 40 mm in diameter and 4 mm thick. The face features the 1 Topo powerful owl
logo and unit name and the reverse is a modified survey mark, acknowledging the unit's
history.
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Vale
Ian Charles “Ike” LEVER
35751 WO1 Ian Charles "Ike" Lever, formerly of Wodonga, Vic, passed away on 23 May '09 at
Hervey Bay Hospital in Qld. Ike had been unwell for some time and had been diagnosed with
Cancer and Leukaemia but renal failure contributed to his demise. He served with the Royal
Australian Survey Corps and served in South Vietnam in the Australian Army Training Team
Vietnam from 16/3/68 - 11/3/69. Ike was a strong member and advocate of Legacy, Hervey
Bay RSL Sub Branch, Tri-Service Hervey Bay and Vietnam Veterans Social Club until his health
began to fail. Rest, old mate, your job is done!
The following is a record of Ike‟s service:
3108220 Ian Charles Lever enlisted into the CMF on 6 Feb 1953 (His rank was trooper but corps
and unit unknown). He then transferred to the CMF Regular Army Supplement National
Serviceman on 27 Apr 1954 with regimental number 3721160. After NS training he was posted
to 2 Topo Svy Coy. 35751 Ian Charles Lever transferred to the Regular Army on 9 Sept 1954
and was allocated to RASvy. His service record is as follows:
 Course at School Svy 6 Jun 1955 to 23 Mar 56. Basic Tech Trg qualified as a Draughtsman
Topo.
 7 Apr 1956 posted to AHQ Svy Regt.
 11 Apr 1958 promoted to Cpl.
 29 Sept 1960 promoted to T/Sgt.
 1 July 1961 promoted substantive Sgt.
 27 Nov 61 attended WO Refresher course.
 1 Oct 1962 promoted WO2.
 31 Jul 1963 attended Advanced Draughting course.
 13 Jun 1964 posted to School Mil Svy.
 21 Apr 1964 attended Map Projections course.
 2 Oct 1964 attended Advanced Photogrammetric course.
 31 Jan 67 posted to AHQ Svy Regt.
 25 Oct 1967 attended Tropical Warfare Advisors course at JTC.
 12 Feb 1968 attended Vietnam Briefing Course.
 16 Mar 1968 left for Vietnam posted as Admin WO with AATTV.
 11 Mar 1969 posted to AHQ Svy Regt and promoted to WO1.
 Awarded two Vietnam medals and the LS and GCM medal. Awarded USA Meritorious Unit
Commendation and the Vietnam Cross of Gallantry with Palm unit citation.
 Discharged from ARA 16 Sept 1976.
 Enlisted into the ARES 8 Oct 1981 and posted to Army Svy Regt.
 3 Apr 1985 awarded DFSM.
 1 Jan 1990 posted to HQ 3 DIV. Discharged 28/7/1991.
 Awarded AASM 45-75 Vietnam.
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Photo Gallery

Photos old and new related to RASvy Corps activities. The following Corps conference photos are courtesy of
Dawn Laing who generously hunted through a huge pile of albums and a zillion photos.

Olds & Bolds. RASvy Conference attendees:-

Bendigo
Conference „63

Bendigo Nov „66

Conference „72
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Courtesy of Danny Galbraith;

Main Base Sumatra 1972.
From the left:
Cam Chapman, Frank
Fisher, Danny Galbraith,
Trevor Hosie, Dave
Johnston, Rowan Shipley
and Al Glanville

PNG Goroka 1969.
From the left (rear):
SIG Norean, Noel
Ticehurst, Kevin
Kennedy, David
Johnston, Frank Yates,
(front) Bill Griggs,
Dave Conrad, Allan
Shepherd.
Members of the
Aerodist breakout
team.

I am keen to receive interesting photos of our activities over the years and any Corps stories
you would like to share. I am also keen to receive photos of School of Mil Svy courses and Sqn
photos with the idea of progressively publishing as many as possible. Please email me at
rob@mchenry.net.au with any contributions.
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Crossword Solution
Deliberately upside down

ACT Newsletter

Issue 3/09

