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Issue Note
By Rob McHenry

Some time back, Dawn Laing generously gave me her collection of National Bulletins and
Survey Corps Magazines dating back to 1965. I must confess that I don‟t remember ever
reading any of these during my time in the Corps although it is most likely that I did. Anyway,
amidst all the usual bumph of who was posted where and who attended what, there were a
few stories that I found very interesting and highly entertaining to read. One story by Ted
Hunter in particular caught my attention, initially as it mentioned Morotai and then because
it was simply a great read. Morotai was of interest to me as my father served there with the
RAAF during WW2 and also because I was able to overfly the island during APR operations with
2 Fd Svy Sqn.
NX106453 WOII E.F (Ted) Hunter left the Army (5 Aust Fld Svy Coy) in January 1946 and is now
88. I had the pleasure of talking with him about his 1986 National Bulletin story covering the
period immediately after the Japanese surrender and how he was involved with cleaning-up
operations around the Celebes at the end of the war. Ted was happy for me to use his story
for this newsletter but as it covers about fourteen pages, I will divide it into bite-sized chunks
and spread it over a number of newsletter issues.
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ANZAC Day 2010
After reading a considerable amount of pretty ordinary comment about ANZAC Day, I was
particularly taken with a Canberra Times quote from New Zealand Major General Rhys Jones:
“Anzac Day is a time to remember and reflect on the sorrow, loss and sacrifice that is the
obligation of nationhood, the cost of liberty and the price of freedom.”
Bad weather was predicted but fortunately failed to turn up, providing a very pleasant
morning. The march went well with about 15 or so participants. Before the march began,
John Bullen visited with the Radford group (they carry the New Guinea Survey Section banner)
to express again our appreciation of their efforts. As usual, they looked very smart and were
proud to be there. It means a lot to them and John let them know that it means a lot to us
also.

About a dozen for lunch afterwards at the Kingston Hotel lounge.

RASvy Genesis
By Rob McHenry

The “Survey Corps” came into existance as an independent and separate service of the
Australian Military Forces with effect 1 July 1915. However, the genesis of the Corps dates
back to decisions taken shortly after the birth of the Commonwealth of Australia on 1 January
1901. Coulthard-Clark‟s Australia’s Military Mapmakers details early concerns at Army
Headquarters about the lack of maps and the impact of such on the safety of Australia. To
overcome this lack of available mapping, a Corps of Guides was proposed in 1906. This
proposal was unsuccessful but in December 1907 a bid to create the Australian Intelligence
Corps with responsibilities including mapping did succeed. Deficiencies with this outcome
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were quickly identified and it was decided to loan suitably experienced NCOs from the Royal
Engineers to help with the mapping requirement. Thus, on 11 April 1910, four Royal
Engineers (CPL J. Lynch, LCPL A.H. Barrett, LCPL E.F. Davies and R. Wilcox) arrived in
Australia to take up their positions in what was now called the Survey Section of the Royal
Australian Engineers. Shortly after, 2LT (Hon) J.J. Raisbeck and WO G.E Constable were
recruited locally along with LT W.L Whitham who was appointed OC of the Survey Section.

Morotai 1945

By Ted Hunter (The following is reproduced from the National Bulletin of Survey Corps Associations No 22,
November 1986. Further portions of the same article will be provided in future Newsletter issues.)

It was August 15th, 1945 and once again I was Sergeant of the
Guard for the night, and what a night to be on guard.
Everyone else was rapidly getting as drunk as they could with
the minute quantities of liquor available. The Yank Ack-Ack
outfit across the bay was busily finishing off every spare shot
they had – tracer fire lit up the night sky and we hoped the
silly b…..s1 didn‟t shoot in our direction – during the night I sat
down and wrote to my old survey employer asking him to
apply for my release from the Army as soon as possible.
What a change – only a couple of weeks before, Freddie Chalk
and I had come down early after dinner to wade out to the
raft anchored on the reef, for a quiet swim before the mob
came down – but strangely no-one else swam out, and
puzzled, we went back to the camp in the palm grove and arrived just in time to hear the OC
addressing the Company say “Three or four Jap barges are reported to have landed a couple
of miles outside the defended perimeter lines.” And the next thing he says “Lieutenant
„……….…..‟, you are Officer of the Guard for the night!” This guy looks around and guess
what, he says, “Sergeant Hunter, you are Sergeant of the Guard for the night, please name
your detail.” Why pick on me – I mean, there I was, standing quite peacefully and I get
lumbered with the job. Needless to say, I was damned careful every time I changed the
sentry at each post. The funniest night was when one of our chaps was startled by some noise
in the bush and the quiet of the night was shattered by the brpp brpp of an Owen gun which
he had dropped, and it had fired off and put a burst through the brim of his hat! When we
found him, he was standing still and frozen to the spot.
Two days later we attended on Morotai Airstrip which was lined with planes and troops. The
Japanese Command of the Halmaheras Islands had been brought over to attend the ceremony,
and had to march the whole length of the strip – about a mile and a half long, to surrender to
General Blamey.
In the meantime, Rod Fraser, 2/IC of 5 Field Survey Company, said to me, “I am going to the
Celebes as part of a small force to help round up some Japs, if you would care to assist me,
think it over and let me know in the morning.” Well, 30 seconds later I had said “Yes” –

1

Probably “bastards” but could be “buggers” – either fits.
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thrown out all ideas of going straight home and was being briefed on the show. Rod Fraser
was to be 2/IC to LtColonel Muir, and I was to be an Intelligence Sergeant, sounded OK to me
– but I quickly swapped my 38 Smith and Wesson with one of the other guys for his Owen gun.
Three days later we left Morotai – the whole 70 of us, 40 in an Infantry Section and 30 Officers
and Specialists of one sort or another.

Scene of Operations 1945

We left Morotai on two Australian Corvettes and as we steamed out of the harbour, a
Beaufighter was wheeling in aerobatics all over the sky above us – showing what he could do
on two engines and then on one engine. As he came out of a loop, the single engine cut out –
and you could hear the pilot churning away at the starter motors – Rmm Rmm Rmm – but
neither engine would fire – onto the sea the Beaufighter plopped just near the other
Corvette, and about a mile away from us. We could see the yellow life raft on the surface
and thought that they were alright. The other Corvette attended the plane, which quickly
sank, and we sailed on. A couple of hours later we heard, by radio,that the fellow in the
observer‟s seat was not rescued – in the Beaufighter, the observer enters and exits by
crawling under the pilot seat and this chap just could not get out in time. He happened to be
an artillery officer who had been taken for a flip after the motors on the plane had been
serviced – tough luck eh!! C‟est la guerre!
The trip to Manado on the north west edge of the Celebes took about two days – and the Navy
boys made us very welcome – what a contrast was the clinically clean living conditions of the
Corvette compared to the continued quagmire of the tropical camp.
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Manado is situated on the northern tip of the Celebes, about 2o north of the equator and
subject to one of the most incontinent climates imaginable. There are two slightly active
volcanoes, one on each side of the harbour, and they seem to add a continuous heat,
bolstering up the tropical climate with a few extra degrees of heat and humidity – average
temperatures about 94oF with 90% humidity day and night!!
So Manado was in a pretty bad way – any building, cottage, house, warehouse or official
building had been blasted with bombs and strafed by Beaufighters and P38s. Five times more
bombs were dropped on Monado than on Singapore, and one could hardly walk along the main
streets without stumbling over rubble – apparently the attacks had gone on until the
capitulation, and the populace was gradually returning to what little was left of their homes,
stores and offices. The Japanese had a large bungalow as their local headquarters and this
must have been known to our pilots as the place was absolutely riddled by strafing.
Well, here we were, 70 of us Australians and a hastily prepared native force of about 100 with
a couple of Dutch officers, to round up 7,000 Japs.
Transport was by a few Japanese trucks, flying white flags, up to the Dutch barracks at
Tomohon, about 40 miles inland and wisely at a height of about 2,000 feet, so that one
required a couple of blankets at night.
Strangely, there were few people about, I guess they could not believe the Japanese control
was over and our presence was the closest thing to Heaven in a long time. On occupation,
the local population had been given a fortnight to learn Japanese!! – any other language was
forbidden and the death penalty was invoked for the writing or speaking of any other
language; what a horrible charade.
There were numerous Japanese memorials to their fallen comrades in arms and these had
already been smashed by the locals in a few days after the capitulation.
Tomahon Army Barracks had two storey buildings, timber framed with plaster walls on
chicken wire. This was to allow some movement, as the area is subject to continual earth
tremors. Bathing was simple – a mountain stream running through the barrack grounds had
been dammed by several walls. The drinking water was picked up in the top dam, and
bathing and washing was carried out in the lower dam – of course, downstream in the next
establishment, the same procedure was followed, so, not very far down the valley, the
drinking water was certain to have been used several times for other purposes.
The next morning was, of course, the occasion for a parade and, as is usual in the forces,
various people were delegated to certain duties – somewhat extensive as it turned out, as we
were informed that our force of 70 in total, were to be responsible for rounding up 7,000
Japanese troops, and placing them in a Control Camp, after their arms and equipment had
been collected and dumped in the sea.
These troops had not been defeated in the Celebes. In fact, they had taken Tomohon military
airstrip by a paratroop unit, and a large number of these fellows in that company were about
six feet tall!! Many of the other troops had been in the troopships en route to land in
Sydney/Brisbane and Melbourne and had been directed to the Celebes after the Japanese
defeat in the Coral Sea Battle.
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As they were somewhat aghast at having to lay down their arms without any land action,
there were a few that went bush vowing not to give in to such a small number of Australian
troops. Straight after the first parade, LtColonel Muir called me and said, “Hey Sarge, would
you please go up to the village and raise the Australian flag to show who is in charge of the
place now. Sorry I can‟t spare a detail to accompany you.”
As our trucks had not arrived, off I marched, up to the village square, by myself, Aussie flag
under one arm, Owen gun slung across the shoulder, for about half a mile up the street.
Well, you can imagine, shortly after I started there were a couple of hundred of the locals
following me, so that by the time I arrived there must have been about five hundred.
Out came the Malaysian-English dictionary, thoughtfully made available by High Command
about a month before, and I proceeded to explain that I desired that a flagpole be erected,
upon which to raise the flag. After about five minutes of noncomprehension, a small voice
asked me “Please sir, could I be of assistance to you.” Well, what a relief. For three years
this man, a teacher, had not been allowed to speak any language but Japanese on pain of
death in default. We shook hands, a difficult job with Owen gun, a large flag, and attempting
to retain some presence of military decorum, and my wish for a flagpole was conveyed to the
population. In the space of about ten minutes, a hole was dug and a suitable pole with pulley
wheel and rope were magically provided – and I hoisted the Australian flag, stood to attention
and saluted, and everybody gave a great shout of joy!!
For about ten minutes I was surrounded by a joyful, boistrous crowd of about 500 people,
letting their feelings be shown after three years of iron-fisted control. I don‟t think I shall
ever forget the look of gratitude on their faces.
The Discovery
After numerous cups of questionable coffee and many sweet cakes, I was about to return to
the barracks when, in the crowd near me, I saw a native with a green Aussie shirt on his
shoulders. I went straight over and grabbed him by the scruff of the neck and said “Where
the hell did you get this shirt?” Please try to understand me, on the inside of the collar was a
service number VX……..!! The native was terrified, probably thought he was going to be shot
there and then! The little school teacher guy came up to me and desperately tried to tell me
that the other native had bought the shirt in the market place a couple of days before and
could I please let him go!! Well, I didn‟t want to be a bastard, but what would you do in a
situation like that !!!
I cocked the Owen gun, so that everyone nearby could see, put on as brave a face as I could,
and frog-marched that little guy back down the street to the barracks.
Suddenly, there were just two of us in that market place, and it was a long half mile back to
the barracks – the situation had changed quick as a flash!!!
I marched the little guy straight up to the Colonel, and boy oh boy, did that set a train of
events going!!!
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The Prisoners
There had been eight Prisoners-of-War held by the Japanese in this area, six of them
American pilots shot down by Ack-Ack fire, most by their equivalent of our Bofors Gun, for the
low flying fighters had strafed any major building, and at one time had arrived when the
Japanese were holding a Staff meeting in a particular house. Their trouble was that they
always chose the most palatial house and these always stood out clearly, especially when the
locals put up a few discreet signs to direct our planes. The bomber pilots had been shot down
by a very accurate double-barrelled high level Ack-Ack gun hidden in half a dozen tunnels
high up on one of the mountains. This was very difficult for our chaps to locate, as after a
couple of shots the gun would disappear, and there would be another couple of shots from
some distance away!!
I suppose it took two days to ascertain what had happened to the prisoners held by the
Japanese – the other two were Australian servicemen that had been landed at separate parts
of the area by submarine, with a radio to wireless intelligence reports to our Headquarters.
Neither of them had lasted more than a couple of days before they were betrayed to the
Japanese.
The eight prisoners had been beheaded before assembled Japanese troops, the day after the
capitulation. The rotten bastards – what a lousy performance by their High Command!
I have never forgiven them for that rotten bloody performance and for years afterwards, I
could not look at a Japanese without these horrible events coming to my mind.
LtColonel Muir required the presence of the Senior Officers of the Japanese Command at the
exhumation of the bodies – luckily I was not present at that gruesome detail, but on the
return of our troops I have never seen such a hardened expression on their faces.
Next day the bodies were given a decent burial, with representatives of both Forces present.
A very sad occasion.
More to follow in the next Newsletter……

Balcombe Plaque Update
From Don Swiney

I attended a meeting at the Memorial gates at Mace Oval at the entrance to the old Balcombe
Camp. The intent of the meeting was to agree on the format and placement of four plaques
commemorating the existence of the Army Apprentices School, the School of Signals, the
School of Music and the School of Military Survey. The plan was to fix the plaques to brick
wing walls each side of the memorial gates. The meeting was attended by four
representatives from the Army Apprentices Association, a representative from the RA Signals
Association, a representative from the Army Band Corps (the present CO of the Defence
School of Music), a representative from the combined RA Svy Associations (myself), a
representative from the Mornington Historical Society, a Councilor from the Mornington Shire
(and whose ward Balcombe was in) and two members of staff from the Mornington Shire.
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The meeting was chaired by Frank Poole from the Army Apprentices Association. Matters that
arose from the meeting and were agreed to were:
• The plaques in what ever form would not be fixed to the wall. The Historical Society,
backed by the Mornington Shire, declared that the wall and the gates were a heritage site and
not to be interfered with (the fact that the wall was built by Army Apprentices sometime
after the gates were installed by 1 US Marine Div was disregarded).
• The councillor proposed that she would organise a Rotary Club to fund and build a „rotunda‟
inside the gates and the plaques could be affixed, adjacent to or whatever to the rotunda,
• She further proposed that the area be developed into a historical interpretive area with the
various organisations which were ever at Balcombe contributing to interpretive boards
distributed around the vicinity.
• The four organisations represented made the point that although some of the other tenants
were significant our organisations were there longest (twenty to thirty years for the most
part) and we should have precedence.
• That the Mornington Shire refurbish the plaques presently on the pillars supporting the
gates, one commemorating the 1 US Marine Div occupation and the other commemorating the
Australian Army WW2 occupation. It seems both plaques are clones of the originals and the
originals had been prised off the pillars by vandals and subsequently found in the bush. They
are now mounted at Mt Martha House. Mornington Shire agreed to at least add frames to the
ones that are there if no return of the originals.
• Mornington Shire proposed that if the site is to be turned into an interpretive area, that the
plaques mounted down at Citation Oval commemorating the award of the Presidential
Citation to 1 US Marine Div be moved up to this site. The ex military members of the meeting
pointed out that the 1 US Div Association are unlikely to agree to that but the chairman who
is in contact with that association did agree to check with them.
We have not agreed to meet again but we have agreed to stay in contact. There might be a
change in plan when Frank Poole reports to General Gillespie.
My Take on the Meeting:
By way of background: Mace oval now is not as you might remember it. In my time it was a
parade ground but now it is a well turfed and maintained oval and used largely for athletics.
The council has added a toilet and a carpark accessable from the Nepean Highway. The area
around the oval on the side of the gates is grassed and well treed. The oval is used by school
children from the nearby school (located up where Fairburns paddock was) and in fact was
being used on the day we were there.
I came away from the meeting feeling that it was a good result. Plaques on the wall were
never going to be a good idea as the Nepean Highway was only about 10m away and the
highway is the main route to the lower part of the peninsula. I believe that with luck and a
bit of perseverance we could end up with a nice picnic area already with a carpark and toilets
with an interesting historical interpretive area and a good place for a reunion or to take your
family. I got the clear impression that the councillor was keen on the whole idea and was the
sort of lady that got things done.
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Relocation of RASvy Historical Collection
By Rob McHenry

Noting that SME is to move in the near future, evidently to make way for a container depot, I
sought information from the Head of the Army Museums Network as to any decision regarding
the future location of the RASvy Historical Collection. I received the following reply:
As you know, the RASvy Historical Collection was integrated into the Engineer Museum
several years ago. As you point out, the SME will be moving to Holsworthy in the near future.
At this stage, the expected move will not be for approx 4 years. As the Engineer Museum is
an integral part of the SME, it will also move at the same time. Of, course, this means that
the entire collection will move including the RASvy Historical Collection. It is our proposal to
have the new museum located at the front of the new barracks on the fence line. This will
allow for easier visitation from members of the public. We have not met with any
disagreement to this proposal. I hope this provides you with sufficient information. As the
move is still some time away, much of the detail is still in the planning stage.
Let‟s hope that the location is as intended and that it winds up in a position allowing easy
access to interested parties.

Tall Tales & True
CONFUSION ON THE AIRWAVES - IRIAN JAYA 1976
by Peter Jensen

A recent media story about a young boy radioing a take off clearance, to a flight departing
New York, on behalf of his father the air traffic controller, reminded me of an amusing
episode during surveying and mapping Operation Cenderawasih 1976, in Irian Jaya, conducted
by 2 Field Survey Squadron.
My reconnaissance and clearing team was operating from the forward base at the airfield on
Jefman Island in the „birds head‟ of western Irian Jaya. We were waiting for a RAAF Caribou
and decided to contact the air traffic control tower, a few hundred metres away, to ask
about the aircraft arrival time. Using the radio callsign „Army Jefman‟ we called the tower
by radio on an air traffic frequency. The radio conversation, in English with the Indonesian
controller, went something like this:
Jefman Tower this is Army Jefman, over
Army Jefman this is Jefman Tower, roger, over
This is Army Jefman - request advise Echo Tango Alpha of Wallaby One Eight Zero inbound
Jefman, over
Army Jefman do you have Jefman visible
This is Army Jefman - affirmative, we are on the ground at Jefman awaiting arrival of
Wallaby, over
(Silence for a while…………then)
Army Jefman you are clear to land
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(Ummm…..maybe English was OK for standard air traffic exchanges but not for something a
little different)
Army Jefman – roger, out
With that we had lunch listening for the familiar sound of two big radial engines which not
long after thundered low over the camp to signal the aircraft‟s arrival along with the crew‟s
expectation that lunch would be provided. We never did hear if the tower initiated a Search
and Rescue alert when Army Jefman failed to land.
A BIT HIGH
By Rob McHenry

Peter‟s story reminds me of a similarly confused air traffic controller. I was in an Army Porter
flying along the north coast of New Britain (near Cape Gloucester) in 1973 when the pilot and
I overheard the following conversation between an ATC in Moresby and an unidentified
aircraft (as best I can recall it…..)
Moresby, Moresby this is Halo Six Zero (in an American accent and obviously from someone
wearing an oxygen mask.)
Halo Six Zero this is Moresby. Request your details.
Halo Six Zero ignores this request and makes his own request to be patched through to
something resembling Supreme Allied Headquarters somewhere…..and finishes with the
mandatory “sir.”
Halo Six Zero this is Moresby. Request your flight details.
Halo Six Zero replies with: Moresby this is Halo Six Zero ………..I am not at liberty to provide
that information…Can you please patch me through…Sir.
Moresby is now getting concerned about an unidentified aircraft flying to somewhere
unknown from somewhere unknown at an unknown altitude and on an unknown track.
Halo Six Zero,this is Moresby, please provide your position and altitude.
Moresby, this is Halo Six Zero, I am not at liberty to provide that information.
Moresby now sounds a tad more concerned and again asks: Halo Six Zero, this is Moresby, I
need your position and altitude.
There is a longer than usual delay and finally Halo Six Zero replies: Moresby this is Halo Six
Zero, I am above flight level six zero zero. Gulp - this guy was above 60,000ft!
There was no further discussion overheard and I assume a supervisor had become rapidly
involved.
1973 was a time when there were no commercial jets flying in PNG. Above 21,000 ft was a
free fly zone. Above 60,000ft was probably the province of U2 aircraft and the like.
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HARRY RAISBECK’S TUDOR CROWNS
by John Bullen on the passing of Harry

Yvonne and I knew Harry well as a good friend in 1959-60. He was in hospital quite a bit at
that time with chronic stomach ulcers and each time they operated, they‟d chop out a bit
more stomach. We often visited him in hospital but in those days we didn‟t have a car, so a
train trip from Blackburn to Heidelberg, changing trains at Flinders Street, and then a fair
walk to the RGH at Heidelberg was involved. And trains at the weekend were rather
infrequent.
Harry‟s substantive rank was Captain but he was a T/Major for all his later years. In fact he‟d
been a Major for so long that he was still wearing Tudor crowns on his epaulettes for years
after they‟d completely disappeared from the Army.
Harry had some difficulty passing his promotion exams to Major and suffered fresh ulcer
attacks every time the exams came round. Then came the announcement (in the early 1960s
I think) that the Army was forced to cut back and holders of temporary rank were going to
have to revert to substantive rank. Harry was utterly aghast. What would the neighbours
think? They‟d seen Harry go to work every day as a Major as long as they‟d known him and
would now wonder what terrible crime he‟d committed. But bureaucratic inertia (and
possibly some compassion too) saved the day and Harry‟s precious Tudor crowns along with it.
Harry was my instructor in Drafting Practice III for my RMIT diploma in Cartography. When I
came to do Drafting Practice III in 1960, RMTC (as it was then) had no-one that could teach it
- the carto course was too new then and I was the only one doing it. So our enterprising
Department Head (Jimmy Love) said to me, look, you‟re a better draftsman than any of us, so
you go and put a syllabus together for us to use for future classes, I‟ll approve it, you can
hand in your exercises at the end of the year, and then we‟ll be completely set up for the
future. So I discussed this with Harry, drew up a suitable syllabus, Jimmy OK‟d it and I set to
work. I put in one afternoon a week under Harry‟s tuition (I did all the exercises separately)
and learnt a great deal from one of the very best in the game. And of course Harry would
much rather train a kindred draughtsman than shuffle administrative paper work as Deputy
Assistant Director of Survey (Southern Command). He had been a superb Warrant Officer
draughtsman in the 1930s. In the course of a whole year he taught me a lot, and it was
always most enjoyable learning from him.
For some years George Ricketts, Achi Barber and I were the last three ink trained
draughtsmen remaining in the Survey Corps, plastic scratching having taken over in the late
1950s. Being younger, I think I outlasted the others by about 8 years.
GARNEY COOK’S POWER
by Peter Jensen on the passing of Garney

In 1972, Garney was the Sergeant Transport Supervisor on a survey operation, commanded by
Charlie Watson, in the Gulf of Carpentaria with the tented main base at Normanton Airport.
The operation relied on a large vehicle component for field survey parties and for positioning
and resupply of forward bases and resupply of the main base from the rear area at
Townsville. Garney‟s responsibilities included not only vehicles but all things mechanical and
electrical and generally all those logistical things that go to make a good base camp and a
successful operation. Garney was always on hand to give sage advice to survey soldiers on
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anything about field survey parties operating in very remote areas a long way from support
bases. He was also the father figure for the attached RAEME, RAE and RAASC/RACT soldiers.
I am sure much to his annoyance he also had to foster national service Second-Lieutenants in
the finer arts of administration and logistics in the field. He was a key to the operation being
the success which it was, to a large part by reliable supply and transport being able to keep
up with the rapidly moving airborne distance measurement system, Aerodist.
The large main base 24 hour electricity supply was a 62KVA, not so quiet, generator which
was located near the transport compound but also near the 20ft x 30ft transit tent for those
passing through the camp for a night or two. Very late one night the generator stopped
suddenly. The silence might have been joyful to those in the transit tent, but not to Garney
who bounded out of bed to investigate the problem. He soon had the camp awake with all
Corporals and below on parade, wanting the culprit (probably from the transit tent) who hit
the red „off‟ button to step forward. He went on to explain that freezers, refrigerators,
battery chargers, RAEME test equipment, security lights etc. all needed continuous power and
that the generator might have been damaged by an incorrect shut down procedure. We were
all to stay on parade until someone confessed. No one stepped forward and after a while we
were dismissed with the promise of a full investigation, and probably subsequent charges
being laid, later in the morning. Not long after dawn the camp stirred from the reveille music
of the explosive sound of the petrol „chuffer‟ being lit by the duty cook.
Garney went to investigate the generator and there on the ground near the control panel was
a dead duck. This news travelled fast around the camp with the story that the duck must
have flown beak first into the red „off‟ button. This sounded perfectly plausible to all of us in
the ORs mess tent, but I do not think this explanation was as well received in the
Officers/Sergeants mess. I do not recall if there were any further consequences of this
incident.
Garney‟s expertise, broad knowledge and long and valued service in RASvy ensured the
success of many field survey operations in Queensland and Territory of Papua and New
Guinea.

Personal Notes
From Gary Hunter who recently provided an update on his travels as well as a course photo of the 42/71 Basic
Survey Course (see this edition’s Photo Gallery). He was happy for me to publish the update as well as his email
address – garyhntr@gmail.com

I left the University of Melbourne after 21 years at the end of 2008 and am now in semiretirement and doing some consulting. I spent a couple of months in the Philippines in 2009
and designed a new masters degree for the World Bank/AusAID funded land administration
and management project there. Then I taught a GIS couse at an oil company in Saudi Arabia
just next to the Kuwait border and I will be teaching GIS again this year in the United Arab
Emirates. Presently I am doing some consulting with Sinclair Knight Merz here in Melbourne
developing a business case for the survey accuracy upgrade of the Victorian digital cadastral
data base.
From Noel Ticehurst who was happy for me to publish the following:

I have thoroughly enjoyed the great articles in the ACT Newsletters and I hope to read more
while on my travels. I am unsure about returning to Canberra so my PCUG membership and
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email address will soon cease. Therefore, I have changed my email address to
mogokred9@yahoo.com.au as part of my preparations to do a bit of caravanning, opal
fossicking, cutting and polishing. Sometime during the caravanning I hope to buy a block of
land, which could be anywhere from the Atherton Tablelands to the Huon Valley- one
daughter lives in Queensland and the other in Tasmania.
I still have some work on the house before I can commence my trip - the first of many I hope.
However, all the van needs is stocking with a few provisions and I'm off. Shortly after
completing a certificate in Lapidary and an Associate Diploma in Gemmology at the Canberra
Institute of Technology in 1992 I visited my brother Greg Ticehurst at Jundah. Greg worked
with a road gang for the Jundah Shire Council and drove me around the various opal fields
outside of Jundah. I was able to find opal and I've been a fan of Queensland boulder opal
ever since. Boulder opal comes in all shapes, sizes and colours the best of which is
exquisitely beautiful. Much of Queensland's boulder opal occurs in ironstone concretions
(boulders) and these boulders are found in ancient palaeo-channels (very very old rivers).
The palaeo-channels are often covered and cannot be seen from above ground. However,
some ironstone concretions and hence the palaeo-channels can be seen where the land is
eroded. The boulders on top of the ground are usually cracked thus exposing the opal which
is almost always crazed and therefore not of gem quality, but it is a great indicator that there
is good opal buried below.
The first opal field I wish to visit is at Yowah where the famous Yowah Nut is mined. After
Yowah I haven't a set plan but assuming I can drag myself away from Yowah I think I'll head to
a spot south west of Cheepie and then to Quilpie. One of the owners of the Mineshaft shop in
Canberra's Civic Centre has an opal mine roughly 50 kilometres south east of Windorah just
east of Cooper Creek. He could get a visitor. Hopefully this year I will make it to Opalton
which is a designated opal fossicking area roughly 120 kilometres south of Winton. What about
the equipment needed to fossick for opals you might ask? Well all you need is a miner's pick
and a spray bottle full of water, then hope that a case of mining fever can be avoided.

Vale
HARRY RAISBECK
From Gary Warnest

Harry Raisbeck passed away on 7 Mar 2010. Harry was to be 100 on 22 March this year unfortunately he did not quite make it, passing away suddenly at Cheltenham in Melbourne.
Harry was for many years an "Iceberg" swimming each day in the sea at Brighton regardless of
the weather. Harry served as a Captain in the Survey Corps from 1942 to 1962 as an
outstanding Cartographer with much of his service at Fortuna and Victoria Barracks. Many
examples of his outstanding hand lettering exist including that shown on the 1:1mile sheets of
Adelaide and Albury. Harry's father John was one of the original members of the Survey Corps.
John produced the specimen map sheet of Westernport used as the standard for future
military maps and shown on the cover of the Mapmakers of Fortuna.
With thanks to Peter jensen

3268/VX101924 Captain Henry (Harry) Charles Raisbeck was born in Bendigo and enlisted in
the Australian Survey Corps as a Warrant Officer Class Two draughtsman on 1 July 1932. He
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was the first person to be enlisted into the Corps since 1928. His first posting was to No 2
Survey Section, 3rd Military District, based in Melbourne, commanded by his father J.J.
Raisbeck, who was the first Australian member of the Survey Section RAE in 1910 and was one
of the original members of the Australian Survey Corps in 1915. Harry was commissoned and
went on to serve as a Captain in LHQ Cartographic Company in World War 2 and continued
serving after the war retiring on 18 December 1962 after more than 30 years service.
GEORGE CAMPBELL-KENNEDY
From Alex Munro

SX25064 George Campbell-Kennedy passed away in March this year at the Edenhope Hospital,
Vic, aged 92 years. As a member of the Corps he served in PNG during WW2, and on
discharge in Adelaide undertook articles to become a licensed surveyor, later being appointed
on completion of his exams. He later studied photogrammetry at Delft, and was instrumental
in setting up the Photogrammetry Section of the SA Lands Department, as I understand. He
was subsequently appointed to the post of Surveyor General for South Australia, a position he
held for many years. A distinguished career.
The following has been abreviated from a tribute to George Harry Campbell-Kennedy
published in the National Bulletin of Survey Corps Associations No 12, September 1976:
George Campbell Kennedy is a well known and respected figure in the surveying profession in
Australia. His dedication, application and extensive knowledge of all aspects of his profession
is well known and recognised.
George was appointed a cadet surveyor to the South Australian Department of Lands in 1937.
He obtained his Certificate of Competency in 1941 whilst serving with the Royal Australian
Survey Corps. He joined the Corps in 1940. His first Survey Corps posting was to No.l Geodetic
Section. He later was transferred to No.8 Field Survey Section which was operating in New
Guinea. When that unit was disbanded in 1943 he joined 6th Army Topographical Survey
Company. George also served for periods on the staff of Survey Directorate LHQ and HQ 1
Aust Corps at Moratai. He was commissioned in 1942.
On his discharge from the Survey Corps in November 1945 he rejoined the Department of
Lands, South Australia as a surveyor. In April 1946 he was appointed Senior Lecturer in
Surveying at the Melbourne Technical College now the Royal Institute of Technology. In
November 1947 he returned to the Department of Lands, South Australia to take up the
appointment of Senior Topographical Surveyor charged with the responsibility of developing a
mapping facility in the Survey Division of the Department. In the period 1947 to 1962 George
had the advantage of overseas training and experience. In 1955 he was appointed Chief
Topographic Surveyor. By 1962 he was appointed Deputy Surveyor General. In June 1969 he
was appointed Surveyor-General of South Australia.
GARNEY COOK
From Bob Skitch

Garney Cook passed away on 23 April 2010. Garney had been in remission from cancer for
the past six years. Those who served with Garney in N Comd Field Survey Section/Unit would
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know what a tower of strength he was in the field, not only in keeping the vehicles on the
road but in keeping the young blokes out of trouble. His wife advised that he passed away
peacefully in an Ipswich hospice. He had been admitted to the Ipswich hospital some days
prior with a blood clot on the lung. This was being treated and he was transferred to a
hospice. Further complications set in and that was the end.
22003 Garret (Garney)James Cook served in the ARA for 27 years as an RASvy soldier from 19
February 1948 to 18 February 1975. His first posting was to Northern Command Field Survey
Section in Brisbane.
From Noel Sproles

I have fond memories of Garney as we had a lot to do with each other. He was truly one of
those people for whom the accolade „salt of the earth‟ was apt.
He was not too mathematically inclined and it fell to me to help him sort out the fuel records
when we came back from field trips. He was grateful that someone would sit with him and
help him out. He was notorious for his habit of dropping tents on sleeping occupants on
moving-camp day. If you didn‟t move when he called reveille at the crack of dawn, then you
were fair game regardless of rank. I drove a Studebaker 6X6 over a dead kangaroo on the
Bruce Highway and Garney bellowed at me „You stupid young bugger – you are going to clean
that mess out of the bogeys when we stop for the night‟ – (afterthought) „Sir‟. He was a
physically big and strong man. The attached photo of the bogged Landrover at Tin Can Bay
gives you an idea when you see the relative size of the Kelly axe in his fist.
Garney was one of several good blokes that I had the good fortune to associate with in N
Comd, and I feel privileged that I knew him.
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Photo Gallery

Photos, old and new, related to RASvy Corps activities.
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