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Issue Note
By Rob McHenry

Thanks again to those who have contributed to this newsletter.
In this issue:
 I provide the remainder of Ted Hunter‟s story of his exploits in the Celebes at the time of
the Japanese capitulation. It‟s a great read and I found it highly entertaining as well as
informative.
 Also entertaining and informative - there are a couple of short stories from Don Swiney
that are typically a good read.
 Peter Jensen is after input regarding his Nominal Roll project – a significant undertaking
by any measure.
 I am seeking your interest in another golf afternoon to battle for the coveted SNAGA
Trophy
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Corps Birthday
By Rob McHenry

Another year of taller tales and bigger
adventures - and that was just over
lunch. It‟s always a nice excuse to
catch up with old mates and reminisce
a little about the Corps and how each
of us was such an indispensible cog in
it. As usual, we met at the Kingston
Pub and about 23 of us managed to
have lunch while solving the problems
of the world – if only they would
listen…..

Charlie and Roger weren‟t going to let
those steaks get away as John Bullen
tells Noel Ticehurst about this year‟s
Waterloo Dinner experiences.

Ties and suits for most of those
working at Russell. Brian Sloan
seems to be coping well with his
recent conversion to civilian.
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RASvy Nominal Roll – Request for input
By Rob McHenry

Peter Jensen has produces and distributed electronically a 1st draft of a nominal roll of the
Survey Section Royal Australian Engineers (RAE) 1910 – 1915, the Australian Survey Corps 1915
– 1948, including the period of reversion to RAE 1920-1932, and the Royal Australian Survey
Corps 1948 – 1996.
This is a major undertaking and Peter is to be commended on the extensive results he has
achieved to date. The roll is currently 136 pages long and 1.12MB in Adobe Reader format.
He now seeks our assistance and input to improve the quality of the information for both
completeness and correctness. He mentions that the roll will be a „work in progress‟ for
years to come but intends to publish Version 1 on the Corps Association webpage in time for
the Corps centenary in 2015. He has asked for our comments by email (without the
attachment for obvious reasons) including the source of the information, by end-2010. His
email address is: pajmjensen@gmail.com
I still find it surprising that such a document was never commenced and maintained earlier.

Recognition of PNG Service Post 1975
Media Release

The Parliamentary Secretary for Defence Support, the Hon Dr Mike Kelly AM MP, provided a
Media Release on Friday 16 July 2010 announcing the recommendation of the independent
Defence Honours and Awards Tribunal inquiry into recognition for members of the Australian
Defence Force for service in Papua New Guinea after 1975. The Report recommended that no
general medallic recognition should be given to Australian Defence Force members who have
served in Papua New Guinea after 16 September 1975.
“The release of this report fulfils an Australian Government election commitment to review
this service,” said Dr Kelly. “I acknowledge that former and current Australian Defence Force
members who served in Papua New Guinea after Independence may be disappointed by this
recommendation.” “The inquiry into this matter and the Tribunal‟s report demonstrates the
Government‟s commitment to the independent review of long-standing Defence honours and
awards issues.”
The Tribunal‟s full report is available at www.defence-honours-tribunal.gov.au. Further
information on Defence honours and awards is available at: www.defence.gov.au/medals/

DFRDB Petition
Senator Steve Fielding has got all excited about the issue of the gross unfairness of the
current indexation arrangements for Military Superannuation Pensions. The following address
provides a link to a petition being put forward by Senator Fielding. As a DFRDB recipient, I
think this is a good idea …..but I may be biased.
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http://www.stevefielding.com.au/a_fairer_go_for_our_veterans_petition/
David Lipshutz (Senior Policy Advisor for Senator Fielding) advises “It would be great if we
could get as many people to sign up as possible. Unfortunately, it seems the only way the
government will listen is if we actually prove to them how many people are angry by their
shameful inaction on this issue.”

Morotai 1945 - Continued

By Ted Hunter (The following is reproduced from the National Bulletin of Survey Corps Associations No 22,
November 1986 and follows on from part one, published in the previous May Newsletter - Issue 2/10.)

The Baron and the Execution
One of the most senior Japanese Officers was Baron Takesake, who obviously thought himself
a cut above any other person on the Island – Japanese, Australian, Dutch or native!
This guy used to strut around for the first couple of days of our occupation, in cream riding
britches, white shirt, polished riding boots with spurs!, and a white pith helmet – he had been

Page 5

ACT Newsletter

Issue 3/10

educated at Oxford and let everyone know it too! Speaking with a jolly fine English accent
you know!
After three days he was paraded before our Lieutenant of the Infantry Section and had the
hide to demand the attendance of an Officer who was of rank equal to his own, which was
that of roughly a Brigadier in our Army! He was brusquely told to stand to attention when
addressing an Officer of His Majesty‟s Australian Forces and informed that from that time on
he was to dress in standard Japanese uniform! And not to carry a riding whip. He was
certainly in a foul mood after this little dressing down! Incidentally, he was later found to
have been implicated in the preparation of the order for the beheading of our troops and was
later tried and shot! Serves him bloody right!
I was given the job of visiting each of the eight places of detention for the prisoners, to
establish, if possible, the identification of each man – the Japanese having removed their
“dog tags” and destroyed them, but the bastards weren‟t smart enough, as each of these
fellows had concealed his name, rank and number in some part of the detention cell, which
was generally in the base of a house out on the paddy field, and then stupidly, for that is the
only way to describe it, the Japanese had allowed the natives to strip the bodies of their
uniforms and, of course, each part of the clothing had at least the person‟s name and service
number!
Notwithstanding the foregoing events, naturally, the end of the war was celebrated on
numerous occasions.
The formal act of Surrender had been delayed by the discovery of the murdered prisoners,
but military protocol must need to be seen to have been completed and in another few days,
the ceremony was performed.
Only a couple of hundred unarmed Japanese troops were in the performance, and about forty
of our troops. The other thirty were spread thinly on the telephone posts in case there was
an attempt at retribution – but all went off peacefully enough – the Japanese Commander and
his staff of three were made to march about a mile to the barracks and were kept waiting for
20 minutes. The Surrender documents were presented, the Japanese Commander stated his
Capitulation, which was interpreted, his sword handed over, and they were informed that
they were to be disarmed and weapons thrown into the sea and that their troops were to be
confined in a transit camp.
There were half a dozen Dutch Officers with a partial Company of native troops, and they had
thought that the command of the island was to be given back to them. Were they miffed
when they found that no such thing was going to happen! – but Australian command was to be
retained – the natives cheered when they realised what was happening, as the Dutch were
apparently pretty tough on the natives.
There was, of course, a Victory Parade, up and down the one main street of Tomokon, for a
day, with thousands of cheering natives from miles around – followed by lunch and much local
grog, and the little that we had with us – two bottles of beer a week for ORs – plus a bottle of
spirits for Sergeant and above, per month! – this was soon absorbed – just as well as we had
another Victory Parade at Manado on the next day. This time on a greater scale. The major
buildings had all been heavily strafed – mainly by Beaufighters. The Japs called these planes
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“Whispering Death”. The pilots used to come from behind a hill whenever possible, with the
motor idling and then, whango, fly down at very low level with all guns blazing! A hell of a
demoralising effect, especially as the Japs had very little in the way of Ack-Ack low level
guns.
However, the celebrations – one of the local halls had been hastily made presentable with
palm leaves covering the walls and roof, which were absolutely riddled with cannon fire, and
we heard great speeches in Malaysian and Dutch, which we could not possibly understand,
interspersed with a great cacophony of mangled sound from native bands whose musicians,
mainly, had instruments made from several pieces of stormwater downpiping or with a single
string on a small beam across a wooden sounding box.
Lunch was a fabulous affair mainly hosted by a few of the wealthier merchants but generally
of Chinese extraction. Fourteen courses, being twice the lucky seven, preceded by Chep
Tegas, the local grog, prepared by dicing a pineapple and then pouring half a bottle of spirits
into the hollowed out interior of the pineapple – all was then brought to the boil and allowed
to stand and ferment for three days! It was that strong – phew – nearly blew your head off –
and served in thimble size glasses.
At any rate we then started on the meal – each one of us with an attractive young lady
alongside to guide us in our over-eating – “Not too much, this one very hot! hot! hot!” and so
on for about two hours – but definitely no promises about afterwards! So, at the end of the
celebrations there was a magnificent dance by the natives with all sorts of costumes, among
them old swords, armour and brass helmets that had been used by the Dutch when they took
over in the 17th-18th century.
The Interpreters
We had two interpreters with us and they were the only people on our Force that had any
knowledge of the Japanese language.
The Australian was a Professor of Languages from a Melbourne University and looked like it –
nice bloke but in a different world – the boys reckoned that he used to use a book instead of a
pillow on his stretcher.
The other guy was in the American Army – rank, Sergeant, obvious nationality Japanese, by
birth – he had been born in Hawaii, his father had been interned for 12 months and then
released, he had two uncles, one lived in Japan and the other had lived in Hawaii and gone to
Japan for a holiday and been caught up with Japan declaring war on America – so two uncles
in the Japanese Services!!
The Japanese always made sure that the sexual drive of their staff officers was looked after
and this outfit had set up a „Madam‟ who was a highly intelligent Korean and somehow had
been in the Celebes at the time of Occupation and she had about a dozen girls in the „house
of entertainment‟ – all in nice blue dresses with two white stripes around the base of the
skirt.
So – this American/Japanese guy started coming late at mess in the morning and several times
even missed, so our Sgt Major made a few enquiries and found that this guy had ascertained
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that „Madam‟ had not worked in the establishment, rather she had looked after the protocol
of the place and saw to it that her girls attended to the important Japanese staff. So, the
American/Jap had sent the „Madam‟ to the hospital and had her checked over and then found
a house for her, and had it all to himself alone!! No wonder he could hardly keep his head
up, after cavorting around the bed all night!
The Ordnance History
The Japanese had a most meticulous Ordnance and Quartermaster‟s listing of equipment, and
both of our interpreters were occupied, for the greater part of their time, in recording and
transcribing these details into English, so that all arms and ammunition and any associated
equipment could be itemised, and then arrangements could be made for delivery, checking
and then loading onto any ship that was serviceable, and dumped into the sea. As you may
imagine, some of this gear was large and heavy and the slim resources of the vessels
remaining in service were being taxed to the limit – watches were, of course, not allowed to
be retained by the Japanese in case they should try to carry out a co-ordinated attack.
I was passing the Checking Room one day and there were great peals of laughter from half a
dozen Japanese officers who were assisting in the collating of lists. „Har Har‟, I heard „Har
Har Box Har Har Box‟. Our interpreter – this University guy, having interpreted the Japanese
writing as „Har Har Box‟ or „Happy Happy Box‟ and the Japanese laughing and smirking and
saying „AHSO AHSO! Har Har Box!! Happy Har Har Box‟, with much laughter and smiling .
The real facts were – that this was a rubber pack made in the shape of a woman‟s vagina, and
supplied to the troops when in need – the same to be filled with warm water and taken to
bed!!
The Promotion
Once a week, a Catalina flew across from Morotai bringing useful things, like beer and spirits,
an occasional relief replacement for personnel – and routine orders.
New routine orders, as army personnel are aware, are first of all required to be read out on
general parade and then posted on the Notice Board. However, there was NX106453 SGT E.F.
Hunter promoted to Warrant Officer Second Class! You beauty.
So we had to have a celebration in the mess, at which all the bloody officers seemed to think
they were invited and it cost me a fortune in promises to buy next week‟s booze.
There were only two other WOs, the Sar Major and another technical guy, but somehow they
managed to scrape up a couple of crowns and next morning there I was – WOII Hunter! –
technical of course.
The Japs were the first to notice – must have had us all written down – of those of us that
were at Headquarters – even the Baron! gave me their congratulations.
Our Lieutenant was also on the ball – „Ted‟ he said, „every WO must wear a Sam Brown –
where is yours? Obviously not available for issue here, but let me look after it for you‟ – and
he sure did.
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The next evening he walked
into the mess and he presented
me with a shiny Sam Brown – I,
of course, expressed my thanks,
bought him a drink and said
„OK, who did you pinch this
from?‟ „Easy‟ says the
Lieutenant. „The Japs always
come along dressed in their
best uniform when they were
brought up to go into the
concentration camp, so, I say to
the sentry on the reception
gate – the next Jap you see
arrive dressed in full uniform
with Sam Brown, request him to
WO2 Hunter with Japanese work party
stand aside and bring him to
me‟ – which they happily did. The lieutenant says „I made a full inspection of this
resplendent figure of military appearance and said “Excellent, excellent, my
congratulations”.‟ The Jap bows three times and smiles and the Lieutenant says, „I am sorry
you must let me take your belt!‟ The Japanese officer, of course, protests but the Lieutenant
insists as this belt is a symbol of the officers in command – and here it is Ted – a beaut Sam
Brown belt!!
The War Book
Well, that‟s what it was called – THE BOOK – really an intelligence book, very well prepared,
giving a description of the area we were in – the usual thing, people, roads, houses, beaches,
topography etc. – especially beaches as applied to a landing force. So Rod Fraser says „Here
is a little job – would you like to go out and check the facts and make any corrections
necessary.‟
So for a week I had a jeep and a driver and the best of tours – Aussie flag on the front of the
jeep – one rifle and one Owen gun.
We were treated and fed like heroes, and tested the best of the local grog – and I came back
happily with my report and corrections. You must realise that our people knew that they
would only be there for a short while and wanted to obtain as much information as possible
about the area. Luckily, we did not try to land at one place about 100 miles south of Manado
– there was reputed to be three to five fathoms of water within two hundred yards of a gently
sloping shingle beach – instead, I was there at low tide and there was half a mile of coral reef
out to the deep water. We would have been caught like the Americans at Salamau – ankle
deep in water and unable to hide!
Everywhere we went, the villagers laid on a great feast and it was very difficult to only take a
little, especially of the local booze.
I arrived back at Tomohon Barracks and obviously there was something on – I mean, four
sentries and a Bren gun at the front gate and clearly all four were on edge. I went straight to
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the Sgt Major and said „What‟s on?‟ – he said „Make sure you have all your weapons with you,
don‟t leave any lying about!‟
Well, this is what happened: One of our infantry blokes had come off sentry duty and was
supposed to be cleaning his .303 and it went off – accident like – and hit a member of the Jap
working party! Actually this guy was in an uncontrollable state of mind and should not have
been on the force – but who would know beforehand – it turned out that his brother had been
shot and killed at Brunei about a week before the Capitulation and this guy had received
notification that morning. It had all been too much for him and he had committed the
unforgiveable and picked up his rifle and shot the first Jap he had seen after reading the
notification! Three weeks before he could have done it legitimately and even been
castigated if he had not fired – now he was a villain!
Luckily for the whole of our 70 people, there was a Japanese who I had been in contact with –
a nice fellow and actually a Captain and an agronomist. This cove had sensed what had
actually happened and had raced around singing out „Accident – Accident – Accident, the gun
went off half cocked!‟ Just as bloody well or we would have been 70 squashed Aussies!
I saw the Japanese guy that had been shot – the bullet had creased his side just above the hip
for a length of about four inches and he had to come to our doctor for treatment each day –
half an inch to the left and his liver would have been blasted out!
This Japanese agronomist was most interesting – his forte was the production of food and he
said that for three years of the Japanese Occupation he had been trying to convince the
natives that they should keep their best rice seed for next year‟s sowing – instead, they ate
the best and sowed the ordinary grain.
The Pistols
All the weapons of the Japanese had to be accounted for, especially hand guns that could
easily be concealed, together with swords, and I had the job of collecting and checking
hundreds and hundreds of each.
Our troops were each entitled to a sword as a souvenir and as I was in charge of the weapons,
I naturally obtained a couple of reasonable swords, but with some misgivings as I know that
several had been used for the pretty nasty job of beheading eight of our troops.
The pistols arrived in wooden crates with tied tops and two of us opened the first crate – very
carefully; and laid out about fifty hand guns, they were English Smith and Wesson 38s,
American Colt 45s with a few automatics, and a plentiful supply of German Lugers – strangely,
no Japanese hand guns!
So each weapon was checked in that first box, and smashed with a sledge hammer. Lunch
time came so I posted an armed guard and instructed him not to allow any person to open any
boxes or try to sample a firearm, and went off to lunch.
On my return, I found that one box had been opened and several guns were missing. On
pressing the guard, he informed me that a Captain and two Lieutenants had come into the
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room, opened the case, despite his protests, and after „click click click‟, checking the firing
mechanism, had each taken a hand gun!
I immediately went to the C.O. and expressed my indignation and requested the return of the
weapons – they were given to me in about one minute flat, after I waited outside the door of
the mess. We returned to smashing the guns after checking each one.
What do you know? There were about a dozen more cases of weapons. The first two, on top
of the pile that we had opened, were O.K. All the rest – every gun, was fully loaded with a
cartridge up the spout – and cocked with the safety catch off!
The first two cases were a blind, but luckily one of the Sergeants was in the Engineers and
had suggested that something like this might happen and checked each case on it being
opened.
We did equip ourselves with some of the weapons, especially the Luger, as the Owen Gun
7mm ammunition precisely fitted on the magazine and firing chamber.
The Jigger
The Japanese had, as previously mentioned, installed this double barrelled Ack Ack gun, and
concealed its position by mining tunnels into one of the mountains at Manado, and this gun
was moved by a small gauge railway line. So a little
precise tunnelling was involved and of course a Japanese
Engineer Jigger with the manufacturer‟s name „Toyo‟.
The professor interpreter type one day called me in and
said – „There is some survey equipment listed here, seems a
pity to throw it into the sea, perhaps you had better have a
look at it while I have morning tea.‟
So, you beaut, there it was , the little Jap Mining Jigger, a
Three Screw with a Vertical Circle of 7cm with Standard
Vernier Reading of 1‟ of Arc, and with a striding level to
fairly precisely level the instrument so that it could be set
up and used as a reasonable level. Horizontal Circle 8cm,
with a most strange optical direct reading graticule super
imposed above the horizontal circle which was divided into
0O 20‟,the graticule being divided into 0O 0.2‟ of arc.
Both circles being adequately illuminated by a hand held
torch shone into a ground glass screen for the vertical
circle, and a prism for the horizontal circle.
The telescope is 11 magnification with 2O aperture and fitted with a double vertical line, one
horizontal line and stadia lines.
Quite a neat little Jigger and I had the legs extended for use in the first nine months after
return from service whilst waiting for a new Jigger from England.
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Also in the equipment was a four screw Japanese level, quite a unique and accurate
instrument. The telescope was 12” long with 25 magnification and was sensibly mounted on
two brass circular holding bases. To adjust the cross hairs, pull out a pin on each telescope
holding clip, take a sight, turn the telescope 180O, and precisely adjust the cross hair. A long
bubble was then easily adjusted, without double setting up the level. This instrument was
accurate enough for two candidates to use and pass the Surveyors‟ Board exam a couple of
years later!
I have much pleasure in handing the Japanese Theodolite to Colonel Clem Sargent for use in
the Survey Museum.
The Recall
Eventually routine orders again caught up with me – on the night of Capitulation I had written
to my surveyor employer requesting him to use his influence, or whatever, to get me back
into civvy street and here it was – ten days before Christmas and the order arrives.
WOII Hunter NX106453 to return from Manado Force for posting to Sydney. Immediately (I
think was the phrase). So like all Army movements a brief time to pack and twelve hours to
get ready for the next Catalina to Morotai.
LtColonel Muir called me in and said he was sorry to see me go as the job was three parts
finished, but gave me one final order – to take back the Japanese Chief of Staff to Morotai –
for trial as a War Criminal.
The next day, down to the lake and out to the Catalina with this Jap officer, who was
superbly dressed. He was really a career officer who had seen many years of service in China
prior to the Pacific War and had six rows of ribbons on his chest and was very conscious of his
rank, compared to my WO‟s crown and my one small Pacific Star. I missed out on the 39-45
Star by about six days. As we waited for the plane he jokingly pointed to my one small
decoration and then pointed to his magnificent chest full. I just grinned and tapped my Owen
gun and said, „Right, sport, you sit on the floor of the plane in front of me and I‟ll sit on the
gunner‟s seat‟, and tapped the Owen gun again. He smiled an acknowledgment and there
was no trouble on the flight.
Arrived at Morotai to be met by a dozen Military Police, with all the spit and polish and
saluting and heel clicking (have you ever tried to salute with an Owen gun slung over one
shoulder? Very difficult), and with that prisoner being handed over, I discharged my duty to
Manado Force.
The next thing – „OK WO‟, says their Movement Sergeant, „Would you please unload that
weapon and throw it on the pile outside the back of the tent‟ – my beaut Owen that had been
kept cleaned and oiled for months, what a waste! I walked through the tent and there was a
pile of weapons about six feet high!
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Homeward Bound
Out through the tent into the dazzling tropic sunshine and with a bit of a problem. As
escorting guard for the Japanese Chief of Staff, all my gear had been looked after for me.
Stretcher and two very full kitbags. One, of course, stuffed with my loot, being one Jap
Jigger, one 12” level, a compass and parallel ruler and drafting gear, two pairs of field
glasses, two swords, two pure silk parachutes and four wooden carvings, plus full uniform and
equipment, haversack and back pack. I had decided to leave behind two Luger pistols.
So after a bit of quick thinking, I went on to the LTD WO and said, „I think you could help me,
if you don‟t mind‟. „How‟s that‟ he says. „Well, you see, I‟ve just come back from the
Celebes with Manado Force, and have been doing a bit of surveying‟ (true) „and I have a
theodolite and level and various drawing instruments and they fill one of the kitbags. I‟m a
member of 5 Field Survey Company, who have left already. I reckon that there might be a lot
of difficulty looking after this gear if I go back by boat – is there any chance of flying?‟ – „I‟ll
see what I can do WO‟ he says – and in two hours he called me in and said „OK, she‟s fixed,
you have a seat on a plane in forty-eight hours‟. So I flew home in three days – rang up the
old man and said „If you have any petrol in the car, how about collecting me. I‟m at
Kingsford Smith Airport‟. He says „I‟ve been keeping a couple of gallons of petrol for just
such a service, I‟ll be down‟ and sure enough, I was home in half an hour!
E.F. HUNTER ex-WOII
NX106453

SNAGA Up For Grabs
By Rob McHenry

Another gathering to fight for the
coveted SNAGA trophy is long overdue.
John Gregs was the very worthy winner of
the inaugural competition and has been
keeping the trophy warm ever since.
A golfing afternoon is proposed for the
16th of September – the weather should
be a bit warmer by then. Please indicate
by email or phone if you are interested in
a very social game and whether the date
is OK. I am not wedded to a date or
venue but suggest Gungahlin Lakes Golf
Club as a start. Any input is welcome. I
can be contacted at rob@mchenry.net.au
or on mobile 0425 333 273.
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Tall Tales & True

A couple of gems from Don Swiney on the Air Traffic Controller theme…….

MANOKWARI
The Air traffic Control tower at
Manokwari

We landed at Manokwari Airport in the
morning without incident and after
most of the day dealing with the TNI
Headquarters and Pertimina together
with a forgettable lunch at the Wisma
Ah Fak we were ready to return to
Biak mid afternoon. With the Porter
fired up the pilot called the tower:
Porter Pilot: “Manokwari Tower, this is Army 201 enroute to Biak, are we clear to taxi?”
Manokwari Tower: squaaawwwkkk.
Porter Pilot: “Manokwari Tower, not heard, if we are clear to taxi, show us a green flag”
The tower operator comes to the rail, waves enthusiastically that the pilot ignores, and then
scrambles down the steps and into a shed when he emerges with a green flag. He climbs the
tower again and waves the flag, we taxi out to the threshold.
Porter Pilot (while we are holding at the threshold), firstly to me “watch this” and then:
“Manokwari Tower, this is Army 201, are we clear to take off?”
Manokwari Tower: squaaawwwkkk.
Porter Pilot: “Manokwari Tower, not heard, if we are clear to take off, show us a………….
yellow flag”
Once again, the tower operator comes to the rail, waves enthusiastically that the pilot
ignores, and then scrambles down the steps and into a shed when he emerges this time with a
yellow flag. He climbs the tower again and waves the flag and we take off for Biak, tower
operator retires gratefully to his deck chair.
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THE BRISTOL FRIGHTENER
It was the second year at Biak and we had settled in and become part of the scenery. Our
base camp alongside the post office (Kantor Pos) and on the side of the airstrip meant that
we were able to see all the comings and goings in and out of that small provincial centre.
Late afternoon one day, out of the east, dropped a Bristol Freighter.
For those of you who don‟t remember or have never had contact with the Bristol Freighter,
you are probably better off. It was a dreadful aircraft, designed very late one Friday
afternoon by the Bristol Aircraft Company and was considered so bad that not even the RAF
would accept them. The RAAF had one based at Edinborough in South Australia and used it to
support operations in Woomera and Maralinga. That is where I had my experience of the
Bristol Frightener, as it was known, when on occasions, it replaced the De Havilland Dove or
the DC3 to transport passengers (and freight) from Edinborough to Maralinga.
It was noisy, drafty and it vibrated to an alarming extent. If you were unlucky enough to have
to sit up the front you could pass the time by watching the two big cargo doors move quite
independently from each other as the aircraft wallowed about the sky. It didn‟t pay to
contemplate what would happen if the clamps holding the cargo doors shut came unstuck in
flight. The other unusual feature was that access to the flight deck was via a ladder that the
aircrew put over the side and pulled up and stowed when ready for flight.

The RAAF version at Edinborough
The Freighter is a somewhat bulbous and cumbersome-looking aircraft. Like the more slender
prewar Bombay, it is a high-wing monoplane with fixed undercarriage, the main gear legs
supported by substantial vertical struts beneath the Bristol Hercules radial engines and
horizontally from the lower edge of the (slab-sided) fuselage. The cockpit sits atop the
forward fuselage with two large clam shell doors at the nose, making the unpressurised
fuselage somewhat breezy; one Kiwi pilot claimed his charge was "40 thousand rivets flying in
close formation. (from Wikipedia)
The RNZAF purchased 12 Bristol Freighters in total, although probably no more than 10 were
operational with 41 Squadron at any one time. These aircraft were in service from 1952 to
1977. Their primary role was as short to medium range tactical transport aircraft and they
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saw service in Singapore, Thailand, Borneo, Australia and around the Pacific. (from the RNZAF
museum website)
Anyway all the technical details aside, we were somewhat amazed to see one of these
aircraft flop on to the strip at Biak, especially as it was sporting the RNZAF markings. After
giving them time to go through all the procedures, the RAAF det comd and I walked down the
airstrip to introduce ourselves and invite them to park their aircraft with our Caribou where it
would be guarded by the Indonesian Airforce Rangers and to spend the night with us where
the beer was cold and the food reasonable. That night after a few beers, they told us this
story:
They were flying a courier run to Singapore, where at the time the New Zealand Army still
had a small detachment. Normally they tracked across Australia to Darwin and then across
Indonesia to Singapore. This time for a bit of an adventure, they had opted to go around PNG
to Guam and then to Biak and along the North side of Indonesia to Singapore. Their approach
to the US Anderson air force base on Guam and landing went something like this:
Kiwi pilot: “New Zealand Air Force Bristol Freighter at 100 nm out inbound on the 186 radial,
arrival time on the hour” (one hour later).
Guam ATC: “Good Afternoon Suh, say again your arrival time”
Kiwi Pilot : “ confirm on the hour”
Guam ATC: “Are you rotary wing or fixed wing Suh”
Kiwi Pilot: “We are fixed wing”. (The Guam ATC having great difficulty in coming to terms
with a fixed wing aircraft approaching at 100nm an hour).
As they got closer, and confirmed the direction of landing, the Kiwis decided to ask for a
direct approach rather than follow the full landing circuit.
Kiwi Pilot: “Request direct approach.”
Guam ATC: “Negative, join on the downwind leg and complete the circuit.” ( Guam ATC was
intent on letting as many people as possible see this strange aircraft)
After landing and then being directed down one taxiway and up several others they finally
could see that they were being directed to the VIP parking area. Concerned, they
reconfirmed with ATC that they were in the right area. ATC confirmed that they were. When
they finally parked and shutdown, they were confronted with a large crowd. Now really
concerned but seeing no alternative, they put the ladder over the side and the first of the
pilots climbed down. As he stepped off the ladder, he was greeted by a
huge afro-American flight sergeant with the words:
“ Welcome to Guam Suh – are you Orville or are you Wilbur”
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Vale
ANNE EDDY
I haven‟t previously mentioned the passing
of member‟s spouses as I consider this to be
an intensely private area that I simply don‟t
want to get into. However, the passing of
Anne Eddy was noted very well in the
following passage from the latest (Jul 2010
– Issue 34) publication of Westlink.
Anne Eddy passed away peacefully during
the morning of Monday 21st June 2010 after
a difficult battle with cancer. Her funeral
service was held at Karrakatta Cemetery, a
week later, on Monday afternoon – 28th
June. Anne is survived by her husband
Peter, her daughters Kim and Lisa and her
son David and his wife Jen.
There was a large attendance, in excess of
200 mourners, at the Karrakatta Norfolk
Chapel.
During the cremation service, there were many personal anecdotes mentioned about Anne’s
life, namely by her sister, her daughter and best friend / business partner. On display, near
Anne’s coffin, was a framed portrait of Anne with friends, plus images of Anne trekking in
Nepal six years earlier.

Photo Gallery

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

RASvy Conference 1973
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