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ANZAC DAY 2006 
March with your Association mates on Wednesday 25

th
 April 2007. Anzac Day 2007 promises to be another 

memorable occasion starting with the dawn service at the 6th Engineer Support Regiment 7 Sqn Cenotaph at 
Enoggera Barracks adjacent to Samford Road. This year the 1

st
 Topographical Survey Squadron will be 

providing the Quarter Guard. Members and their families and friends are invited to the Engineer Sportsman’s 
Club for a barbecue breakfast after the dawn service. A thirty seater bus will depart the Squadron at 0930 hours 
and passengers will be dropped as close as possible to the Assembly point for the City March. 
We will form up somewhere in the vicinity of the Treasury Casino in Elizabeth Street. If in doubt enquire at the 
information booth in Queens Park. The Squadron is providing banner bearers and this year we will be led by 
Jock Kay. Derek Stanmore having made a good recovery from his mishap is to carry the theodolite with a 
carrying device being developed by Peter Tangey. 
 Berets: We are assured that we will have our Association berets in early April (see notice below) so dig around 
and find your RA Svy cap badge and polish it up for the parade. The berets will be available for issue at Tony 
and Loreta Gee’s BBQ on the 25

th
 March. 

After the March: This year we are getting together again at the Gaythorne RSL for a post-march drink 
and a bite to eat. The up-stairs ‘alcove’ room where we were last year has been booked. The bus will take 
us to the RSL from the city. 

 

CALENDAR FOR 2007 
 

25 March (Sunday) Informal BBQ at the home of Tony and Loretta Gee 
25 April Anzac Day Commemoration, Dawn Service and breakfast at Enoggera (0435h), City  
   March (1000h) then back to Gaythorne RSL 
28 June (Thursday) Colonel Alex Laing Memorial Dinner (92nd RA Survey Anniversary Dinner) at the 
   United Service Club 
1 September  Reunion Lunch and AGM at the Gaythorne RSL 
October   Military Mapmakers Dinner at Enoggera 
11 November  Unveiling and Dedication of 1/5 Fd Svy Coy Memorial Plaque at Kilcoy 
24 November  Derek Chambers Award presentation at 1 Topo 

 
The first event of the year is the BBQ at the Bribie Island home of Tony and Loretta Gee on Sunday 25

th
 March 

at 1200h. The Gee’s address is 50 Bibimulya St Bellara – Ph 3408 8467. RSVP Tony and Loretta Gee on the 
number shown or email geeholl@mail.cth.com.au. Catering: Bring a salad or a desert. 
 
NOTE ESPECIALLY: There is a misconception abroad that the Colonel Alex Laing Memorial Dinner (92

nd
 RA 

Survey Anniversary Dinner) at the United Service Club is an officer’s only function. This is not the case. 
There is no rank in our Association. The Dinner is open to all past members of the Royal Australian Survey 
Corps. 

 
 

The Royal Australian Survey Corps Association (Queensland) acknowledges the generous sponsorship and 
support of Pioneer Surveys Pty Ltd 
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COMMITTEE 
Patron      Lieutenant Colonel EU Anderson MBE (Ph 3408 9179)  
President    Peter Bates-Brownsword (Ph 3289 7001) 
Vice President   Alex Cairney (Ph 3397 7583) 
Secretary    Barry Lutwyche (3264 2191) 
Treasurer   Ross Smithwick (Ph 3356 5786)  
Asst Treasurer   Mary-Ann Thiselton (Ph 3353 1026) 
Functions & Sqn Liaison         John Hook (Ph 3354 2680) 
Bulletin Editor & Historian Bob Skitch (Ph 3265 1370) 
North Coast member  Kym Weston (Ph 5445 6927; mob 0427 377 226) 
North Queensland member Dennis Gregor (Ph mob 0409 648 026) 
Welfare    Jim Gill (Ph 3264 1597) 
Auditor    Stan Campbell (Ph 3285 3970) 
Squadron OC   Major David Sapparth 
Squadron SSM   WO1 Barry Miller (Ph 3332 7564) 
For email addresses refer to website www.rasurvey.org  
Note: Refer Veteran’s Affairs matters to Peter Bates-Brownsword and Stan Campbell 
 

 
HOW WOULD YOU LIKE TO RECEIVE YOUR BULLETIN – Electronic or Australia Post? 
I keep asking. There are only about a dozen who have indicated that they wish only to receive their Bulletin by 
email or otherwise avail themselves of the copy posted on to our website. That’s OK - We will continue to issue 
our Bulletin both by Australia Post in hard copy and electronically transmitted through email in PDF. The PDF file 
which also includes the colour supplement (Photo Gallery) as well as any internal photos in colour runs on 
average to about 1.2 megabytes.  
 
 If you wish not to receive hard copy and simply receive your Bulletin electronically, email editor Bob Skitch 
either on the website email address or bob.skitch@runbox.com. Should you wish not to receive electronic 
copy in PDF because it clogs your phone line connection, again please email Bob. 
 
 Once again please note that we have no intention to stop mailing out hard copies to any member who wants it. 
...What could be simpler? 

 

OUR HISTORY PROJECT – What did we do over all those years – 1946- 1996? 
I continue to canvass support for this worthwhile project. Our collective memory can fill in many gaps but it is 
fading with the passing of years. It is ten years since the disbandment of the Corps we as individuals served, the 
Corps that gave such outstanding service to our nation for eighty-one years. We need to record what each of the 
units did over the fifty years following the end of WW2. It really is a simple exercise. I have had responses from 
Clem Sargent, Noel Sproles, John Bullen, Charlie Watson, Alex Cairney, Percy Long, Richard Jackson-Hope, 
Ted Laker, Ross McMillan, Barry Lutwyche, Kym Weston, Graeme Baker, Arthur Hensen and Roger Rees in 
Defence (DIGO)   The major gap area is after 1980. The following is the preferred format but I am just as happy 
to receive your input listed down the page – pen and ink is OK. Please give this matter some thought. Every bit 

helps ….Alternatively, you can enter your data on our website – www.rasurvey.org  
 
YR UNIT OPERATION 

PROJECT 
DURATION LOCATION NATURE OF WORK 

UNDERTAKEN 
PERSONS TAKING PART OTHER 

INFORMATION 

19
56 

N Cmd 
Fd Svy  
Sect 

No name On-going Qld – 
Macrossan, 
Charters 
Towers, …. 

Control for 1” to 1 mile 
mapping - 4th order 
triangulation, 
Intersection, resection, 
(plane table) baro 
heighting 

Capt EU (Ed) Anderson OC, 
WO2 Blue Hunter, Sgts 
Snow Ralston, Jeff Lambert, 
Garney Cook, Cpls Ted 
Miller, Geoff Helsham, Sprs 
Sam Chambers, Brian 
Berkery, Bob Skitch. 

Arrived May at 
Macrossan. Sect 
had not returned 
to Brisbane since 
sometime in 
1955. Xmas in 
the field…….. 
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NOTICES 
 

 
THE ASSOCIATION BERET –  

   Cost $30.00 incl post. 
They will happen! We expect to be in receipt of 
the berets for first issue at the Gee’s BBQ on the 
25

th
 March. If you have already paid for and 

received the wrong colour beret and you have 
retained it – keep it and you will get the next one 
without further payment. 

 
 

LAST FRIDAY  
Last Fridays continue at the Gaythorne RSL 
with increasing patronage. Pop along and have 
a beer or a softie with your mates. 

 
VIETNAM – A TECHNICAL TOUR by Bob 
McMillan-Kay.  
Copies can be obtained from Bob McMillan-Kay at a 
cost of $36.00 including postage. We commend this 
highly successful book of Bob’s Vietnam 
experience. Bob’s address is 14 March Lane, 
Maryborough, Qld, 4650. 

 

MAPMAKERS OF FORTUNA 
Copies may be purchased from the Ex-Fortuna 
Survey Association (PO Box 865 Bendigo 3552) at 
$60.00 plus postage of $11.50 which includes cost 
of a padded postal bag.  

 

ASSOCIATION BADGE 
Association badges are still available from the Ex-
Fortuna Survey Association. Place your orders with 
Barry Lutwyche and we will try to satisfy them. 
 
 

ASSOCIATION TIE or SCARF 
Cost is $20.00 and $7.00 postage for each. We 
suggest you place your order directly with the Ex 
Fortuna Association, Tracey Phillips, email 
phipsys@bigpond.com or phone Barry Lutwyche. 

 

ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTIONS FOR 2006 – 2007  
 ‘Don’t go to sleep on your membership!’ 
Keep in touch with you Survey Corps mates by 
being a paid-up member of your Association. 
Our financial year runs from Sept to Sept. 
Subscription is but $10.00 per year. We encourage 
you to pay three years in advance (or more if you 
wish). Subscription is waived for veterans 75 and 
over who have been standing paid-up members of 
our Association. Pay-time was at the AGM 2 Sept 
06 – but it is not too late now! 

 

JAZZ PICNIC AT ‘SHADY GLEN’ 

 
Again Peter and Barbara Bates-Brownsword 
invited Association members to a picnic jazz 
afternoon at their Highvale home ‘Shady Glen’. 
The jazz was provided by the ‘All Four Jazz’ 
combo with Elaine Lacy on bass, Ian 
Matthewson on clarinet and tenor sax, Roger 
Mann on piano and …our own Peter Bates-
Brownsword on the drums. Their repertoire of 
50 or 60 numbers was circulated to all of us 
non-musicians to choose our favorites and it 
went from there. The jazz group was set up 
under the big fig on a raised terrace and away 
they went. It seemed as though there was 
nothing they couldn’t play. We non-musicians 
lolled about with our picnic lunches and BYO 
drinks simply soaking it all up. The few photos 
of the event in the Photo Gallery can tell more 
than these few words can. Who went? Refer to 
the photos in the Photo Gallery. 
 
The day before the picnic a working bee of 
members descended on Shady Glen to help 
with the chores. Peter and Barbara had been 
away from home for a few weeks preceding 
and the help was greatly appreciated. 
 

THE BERET – a personal comment from 
Ross Smithwick 

 
I returned to Brisbane on Thursday evening – 9 
December –  been up at Grasstree Mine since 
Oct 27. This was the longest period I have 
been away since a 6 week stint in '04. 
 
Sent an email off to Christie's this morning. The 
berets can't be too far away now. I am looking 
forward to the day that the Association receives 
the remake, as this will complete the task 
(apart from writing the story (not quite the right 
word) for the "Bulletin"). These berets mean a 
great deal to me & I am hoping that they 
become a focal point for our Association & the 
other Associations embrace them & wear them 
proudly. 
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PERSONALIA &other jottings 

 
Frank Young recently became a Fellow of the 
Spatial Sciences Institute. His citation 
published in the January issue of Spatial 
Science Queensland covers Frank’s quite 
outstanding academic career. Frank achieved 
his PhD in 1998 and is presently Associate 
Professor of Surveying at the University of 
Southern Queensland. I asked Frank some 
time ago to give me a rundown on his military 
and post RA Survey academic career and this 
is published as a separate article below. 
 
Jim Mitchell emailed me with:  We sold our 
business in Jan 06 and rented in Algester while 
we visited family and friends down south and 
all that sort of stuff (including the birth of our 
first grandchild – Tenzin Jack Botha).  Lucy 
and Steve came home from Indonesia for the 
birth (in Cairns) so, with our eldest and hubby 
there also, it was quite a family affair.  The first 
6 months went very quickly so we decided on 
another but ended up buying a (smaller) 
business on 1 Nov 06.  We’ve been busy since 
then bringing it up to scratch but are getting to 
the point now where we can take the odd day 
or two off without any worries. I’ll try and get up 
to Gaythorne one of these Fri evenings. 
Regards Jim 

 
Chris Lancaster has sold his acreage and 
moved to a 2 acre block with a smaller house 
at 3 Ashdown Court, Tinbeerah (Lot 44) Ph 
5449 1204. Two acres sounds a lot of work to 
me but Chris says there is very little to do but 
relax and read. Well…maybe! And where is 
Tinbeerah? It is near Eumundi nearly half way 
between Noosa and Nambour. Chris said the 
way to remember it is ‘a TIN of BEER –AH’! 
 
Anyone for a map? World Wide maps and 
Guides at Shop 30 Anzac Square Arcade off 
Edward St has a huge range of maps and map 
products of every country in the world and 
every major city. They also stock standard 
topographical series. Paul Lennon is the 
proprietor – a work colleague of mine from 
public service days. 
 
Stan Campell and Peter Blasket with their 
wives Helen and Irene had an epic journey to 
the four corners, not of the world but of 

Australia, Hadden’s Corner, Poepels Corner, 
Cameron Corner and that least visited one,  
Surveyor Generals Corner. Stan has promised 
to send me an account of his adventure. 
 
Chris Coulthard-Clark, author of our Corps 
history has a very comprehensive listed filing of 
survey papers shown as Reference No MS2 – 
Guide to the papers of Christopher Coulthard-
Clark – Folders 8-100. To access the listing 
control/click the following: 
www.lib.adfa.edu.au/speccoll/finding_aids/coult
hard_christopher.html#separatedmaterial1. 
 
Bob Williams writes: Dear fellow ex-RASVY 
members and friends: I guess, having browsed 
some recent Bulletins, like Graham Baker, 

congratulate you on a 
great initiative.  
The Corps may well 
have been disbanded a 
decade ago but it lives 
on through initiatives like 
yours and, I hope, 
through my reminding 
people, particularly in 
Canberra, of what we 
have lost.  

I frequently get asked "why did Army do away 
with the Corps?" All I can say is "I do not 
know!" I believe that the Corps would be far 
more relevant today than ever before; the 
issues confronting us are staggering.  
I left Army in 1991 after twenty five years 
progressing through the ranks and then to 
Major. I was a topographic surveyor then 
undertook three sets of long term schooling 
(BA Computing Studies (Cartography major 
from Canberra CAE), MSc (Cartography (from 
the University of Wisconsin, USA) and PhD 
(Geography from UNSW@ADFA). I joined the 
Defence Science and Technology Organisation 
(DSTO) in 1991 and am still there. So, I have 
four decades experience and have ‘lived’ the 
progression (and non-progression) of digital 
mapping in Australia. 
On the family side, my wife, Ros, has been 
restricted to home life and only relatively short 
trips due to a serious medical condition. She 
would have loved to have gone to the 90th 
anniversary dinner at Bendigo but couldn't 
make the trip. Our elder son Neil is a Major in 
logistics and currently serving in Sydney (there 
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is a lot work there these days for military 
logisticians). Our younger son Peter is a junior 
scientist in Land Operations Division at DSTO. 
Videre Parare Est…. Bob  

 
Ed: Bob has sent a copy of a paper that he wrote 
for the (then) Director Defence Imagery and 
Geospatial Organisation a few years ago for interest 
and, perhaps, to give an insight into some of the 
issues we could have been addressing. Let me 
know should you care to read it. 

 
Bruce Bellette visited Rocky Creek with 
friends from New Zealand and inspected our 
memorial last November. He writes:  

 
I visited the Rocky Creek War Memorial Park at the 
end of November 2006 in company with friends 
from New Zealand whilst on a visit to the Atherton 
Tableland. I was pleased to see that there has been 
no let up with respect to maintenance and care of 
the site. 
To anyone not familiar with the site, (which is 
located on the Atherton – Mareeba road about five 
kilometres towards Mareeba from Tolga), it became 
the location of what was said to be the largest 
hospital in the southern hemisphere during the 
period from January 1943 to September 1946. 
There were a number of units at Rocky Creek the 
two major ones being 2/2nd AGH and 2/6th AGH. 
These units provided not less than 3000 beds for 
the duration. This facility created a community of 
approximately 10,000 people directly associated 
with the hospital and in support roles. There was 
also very significant research carried out on the 
prevention and treatment of malaria. A notable 
member of the research team was Major John 
Tonge, a name familiar to Queenslanders. 
After the cessation of hostilities the buildings and 
materiel were sold off and the site abandoned. 
Initial work on the Memorial Park was carried out in 
1995 following its administrative establishment in 
1994. Since that time its significance has become 
recognised and that recognition is becoming more 
widespread. Most of the units that served on the 
Atherton Tableland during the war years have a 
plaque mounted on a granite boulder to mark the 
unit's presence. The number of individual memorials 
is around one hundred, one of which is dedicated to 
the three Survey Corps units that serve on the 
Atherton Tableland; the 2/1

st
 Army Topographical 

Survey Company, the 3
rd

 Field Survey Company 
and the 5

th
 Field Survey Company. 

  ' 
On our recent visit to the park it appeared that other 
memorials had been added since the unveiling of 
ours in August 2005. As well, quite a lot of work has 

been done reconditioning concrete slabs of two of 
the wards which are situated in Frazer Road 
The facility has caught the imagination of many and 
its future seems assured and the permanence of 
The Rocky Creek Memorial Park guaranteed. 

 
Acknowledgment: Tranter Henry and Eliane: 
"Remembering Rocky Creek WW2: Eacham Historical 
Society Inc. 2003:: Printed Tableland Printing Service 
2003……………..Regards Bruce Bellette 

 
Lloyd Twine, 5 Company veteran, has not had 
a good year with a period of hospitalization in 
Atherton and an extended period of energy 
loss. Lloyd’s wife Betty has also been 
undergoing medical investigation. In a 
telephone conversation in early January Lloyd 
said he was feeling much better. He reflected 
on the few days stop-over he had in Singapore 
waiting for a ship from India to take most of the 
5 Coy blokes home for demobilization – a very 
different Singapore then in 1945 immediately 
following the Japanese surrender than the 
Singapore we know today. 
 
Eva Gruszka: Eva is the wife of Jerzy 
(George) Gruszka who died some years ago. 
George was on the 7/55 Basic Course at 
Balcombe and rose through the ranks to 
Lieutenant Colonel and was the Commanding 
Officer of the Army Survey Regiment in the mid 
‘80s. George and Eva were Polish by birth and 
were very active in Polish cultural activities, 
notably dance. In the recent Australia Day 
Honours Eva Maria Gruszka of Athelstone, 
South Australia was awarded the medal of the 
Order of Australia (OAM) for service to the 
Polish community through a range of cultural 
activities. 
 
Ken Shaw reports: Nance and I are pretty 
good all things considered.  I am having my 
second cataract removed from my right eye 
next week - hardly worth mentioning as the op 
is over and done with in about 15 minutes. 
Christmas was a prolonged affair with family 
members arriving at various times due to 
personal commitments. This resulted in about 
four Christmas dinners scattered throughout 
December! We celebrated Australia Day at 
bowls. Socially, it was a great fun day and we 
both bowled well but luck abandoned us when 
it came to raffles and lucky draws! 
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 We have tentative plans for a trip to 
Queensland in July so, if all goes well, I'll let 
you know when we go firm on dates and 
locations. 
I'll try and make some contribution to the News 
Letter some time through the year but no 
promises! 
                    All the best to you and Wendy 
 
Bill Black of Camberwell Victoria has recently 
taken on the role of Secretary, 3rd Aust Fd Svy 
Coy (AIF) Association. He writes: 
I have recently received your Qld Association 
Newsletter via Ray Smith, who is unfortunately 
not well and so the mantle of Secretary has 
been passed on to me. 
 
To answer your question…. Yes the 
Association is still functioning at present. The 
attrition rate has been a bit savage this year 
but those that remain are still fairly keen. 
 
I enjoyed your newsletter, particularly the 
photos, lots of names/people I have been 
associated with during my brief six years in the 
Corps.  That Dave Anderson has been in a 
good paddock! And Percy Long does not look a 
day older than when I last saw him - and that 
was 30 odd years ago. 
 
If you have the opportunity could you please 
pass on my personal best wishes to (in no 
particular order) Percy Long, Grant Small, 
Dave Anderson, Kym Weston, Adrian Creedy 
and Noel Sproles. 
 
The photo of the Detachment has an error in 
naming Alistair Wilkie ‘Allan’ – an 
understandable mistake so far down the track. I 
am still in touch with Ali and he is living happily 
in Adelaide. 
Tried to get onto www.rasurvey.org but had no 
joy. At present I have not got the contact 
details for the WA and SA Associations. If you 
are communicating with them you may care to 
pass on the following or return email to me. 
Bill Black, Secretary, 3

rd
 Aust Fd Svy Coy (AIF) 

Association,10 Jervis Street, Camberwell,  Vic  
3124. Ph/Fax  (03) 9889 2143.  

Best wishes, Bill 
In a further email Bill said…’I did eventually 
manage to get onto the association web site and 
have spent quite some time reading your last two 
newsletters- more names and fond memories from 

the past.I did note the other contact details and will 
take all that in hand soon’. 
 

More History: The SSM of the 1st 
Topographical Survey Squadron RAE, WO1 
Barry Miller, attended an Engineer conference 
in Cairns in October last year where a matter of 
some interest to our Association was discussed 
– the intent of the RAE Corps Committee to 
publish RAE Corps History Vol 5 – History of 
the Survey Corps. WO1 Miller pointed out that 
two formal histories have been written – Dr 
Coulthard Clark’s ‘Australia’s Military 
Mapmakers’ and Valerie Lovejoy’s ‘Mapmakers 
of Fortuna – A History of the Army Survey 
Regiment’. Whether or not the intent of the 
RAE Corps Association to continue with their 
Vol 5 in the light of what has already been 
written remains a mystery. 
 
Charlie Watson points out that there are a 
number of other WW2 unit histories, eg, 
Lebanon to Labuan by Brigadier Lawrence 
Fitzgerald; Soldier Surveyors – 3 Fd Svy Coy 
AIF; Military Mapmakers in Northern Australia – 
No1 Section 6 Army Topo Svy Coy; History of 
the New Guinea Survey Section by Jack 
Viccars and ‘Long Way Too Much – the Last 
Parade of the New Guinea Survey Section’ by 
Brian Murray,  
 
The Mystery of Lieutenant Barr – 2/1st Aust 

Survey Regiment:  
 
In our last Bulletin I 
wondered who 
Lieutenant Ronald  Barr 
was and what was the 
2/1st Aust Survey 
Regiment all about. 
Charlie Watson did some 

obvious research into the AWM data base and 
discovered that the 2/1st Aust Survey Regiment 
was a regiment of the Royal Australian Artillery 
– so there you are; a whole regiment of artillery 
surveyors somewhat eclipsing our 2/1st Aust 
Topo Svy Coy in the Middle East. It was like 
that in Vietnam also; but that’s another story. 
 
Bendigo Gold: Perhaps George Lansell is 
having the last laugh after all (refer Bulletin 28 
page 8). The Kangaroo Flat deep gold mine 
has hit disaster – too little gold and huge cost 
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over-runs. It is to close with the loss of 250 
jobs. There is no joy in that. 
 
From the South Australian Newsletter (43) 
 
First Friday drinks continue at the Saracens Head 
Hotel at 5.00 pm. 
 
Gordon Haswell of Bendigo had something of a 
‘heart scare’ which proved to be nothing to worry 
about. His pride and joy these days is a Toyoto dual 
cab 4WD with a number plate RASVY-1. Wife Dot’s 
car is RASVY-2. How’s that for Corps pride? 
 
Alex Czornohalen and wife Glenda had a two 
week holiday in north Queensland. While there he 
ran into Graham Hepple who was posted the the 
survey troop at Nui Dat as cook. (A few of us 
Queenslanders attending the Rocky Creek 
Memorial dedication in August 2005 also met up 
with Graham. He holds his RA Svy experience in 
high regard.) 
 
Mick Rice served with the Survey Troop at Nui Dat 
with Darby Munro in1969. Darby phoned him 
recently for a chat. Mick since leaving the Corps 
took a position as a union secretary representing 
several small unions and more recently has worked 
administering industrial superannuation funds. At 60 
he is about to retire. Mick lives at Yankalilla, SA. 
 
Keith Barber keeps in touch with Darby Munro and 
phones him from time to time for an often lengthy 
chat. Darby says that Keith at 85 retains a razor 
sharp memory. Keith is going to commit his Corps 
memories to tape for the SA history project. 
 
Rob Langley with wife Julie and son Damon has 
taken some long service leave to tour Europe. 
 
Allan Adsett ( Co-editor of the SA Newsletter) and 
wife Judyne took a holiday in New Zealand in 
December-January. 

 
Jim Dunn underwent surgery last year for bowel 
cancer. Not good but Jim has made a great 
recovery after a fairly harrowing recuperation 
period. 
 
Sam Chambers in Bendigo has made a good 
recovery after emergency surgery for an aneurism. 
This occurred a couple of years ago and Darby 
reports that Sam is now as fit as ever. He has 
recently been visiting an old mate in PNG on a 
venture to recover WW2 relics using air 
photography and GPS   

 

Ian Thompson lives at Gympie. He rang Darby for 
a chat sending regards to all those he served with at 
Keswick Barracks in the early 1960s. Ed: there’s 
another potential Queensland Association member. 
If I can find out his address I will send Ian a Qld 
Bulletin. 
 
John Frith attended a map trade conference in 
Singapore in December. John won a prize for his 
tourist map of Kangaroo Island. He has sold 1000 
copies to the local tourist industry. Ed: Perhaps 
there is some truth in the saying that old 
cartographers never die – they just keep producing 
maps! 
 
Darby caught up with Bob Mason having lunch at 
the Bendigo RSL. Bob is self employed in the lead 
lighting trade and is something of an orchid fancier. 
He has an extensive collection of orchids. Bob 
spends some time lecturing groups on orchards. 
 
John Hillier has had a year he would prefer to 
forget. An ulcerated duodenum put him in intensive 
care after an emergency operation. John has made 
a good recovery. Then in September he had a total 
right hip replacement and is lined up for a left hip 
replacement shortly. (Ed: no doubt old NRJ will be 
climbing mountains again soon after that.) 
 
RA Svy Memorial Project at Keswick Barracks 
has met with a snag – getting written confirmation 
from the barracks manager to use the intended site 
at the  northern end of the parade ground. Darby 
promises that he will not give up. 

 
From the Ex Fortuna Survey Association 
Inc ‘Magna Carto’ 
 
Fortuna: The November 06 issue of Magna Carto 
deals mainly with the future of Fortuna once DIGO 
moves to green pastures at Long Lea. A Fortuna 
Public Meeting took place on the 2

nd
 May 06 called 

by the President of the Bendigo Historical Society 
chaired by the Mayor of Greater Bendigo. Many 
local speakers presented ideas and suggestions on 
the future use of the Villa. Don Swiney attended and 
injected into the meeting some practical advice on 
the considerable cost of maintaining Fortuna. 
On the 14

th
 November 2006 as part of its 50

th
 

anniversary celebrations the National Trust of 
Victoria sponsored an information session called 
‘Fortuna Behind the Façade’. A number of 
interesting papers were presented on the history 
and possible uses. Nothing was resolved at either 
meeting. 
Perhaps all that can be said at this point is that the 
future of Fortuna is undecided and is likely to 
remain so for some time yet. 
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Association Plaque: The Ex Fortuna Association is 
investigating the production of a plaque resembling 
the old RA Svy Plaque in antique bronze with a 
badge similar to our miniature lapel badge. Also in 
mind is a re-run of the Corps plaque. (Ed: anyone 
interested in either shoud advise Secretary Barry 
Lutwyche) 
 
Peter Biorac is retiring from the GIS Department of 
the Bendigo Regional Institute of TAFE to become 
landed gentry at Shelbourne. 
 
Graham Ragless lives in Adelaide where he is a 
Practice Manager for a medical day surgery since 
leaving the army. 
 
Dan McLuskey was in touch with the Ex Fortuna 
Association with suggestions on the future use of 
Fortuna. Ed: Hmmm.. I wonder what they were? 

 
From the Western Australian ‘Westlink’ 
 
The December issue of ‘Westlink’ contains a 
number of significant articles and reports. 
 
Ray Wilkins, a WW2 veteran of 4 Field Survey 
Company has made contact with the WA 
Association. Ray lives in Darwin and at the age of 
81 from a photo of himself he looks remarkably fit 
for his age. In an email to Brian Mead Ray states 
that after WW2 an association of former and 
permanent Survey Corps members was formed in 
Perth. He attended the meetings for a number of 
years until he moved from the city. He then lost 
track of the blokes he served with. In a brief profile 
of his life Ray says he worked with Westrail as a 
draftsman from 1954 and left as an assistant 
engineer in 1972 to become a professional 
fisherman at Jurien Bay. Ray’s wife died in 1984 
and Ray bought a block at Humty Doo. He lives in 
Darwin and Ray say that is where he will probably 
stay – though nothing is set in concrete in this life. 
 
Jo Mazzarol’s 80

th
 birthday is comprehensively 

reported. It was, as one might expect, quite an 
event. 
 
Bob McKenna has contributed an interesting article 
he calls ‘Bomford’s Year’ – the year Captain Tony 
Bomford RE spent with the Western Command 
Field Survey Unit in 1959. Bob’s article is an 
interesting reflection of this remarkable man. The 
article is a comprehensive account of field 
operations in the Kimberleys in that year.            
(Ed: somehow we have to get these articles and 
reminiscences into our website for all to read.) 

 

Dr Noel Sproles article on the F24 camera 

‘Cameras are not just for taking photographs’ is 
published in full – another worthwhile contribution to 
the annals of the Survey Corps. 
 
Frank Cohen provides a collection of 
reminiscences dating back to 1943 – again 
something for the Survey Corps annals. 

 
SICK LIST 
Bruce Cockburn is in the John Hunter Hospital 
in Newcastle and had a brain tumour removed 
successfully.  
 
VALE 
James William (Jim) Reneker (NX 170910) 
passed away on 5th January 2007 aged 82 
years. Jim retired from the Corps at the rank of 
Warrant Officer Class 1. Jim had WW2 service 
in infantry with 1/33rd Battalion on the Kokoda 
Track. He transferred to Survey and undertook 
one of the early basic courses at Balcombe 
and then spent much of his survey service in 
Eastern Command. Jim was laid to rest at the 
Allambe Memorial park on Thursday 11th 
January 2007 with his beloved wife Patricia. He 
is survived by daughter Carolyn, son-in-law Jim 
and grandchildren Haylee and Caitlin. 
 
Warren Chadwick died in a single car accident 
at Maiden Gully near Bendigo on 10 April 2006. 

…………………………………… 
 
 

DAVE & BILL’VE ‘HAD THE GONG’ 

 
 Ed: In the last Bulletin there is a short account of 
the epic bike ride by those two veteran 
cartographers Bill Boyd and Dave Thompson. I 
asked Bill to provide a more detailed account 
suitable for publication in this Bulletin and he surely 
has done that in great style. Bill comments….  
It has been written in the best of RASvy traditions 
i.e. chronometrically accurate date time references 
to gladden the heart of celestial observers and the 
maintenance of verbatim dialogue, in the tradition of 
precise maintenance of shape and linework by our 
renowned cartographers. 
  
It has been edited by Dave Thomson who endorses 
the above statement. 
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DAVE & BILL’VE ‘HAD THE ‘GONG’ 
 
March 2006, after about five months of 
five days a week bike riding. 
 
Dave: Now we’re in some sort of nick, how 
about “The ‘Gong”? 
Bill: Yeah I’ve had the gong more times 
than I care to recall trying to bloody catch 
you!  
Dave: No, the annual fundraiser ride from 
Sydney to Wollongong. 
Bill: What! Ride my bike from Sydney to 
Wollongong? 
Dave: Yeah! 
Bill: Pig’s arse! 
 

June 2006 

Dave: I printed this off the Multiple 
Sclerosis fund raising web site for “The 
‘Gong Ride”. 

Bill: Yeah, Wollongong hasn’t come any 
closer to Sydney has it? 
Dave: No! The purpose of the exercise is for 
you to get closer to The ‘Gong on your bike. 
Bill: Yeah, pig’s arse! 

August 2006 

Dave: I’ve worked out a course from 
Gosford up around Toukley. I reckon it’d be 
about an eighty kilometres round trip. It’ll 
be a good indicator as to how we’d go on 
The ‘Gong Ride. 
Bill: Yeah we should be able to do it. We’re 
not dead after our daily thirty six 
kilometres. 
Dave: Well how about tomorrow? 
Bill: Pig’s arse! Haven’t you seen the 
weather forecast? It’s going to blow like 
buggery! Bugger pushing into the wind. 
Yeah, remember what Tommy Patterson 
used to say, “When you’re riding a bike, it’s 
uphill in both directions”. See how we go 
next week. 
 
Next week 
Dave: How do you feel now after eighty 
one point three kilometres? 

Bill: A bit stiff, but that’s because I got cold 
when we stopped to talk to the blokes at 
the bike shop. 

Dave: So how do you reckon you’d go on 
The ‘Gong Ride? 
Bill: Pig’s arse! You know the hills between 
Gosford and Toukley are much smaller 
than the ones between Sydney and 
Wollongong! 
Dave: Well we can see how we go on 
Kariong Hill then! 
Bill: Kariong! Pig’s arse! The car’s flat 
strap getting up the bloody thing let alone 
going up on the bike! 

October 2006 

Dave: Gee it’s exhilarating coming down 

the other side of Kariong Hill into Woy Woy! 
Bill: Yeah, if you’re game to keep your 
fingers off the brake levers long enough. 
Death by heart attack on the up side and 
death by speeding on the down side. 
Dave: Yeah I got up to sixty seven 
kilometres an hour! 
Bill: Well fifty five was plenty fast enough 

for me. You’re lucky you didn’t bloody fall 
off and kill yourself. 
Dave: Yeah, it was just like when I was a 
kid in WA. 

St Peters Sydney, 5 Nov 06 0628:06L 

 
Bill: We really appreciate both of you 
bringing us down and being our support 
team. 
Danielle (Bills daughter): Wayne reckons 

it’s a good change from you watching him 
sweat on the baseball field. It’s a bit dark, 
but stand still while I take a photo of you 
both. We’ll compare it to the photo we take 
at the finish line in The ‘Gong’. 

5 Nov 06 0700:03L 

Dave: We’re not supposed to start until 
quarter past, but every other bugger’s 
going, so let’s go. 
Bill: Well nobody seems to care too much. 
The park’s like an ants’ nest. Do you 

reckon there’s really 11,000 people here? 
Dave: No. Some aren’t doing the ninety 
kilometres. They’re  starting at Heathcote 
and only doing fifty six. …..and two more 
joined the thousands already pushing. 
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5 Nov 06 0733:11L 

Bill: That poor sheila was lying pretty still. 
I wonder how she came off. 

Dave: Dunno, but she didn’t look too good. 
At least the others around her were making 
sure there wasn’t a pile up on top of 
her…and thousands kept on pushing. 

5 Nov 06 0748:23L 

Bill: Y’ know it’d be a real pain to be like 
all these poor buggers with punctures. I 
reckon I’ve seen about twenty punctures 
since we started! 
Dave: Yeah. What about the poor buggers 
bleeding with bits of bark off them. That 

wouldn’t be much fun either! We haven’t 
actually seen anyone fall though. …and 
thousands kept on pushing. 

5 Nov 06 0836:17L 

Dave: Oh, my goodness gracious William, 
my jolly back tyre seems to be flat. How 
inconvenient. 
Bill: Oh, dear dear, David. We’re at the 
bottom of one of the biggest hills of the ride 
and we have to stop and lose our 

momentum to fix the puncture. Tch tch! 
…and thousands kept on pushing. 

5 Nov 0853:07L 

Bill: Going up the hill’s bad enough, but 
this southerly’s not very bloody helpful! 
Dave: No and some of the other riders 
who’ve done this before, reckon it’ll get 
bloody worse too! …and thousands kept 
on pushing. 

5 Nov 06 1000:13L 

Dave: It’s a long uphill drag here to 
Waterfall. Looks like this is the marshal 
controlled steep decent into the Royal 

National Park. 
Bill: Yeah I’m glad I caught up with you 
again. I’m buggered if I could find you in 
the hordes of bikes. Lucky you’ve got the 
only green glow backpack in the whole 
11,000 riders or I wouldn’t have found you. 
Dave: We’ll need to take it steady here. 
Bill: Yeah just like the Woy Woy side of 

Kariong Hill eh? 
Dave: No there’s too many people here to 
get too smart. …and hundreds waited for 
the marshal. 

5 Nov 06 1031:31L 

Bill: Bloody hell I’ve lost him again. 
Where’s that green glow pack. There it is. 
No it’s some other bugger. I thought he 
was the only one. …and thousands kept 
on pushing. 

5 Nov 06 1034:59L 

Bill: Yeah that’s him, I’ll pass him and he 
can look for me for a change! G’day Dave, 
I’ve bloodywell found you again! …and 
thousands kept on pushing. 

5 Nov 06 1037:51L 

Bill: Oh bother! That chap tried to pass 
me and then fell in front of me. Goodness, 
I don’t want to run over his neck. Perhaps 
I should swerve - there that’s better. I 
didn’t decapitate him and bloody up his 
nice green glow back pack. Oh dear dear, 
that might have been David. Perhaps I 

should go back and look. Tch, tch, 
crossing to the left through the other 
riders takes some time. 
Bill: Oh goodness gracious David whatever 
happened? 
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Dave (nursing his left arm): Well William, 
another rider inadvertently cut me off and 
hit my front wheel. We had both gone 
forward to tell another rider he’d lost his 
speedo. 
One of four other riders who stopped: 
We can’t ring out for an ambulance. There’s 
no coverage. Someone said he’ll tell them at 
the next rest stop. Your mate’s bike’s OK. 
It’s on the other side of the road.  
Bill: Thanks very much for stopping and 
helping. Here Dave, I’ll hang your arm from 
your neck with this bandage, I haven’t got 
a sling. Now I’ll put some of this special 
ointment on your bleeding spots. There 
there David, I really do promise it won’t 
sting, really and truly. You’d better keep 
the bits and pieces of your helmet. You can 
thank the grandchildren for giving it to you 
last Christmas. Just smile while I take your 
photo. …and thousands kept on pushing. 

5 Nov 06 1106:34L 

Motorbike riding paramedic: Looks like a 
broken collarbone. How do you handle 
morphine?  
Dave: It gives me a headache. 
Bill: He’d know. He’s had more than his 
share in the past. ( The paramedic gave Bill 
a strange look.) 

Paramedic: That’ll settle you down until 
the ambulance arrives. The RTA would 
probably take the bike to the rest station for 
you. …and thousands kept on pushing. 
 
5 Nov 06 1132:06L 
Bill: You look comfortable in the ambulance 

caravan Dave. Your bike’ll be safe until 
Danielle and Wayne bring me back to get it. 
The Ambos said you’re going to Sutherland 
Hospital. We’ll get you after we get your 
bike. Here’s your pack and wallet. Have 
you got a headache? 
Dave: No. First time ever. 
Bill: See you at the hospital boy. Well I 

suppose I just “follow those bikes”. …and 
thousands kept on pushing. 
 
5 Nov 06 1202:18L 
Bill: Hello Wayne! I’m at the top of the hill 
at Stanwell Park. Dave’s in hospital. We 
need a quick getaway from the finish line. 

Wayne: Righto! How is he? 
Bill: Well his bike’s in better nick than 
Dave, but his helmet’s buggered. See you 
at the finish line. 
Wayne: Yeah I’ll have the camera. It’s 
raining here. 
Bill: Is it? See you. …and thousands kept 
on pushing. 
 
5 Nov 06 1215:47L 
Bill: Now the new Seacliff Bridge. Oh deary 

me that wind is jolly strong. I do so dislike 
headwinds. Those children riding on the 
footpath are freewheeling north up a slope!! 
…and thousands kept on pushing…south. 
 
5 Nov 06 1309:11 
Wayne: Just move so the finish sign’s in 
the picture. That’s it. Hungry?  

Bill:  I’ll eat Dave’s lunch too. He’s got 
other things on his mind. 
Wayne: How’d you handle the 30kh 
headwind? 
Bill: Not knowing it was that strong 
probably kept me going. 
Wayne: That’s why I didn’t tell you on the 

phone. The rain we got here was 
horizontal…and thousands kept on 
pushing. 
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5 Nov 06 1500:00L 
Dave: Danielle didn’t take my photo in the 
hospital bed.  
Bill: She didn’t want to embarrass you. 
Dave: It’s all part of the comedy! Why not? 
Bill: Your sense of humour is so quaint 
David. Just keep your right arm around me 
and I’ll hold on around your waist. Here 
they are in the car. Can you step into the 
front seat? I’ll keep hold of you. Can you lift 
your knee? 

Dave: It’s good to be out of the hospital. 
Now Wayne, to get home, turn right out of 
the gate and……and thousands still kept 
on pushing.  
 

FRANK YOUNG: 1966 to now 

 
I've been interested to learn about ex-Survey Corps 
colleague's military and post service life, so I have 
taken up Bob's offer to outline my history. I 
completed a Basic Surveying Course on 9

th
 

December 1966, an Intermediate Surveying Course 
on 4

th
 December 1968 and an Advanced Surveying 

Course June 1970. 
 
My first posting was to 2 Field Survey Squadron, 
Randwick from where I experienced the greatest 
period of my life continually in the field through 
northern NSW; Tenterfield, Grafton, Inverell, Moree, 
Narrabri, Glenn Innes and Lismore up to the 
Queensland border. There were other trips such as 
Nyah (Victoria) in 1967 to connect the geodetic 
control network that extended from Queensland 
through NSW and Victoria to South Australia. Then 
followed trips to the Kimberly region (March - 
August 1968) and PNG in 1969 based at Goroka. 
 
One field trip (1967) was to connect the geodetic 
control network that extended from Queensland 
through NSW and Victoria to South Australia. We 
camped in the Nyah showgrounds beside the 
Murray River, ate snake, swam in the river and 
worked long hours including most nights. Being the 
most trusted(?) of the new recruits I was given a 
temporary drivers licence. Unfortunately I was 
persuaded to have a drag race back from the West 
Nyah pub to our camp. I was winning as we entered 
the show grounds and, during a bit of a slide, wiped 
out a large strainer post next to the show ground's 
ticket hut smashing in the right side of the 
Landrover. The next day I was told to continue 
driving, but only the damaged Landrover with the 
driver's door that wouldn't open. That night I had to 
remain in the camp with all the oldies (Sergeants 
and Warrant Officers) who sat round a fire drinking 

and reminiscing with miserable me on the edge of 
the group. It took some time to realise that the 
stories were all about the things they did wrong and 
the trouble they got into - I felt better for their 
therapy but was left with the same vehicle despite 
being "the far more responsible and careful driver 
than the others". There had to be an investigation 
and I sent a report to Major Ted Laker in Sydney. 
Ted returned the report with some edits ‘if I wished 
to accept the changes’: Apparently, while driving 
between the gates in poor visibility after a long day’s 
work, this post jumped out and whacked the side of 
the vehicle. I accepted the edits – the start of a 
friendship with Ted and support over many following 
years. 
 
We generally worked long hours and completed 
drawing and reports at night, so at the finish of the 
trip I phoned Major Laker to say we would be 
another five days and be in Sydney on Friday 
afternoon. Ted then said that he expected us at that 
time with the work totally completed; ‘and, make 
sure the Landrover is kept out of sight’ 
 
The Kimberly trip encompassed Fitzroy, Broome, 
Derby, Kununurra, the Kimberly ranges and 
numerous offshore islands. It was mostly Aerodist 
work; barometric heighting mostly done by 
helicopter; some road work and some movement by 
the patrol boat HMAS Advance.. We had to occupy 
an area some kilometres off the coast described on 
old maps as ‘low rocks exposed at low tide’. Flying 
out over the ocean to a small patch of probably 
submerged rocks was interesting, especially given 
the navigation aids of the time and not knowing if 
‘low rocks’ was accurately mapped. It turned out to 
be a very small island (about 30m by 50m) occupied 
by birds and 70% covered in up to a metre of 
guano. Other islands were occupied, such as 
Troughton Island, which contained two houses, a 
weather and radio direction finding tracking station 
and a light aircraft landing strip from one end to the 
other. There was an odd side trip, one being to 
Darwin (to me it seemed a run down small town with 
one small super market and a pub) to fill the 
Caribou with beer and some food. Occasionally 
there were better camp sites; the ‘Tablelands’ 
homestead was one of those luxury stays were you 
were a welcome visitor. We were of course well 
equipped for the dry season conditions but morale 
and equipment did not cope to well with 300mm of 
rain and 90 knot winds in a few hours overnight in 
the open conditions. 
 
A good laugh was always appreciated, even if it was 
at the expense of others. At the Kalumburu base 
camp we had a constructed toilet block; five 
pedestals in a concrete floor over a large pit. There 
was a central divider so that two pedestals were on 
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the senior staff side and three for the rest. Everyday 
someone would splash petrol into the pit and light it. 
This one day the person forgot the matches, and 
while he obtained a packet Noel Clutterbuck (the Q 
store custodian) sat down for a session, unobserved 
by the ‘lighting’ person, but noted by an expectant 
crowd of onlookers. Next minute there was whump 
as the petrol ignited and four seat lids slammed 
open, then a yell that preceded Noel flying pant-less 
out the door wanting to kill someone. As the 
laughter died down we went bush to do our work 
and keep secret the name of the person who ignited 
the petrol. 
 
On the 13

th
 July 1969 I flew by Hercules military 

transport aircraft from Sydney, via Brisbane to 
Goroka, PNG, returning on 25 November 1969. I 
spent some time at Angoram, on the Sepik River, 
and much further up the Sepik River on a small hill. 
Other places included the private Kar Kar Island 
and mission locations in the Western Highlands. I 
was also involved in some work around Mendi and 
Mount Karamui, an extinct volcano consisting of 
three peaks around the cone area. One peak had a 
very old trig station with a classic radial timber 
platform around an eccentric (for triangulation 
observations) beside a beacon erected in a huge 
rock cairn over the trig point. 
 
From Sydney I was sent to do a job at Kapooka 
near Wagga Wagga, NSW, the place of my recruit 
training and still a very formal and proper place. 
Scruffy surveyors, not wearing a hat, were shouted 
at but we ignored them all. While walking, someone 
shouted ‘swing those arms’, to which my automatic 
response was to do so for about 4 paces, but only 
until I realised I was not part of this place and was 
working as a surveyor.  
 
Another south of Sydney job was in the Braidwood 
area near Canberra. At one stage I was posted to 
Victoria Barracks in Sydney, away from the unit in 
Randwick, to do office work and so miss out on field 
trips - a devastating experience.  
 
I returned to Perth (16th January 1971) with the 
idea of getting out of the army. I spent some time in 
Fremantle (the old harbour control tower) in charge 
of the photogrammetry section which was doing 3 
eight hour shifts per day. 
 
One field trip was to take a young national service 
lieutenant into the bush to induct him into the 
Survey Corps’ way of doing things – as a ‘field 
hardened sergeant’ I got jobs like this. It was a good 
trip and we discovered one of John Forrest’s (one 
time surveyor explorer and WA Governor) 
trigonometric stations: he had placed a small rock 
cairn over a wooden peg lying on its side over a drill 

hole in a large boulder on top of a hill. The wood 
had disintegrated and left a wood powder peg 
outline: a fascinating and unique experience. One of 
the two other things I remember was sleeping in the 
Landrover in a gravel pit somewhere near Geraldton 
so that we could meet  our work schedule the 
following day. Another trip was mapping large 
below-sea-level areas inland near Lancelin.  
 
In 1973 the Army sponsored me to Curtin (WAIT) 
University to complete about 2.5 years of work. Jim 
Corless started with me with Graham Baker a year 
ahead. Ken Lyons was a lecturer. I applied for and 
received a commission as a 2nd lieutenant in early 
1975: I was a sergeant under the directions of WOII 
Noel Clutterbuck and a commissioned officer the 
following week. I don't think Noel ever quite came to 
grips with this and while I managed things overall I 
let him get on with the day-to-day tasking. My next 
posting was to the School of Military Survey, 
Bonegilla, Victoria starting in 6th March 1975.  
 
After being there for several weeks I was packed off 
to Melbourne for an Objectives Writing and Training 
Systems course in April 1975 with Jim Mitchell and 
then a Methods of Instruction course in Sydney in 
March 1976. The Senior Instructors position for 
those three years (1975-1977) was generally 
enjoyable but had its moments. Being short staffed I 
was managing the surveying, photogrammetry and 
cartography section on my own until Jim Mitchell 
arrived. I also conducted the Survey Corps' first 
ever field camp with female and male students, 
much against the wishes of the CO. Because of the 
shortage of cartographic staff I also conducted an 
inter corps general duties drafting course on my 
own: a thoroughly enjoyable experience and I learnt 
so much keeping just ahead of the students. My 
next posting was to Sydney before being sent on a 
long field trip to Irian Jaya. Following that it was time 
to leave and enjoy married life together. 
 
I spent my first year out of the army renovating a 
house in Perth and completing a Graduate Diploma 
in Education in 1978. In 1979 I took a three year 
lecturing job at the University of Technology, Lae, 
PNG. During this very interesting time I was involved 
in course development work and started a Masters 
of Science degree in shallow water mapping using 
Landsat imagery. 
 
On my return to Perth I took a three year contract at 
the University of Southern Queensland (then the 
DDIAE) and completed my masters in 1987. Apart 
from a one year staff exchange to Perth in 1989 I 
have remained at USQ completing my PhD in 1997, 
becoming the Head of Department in 2002, 
promoted to Associate Professor in 2005 and 
awarded Fellow of the Spatial Sciences Institute in 
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2006. Having introduced significant curriculum 
changes at USQ and being very involved with the 
spatial sciences profession in Queensland, my next 
challenge will be retirement - very soon!. 

 

BOOK REVIEW –  
SURVEYING QUEENSLAND 1839-1945 

 

 
 
I made some mention of this in our previous 
Bulletin of this fascinating account of our early 
Queensland pioneer surveyors. Written and 
produced by our honorary member Bill Kitson, 
curator the Queensland Museum of Mapping 
and Surveying and Dr Judith McKay of the 
Queensland Museum ‘Surveying Queensland’ 
is outstanding contribution to the history of 
surveying in Australia. Of particular interest to 
military surveyors are Chapter 6 Marine 
Surveys and Chapter 11 Defence. The latter is 
a comprehensive account of surveyor/soldiers 
in and from Queensland from colonial times, 
through two world wars and the periods 
between. It, with the rest of the volume, is 
illustrated with numerous photographs and 
maps from Bill Kitson’s unique collection. In 
dealing with defence mapping and surveys the 
authors show a fine understanding of the 
military ethos, its structures and role in both 
war and peace. In particular, the history of 
Queensland’s own 1st Field Survey Company 
(later 5th) from its raising and training at Kilcoy 
to its eventual deployment overseas. 

Copies of Surveying Queensland may be purchased 
from the Queensland Museum, PO Box 3300, South 
Brisbane BC, Qld 4101. Price $35.00 – postage 
extra. 

 
JACKO’S STORY 

Richard Jackson-Hope 

 
Ed: Many of us who served with the Regiment’s 
Topographic Squadron during the late 50s and 60s 
would remember Richard Jackson-Hope known to 
most of us as ‘Jacko’. Jacko lives a Springwood in 
NSW and is currently trying to revive the NSW RA 
Survey Association. He was elected acting 
president last Anzac Day. Jacko has been reflecting 
on his first experience in the outback. 
 
While watching the story of Kathy Freeman visiting 
Western Australia and the Northern Territory 
recently I was reminded of my time in northern 
Queensland and the Northern Territory working on 
the Tellurometer traverse from Mount Isa in 
Queensland to Camooweal in the Northern 
Territory. I was always grateful to Major Jim 
Stedman when he put his faith in me to go on the 
1960 field trip and like a few others on that trip we 
went away boys and came back men. I have never 
forgotten the first of three trips I have made to what 
we Australians term the outback. The vista of the 
landscape captures one’s imagination; it plays tricks 
on your mind with its rugged beauty and stark 
colours. 
 
The trip from Bendigo to Camooweal took ten days 
and after leaving Coober Pedy the Stuart Highway 
north was just a graded track sometimes a metre 
below ground level. It had rained on our way north 
and our vehicles on reaching Alice Springs were 
caked in red mud. We had a day in the Alice to 
wash them down and then a bit of time off to take in 
that historical town. Our day there coincided with 
the Central Australian (mostly Indigenous) Games 
where we watched some surprisingly good athletes. 
North of Alice Springs the war-time Stuart Highway 
to Darwin was sealed and then heading east from 
Tennant Creek the Barkley Highway took us to 
Camooweal and our base camp location on the 
airstrip just east of the town.  
 
The campsite had been used by Topo Squadron in 
1858 when they ran the tellurometer traverse from 
Charters Towers to Tennant Creek. It was a dusty 
old place and this time we were determined to make 
it a bit more habitable. Some innovative individuals 
acquired drums of war time coal tar from the town 
dump, heated them up and set about constructing 
sealed footpaths around the camp. With a concrete 



 15 

mixer borrowed from the local road gang we poured 
slabs for the shower blocks. 
 

 
Left: Bill Hill & Des 
Moore pouring 
 concrete base for 
shower 

 
 
 
Below: Mal Hayes, Bob 
Thompson,  
Jim Stedman tarring the 
footpath  

 
With the base camp 
reasonably well set up 
the traverse party 
headed north in the 
general direction the 
traverse would take. 
Aerial reconnaissance 
had been carried out 
in 1958 and we had a 
fair idea where the 
stations would be 
sited. The general 
route of the traverse 
was north from 
Yelvertoft through 
Riversleigh to Lawn Hill then to Doomagee , 
Corinda, Westmoreland, Wollogorang on the border 
of the Northern Territory then to Calvert Hills, 
Robinson River then down the escarpment to the 
coastal plain west to Boroloola, linking with the 
Boroloola-Mount Hensman traverse carried out in 
1959. There were three components within the 
traverse party; reconnaissance which included 
station clearing and marking, angle observation, 
and distance measurement. Angles were observed 
at night with a geodetic theodolite, the five inch 
Tavistock that could measure angles directly to 
point two of a second of arc. Distances were 
measured with the newly developed electronic 
distance measuring equipment (EDM), the 
Tellurometer that could measure distance to an 
accuracy of a few centimetres in twenty miles. Our 
vehicles were very new Landrovers (only recently 
acquired by the army to replace the old Jeeps) and 
Studebaker 6x6 two and a half ton trucks. These 
were rugged vehicles and had been in ‘mothball’ 
storage since World War 2. Before leaving Bendigo 
they had to be cleaned down of the grease used to 
preserve them during their years of storage. Our 
traverse party left with two Studebakers carrying the 
Bilby towers and half a dozen Landrovers and 
trailers. 

 
From Mount Isa to Calvert Hills traverse stations 
were on hill tops but north of Calvert Hills the 
country was relatively flat and the remaining 
stations to Borooloola required the erection of Bilby 
Towers. That was the job of the reconnaissance 
party of which I was a member. Sgt Norm Vaughan 
ran the EDM party, Corporal Bob Skitch the angle 
observation party and Cpl Tom Royle the 
reconnaissance party. Bob had overall control of the 
traverse. Some of the fellows I remember were Bob 
(Thomo) Thompson, Don Cocker, Dave Owens, 
Mick Symmons, Ian Bryant, Bill Jeffrey, Bruce 
Cockburn, Neil Griggs, Bill Hill, Andy Millar, Barry 
Harms, Dennis Woods, Joe Farrington, Tony 
Slattery and others. Colin Clarke was our cook. 
Fortuna’s RSM, Warrant Officer Class 1 Des Moore 
came to the field that year, perhaps to give him a 
break from regimental duties. I remember he did a 
bit of photo annotation. 
 
We were to meet some interesting characters along 
the way and have some interesting experiences. 
 
We arrived at Doomagee Mission on the Nicholson 
River hot and dusty after a long near cross-country 
trek from Lawn Hill (the track was nearly non-
existent) and we took the opportunity to leap into 
the fast flowing and beautifully fresh and cold 
Nicholson River at the crossing just south of the 
mission station. We were thoroughly enjoying the 
experience when someone noticed a floating log 
that turned out to be a fresh water crocodile. No – 
they are not man-eating – but we rapidly left the 
water for the bank not wishing to test the theory. 
Our small convoy continued into the mission station 
where we received a cool reception – we were 
invited by the manager to leave and we did, heading 
west along the northern side of the Nicholson 
towards Corinda about 20 kilometres distant. 
 
We made camp a few kilometres out of Doomadgee 
and after cooking up a bit of tinned tucker settled 
down into our bedrolls for the night. A bit short of 
midnight we were awoken by the sound of many 
female voices. It seems that our brief incursion into 
Doomagee had excited some interest amongst the 
mission girls and about twenty of them – all 
teenagers – had broken out and followed our tracks 
to our campsite, ostensibly to listen to our radio. 
Perhaps they were simply en-route to Corinda 
where I understand they had some blood 
connection with the manager’s girl. After half an 
hour or so Bob, with concern for our reputation, 
suggested they leave. They did and the following 
morning as we were scratching up some breakfast 
the manager’s truck pulled in asking the girls 
whereabouts. Bob dealt with him as diplomatically 
as possible and he continued to Corinda. We 
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followed soon after and were rather surprised to see 
the girls perched in the branches of a very large fig 
tree next to the Corinda homestead – if you could 
call it that. I felt sad for them, as their future life was 
to be one of servitude.  
 
We passed through Westmoreland. The track 
passed the old Westmoreland homestead, 
apparently unoccupied and in a semi-ruined state. 
Wollogorang homestead on Settlement Creek just 
across the border in the Northern Territory was a 
little more picturesque although quite run-down. The 
station manager (if he could be called that) insisted 
on introducing us to his new bride of two days who 
was all of fifteen years of age. 
 
We reached Calvert Hills in the late afternoon and 
met with the Camp family who owned both Calvert 
Hills and Robinson River, the adjoining property to 
the north. We rapidly realized that we were at last 
on a well-run working property. The homestead was 
in good condition and clearly the home of a large 
family. Stockman’s quarters, mustering yards, 
fences and gates were all well constructed and 
maintained. The Camp family was in mourning 
having that day buried Jack Camp senior. The wake 
was over and a number of people were departing, 
nevertheless we were made very welcome. We 
were asked to assist in driving the younger Jack 
Camp’s Landrover back to Robinson River since 
that was where we were heading that night. The job 
fell to me and I will never forget that drive 
accompanied by an aboriginal stockman as guide. 
The Landrover had no brakes or workable clutch, no 
muffler and had to be push started to get it going; 
there was no stopping once you were under way. 
We were racing along this dusty bush track with tall 
spear grass on either side when Bill the aboriginal 
stockman just about turned white with fear as he 
yelled out; “There is a creek coming up with a sharp 
left hand turn.” As I rattle through the gears to slow 
down we shot around the bend in a cloud of dust on 
two wheels then down through the creek and up the 
other side, Bill with a white toothy smile said; “Man 
you sure can drive.” I suspect it was a case of good 
luck more than good driving. 
 
To my mind Jack Camp the owner of Robinson 
River was one of the toughest men I have ever 
encountered. There was no nonsense with Jack; 
anyone who crossed him took the consequences. 
To survive in that country you had to be tough – like 
the time Jack’s horse died and he walked for three 
days back to the homestead with his saddle and a 
wild bull following him the entire time. We believed 
his story. Jack was married and the Robinson River 
homestead was old but comfortable. We became 
aware of a domestic problem that is probably 
repeated many times in rural Australia. Jack’s sister 

had married a city bloke, Ken Livingstone, a nice 
fellow who was on the property to learn the ropes. 
Ken and his wife occupied a sparsely furnished pre-
fab dwelling a 100 yards or so from the main 
homestead. There was clearly no love lost between 
Jack’s wife and his married sister although Jack and 
Ken seemed to hit it off quite well. 
 

 
Ken Livingstone, Tom Royle, Jack Camp 

 
We made the Robinson River homestead area our 
field base while we recced and cleared stations to 
the north and south most to the north requiring the 
erection of Bilby towers. The tower party moved to 
the Foelsche River crossing east of Borroloola 
where we had fresh water as the upper reaches of 
the Foelsche River was out of the reach of the tides. 
This was when our fun began – talk about great 
coats off great coats on. We erected and pulled 
down tower after tower trying to get a line of sight 
across that flat tree studded area. The trees were 
just about the same height as the towers, then Bob 
suggested we should look for sites away from the 
track. Tom Royle and I set off through the scrub on 
a compass bearing in one of our faithful 6X6 
Studebaker trucks looking for higher ground the rest 
of the party was not sure they would ever see us 
again. The only high ground we found was useless. 
It was a huge mound of sandstone blocks that for 
the entire world looked like some huge temple that 
had collapsed into a pile of rubble. It was like some 
lost city. 
 
We had been quite a few weeks on the job and the 
traverse had been going quite well with angles 
observed and distances measured. During this 
trying period Bob had the misfortune to break a 
tooth which after a while became infected. The pain 
became so bad he found it was affecting his 
concentration and his angle observations. Tom 
Royle offered to pull it out with the oily pliers from 
the tool box but Bob declined, Finally Bob decided 
he needed to return to the Camooweal base and 
have it attended to and the opportunity to do so 
presented when Sgt Harry Wright, our transport 
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NCO arrived with the two and a half ton 6x6 
Studebaker loaded with MT Gas and supplies 
including some pain relief for Bob. Bob departed on 
the return trip and he said afterwards that the two 
days spent bouncing around in the front seat of the 
Stude were two of the most miserable he could 
remember. Arrival at Camooweal  was followed by a 
quick trip to Mount Isa and a dentist who extracted 
the offending fang. Bob was back a few days later, 
this time via the historical ‘Elsie Homestead’ and 
Bob tells of an interesting and somewhat bizarre 
incident that occurred on that trip. 
 

T
Tower construction – Ian Bryant, Tom Royle, Barry 
Harmes 

 
Our party finally reached Boroloola and there I met 
Tas Festing the Northern Territory government 
representative. Tas wore a number of government 
hats and seemed to have the authority conferred on 
him to carry out a variety of responsibilities including 
law, civil aviation (his comfortable home was at the 
northern end of the airstrip where he lived with his 
wife) native affairs and anything else. The police 
station at Boroloola consisted of a tin shed and the 
lockup was an iron framed bed located under a 
huge mango tree with two sets of hand cuffs on it, 
rough justice for some. There were some interesting 
characters at Boroloola living in a camp on the 
Macintyre River. Boroloola had been a thriving town 
at the end of the 19

th
 century, the principal cattle 

export port for the Gulf but it was overtaken by 
Burketown and Normanton in Queensland and fell 
into disuse. The old pub, a huge wooden structure 
partially collapsed gave some indication of what the 
town might have been once.  
 
Still the towers went up and came down as we 
progressed slowly towards Robinson River. We 
became so good at it we could erect one in two 
days and pull it down in a day. Of course angle 
observations and distance measurement had to 
take place after erection and before dismantlement. 
Looking back on it now with all the current work 
regulation and requirement for safety harnesses we 
were a mad lot. We had none of those and often we 
would be clinging to the metal members sixty feet 
above the ground. 

 
We developed quite a routine. Tom Royle and Ian 
Bryant worked on the top level, Ian sitting across 
the corner frame and Tom standing with his knees 
in the back of Ian for support holding the next 
vertical angle piece in place while Ian jiggled the 
bolts to get them in to the bolt-holes. When the first 
one went in from the level below I screwed on the 
nut and tightened it as quickly as possible. We used 
a light pulley system operated by the ground crew 
(Bob Thompson and Barry Harmes) to lift each 
piece up from the ground. . They would pull each 
bar up to my level, I would unhook it and pass it up 
to Tom and Ian. Sometimes a bar might slip and 
crash to the ground. It would rattle through tower 
and Bob would make like an Emu as he raced away 
from the tower yelling profanities at us. Sometimes 
we swapped jobs but generally Tom and Ian stayed 
at the top. 
 
Thomo and Barry as ground crew always looked 
after us at smoko. They made sure we had hot tea 
and something to eat, mostly dry biscuits with a 
coating of either jam or vegemite. The food was 
mainly all tinned and due to the rough roads the tins 
lost their labels becoming paper pulp in the bottom 
of the tucker box. So until we worked out the 
contents of each tin from the number stamped on its 
base, the contents remained a mystery and we took 
pot-luck with the opening. 
  
I can still taste Tom Royle’s dampers. Tom sure had 
the secret of cooking with a camp oven and the best 
game I have ever eaten was a scrub turkey Tom 
shot with his .22 rifle and cooked in the camp oven. 
I recall the rifle needed a matchstick to adjust the 
sight elevation so we missed a lot when hunting 
game. It was the only weapon we had between us – 
illegally possessed since Stedman forbad the 
carrying of firearms but Tom got away with it; illegal 
too to shoot plain turkeys even then.  
 
The cruel irony of our early efforts with these towers 
occurred when intervisibility between towers had 
been proved at night instead of during the day. The 
effect of refraction at night lifts the tower but during 
the day the tower slips down below horizon level. 
Finally we adopted daytime line proving with a 
heliograph and saved ourselves a lot of work and 
trouble. 
 
Finally the job was over and we all returned to our 
base camp at Camooweal in time to pack up and 
move on to Georgetown for the next phase of our 
field season.  Despite hardship and rough living it 
was an enjoyable time and I learned a lot about life 
and people and how they lived in this northern 
outback. I am glad to have been in the company of 
such good mates and friends. 
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THE BALL AT INGHAM  
by Noel Sproles 

 
On our way back to Brisbane from Cape York, Jim 
Stedman had us divert to Ingham to connect a 
HIRAN station to the coastal first order traverse.  
We had kept a low profile as we went about our 
business based out of the local drill hall, so it was a 
bit of a surprise to me when we were visited by a 
delegation from the Ingham RSL.  They were 
organising the annual RSL ball and I was informed 
that we were to be the guests of honour.  I told them 
that we were on a field survey operation and, apart 
from one set of civvy ‘drinking clobber’, our only 
clothing was our jungle greens and boots.  I felt that 
this would not be appropriate dress for a formal ball 
where the ladies were in long gowns and the men in 
black tie.  No problem they said, we don’t mind as 
greens are uniform and this is, after all, an RSL 
function.  But, I protested, we will not have partners 
and you cannot go to a ball without a partner.  Their 
response was my first indication that I was being 
ambushed by professionals.  These were old 
diggers who had out foxed the Desert Fox himself at 
El Alamein; who had flung the Japanese Imperial 
Marines back into the sea at Milne Bay; who had 
stormed the beaches at Balikpapan.  A barely 23 
year old Survey Corps lieutenant, whom they had 
surrounded in the middle of an otherwise empty drill 
hall, was easy pickings for them.  They told me that 
they had already arranged our partners and they 
gave me the time when they would come and pick 
us up.  Anyone who has been on a blind date 
arranged by a mate will know the sinking feeling 
that I had in the pit of my stomach as they marched 
triumphantly out of the drill hall with mission 
accomplished. When I told the troops, I thought that 
I was about to have a mutiny on my hands.  They 
too, it seemed, had been on blind dates arranged by 
their mates.  It was not an easy task to get enough 
takers.   
 
Come the night of the ball, we were all standing 
outside the drill hall filled with trepidation as a 
convoy of cars bearing our partners rolled up. As 
the girls got out of the cars we suddenly realised 
that these old diggers had done us proud.  They 
were all so lovely and attractive that even our cook, 
who was no Cinderella, had a sudden change of 
heart and rushed inside to change into a clean set 
of greens so as he too could come to the ball.  The 
welcome and round of applause that we received as 
we came into the hall indicated that we were about 
to have a memorable night.  It was then that I was 
ambushed by the professionals a second time.  
Having got me into the hall and cut off any 
possibility of retreat, they then informed me that I 
was on the panel to choose the belle of the ball!  

The other two judges were the wife of the Group 
Captain commanding the RAAF base at Townsville 
and the wife of the Vice-President of the 
Queensland RSL from Brisbane. 
 
In due course the girls were introduced to us one by 
one.  At the conclusion of this formality the 
‘Groupers’ wife asked me who I would suggest 
should be belle of the ball.  Without hesitating, I said 
‘Her’ indicating an Italian goddess about a third of 
the way down the line.  In her slinky low-cut dress, 
she was not just drop dead gorgeous, she was to 
die for! Gina Lollobrigida and Sophia Loren would 
have eaten their hearts out if they saw her.   
 
My declaration was followed by a long period of 
silence from my fellow judges as they caste their 
matronly gaze over my choice.  Then the ‘Groupers’ 
wife slowly turned to me and said, ‘Mr Sproles, if I 
was a man, that is who I would pick’.  Turning back 
to the other judge she said, ‘Well Mrs (whatever her 
name was), it looks as if it is up to us to choose the 
belle of the ball by ourselves!’  And that is how a 
demure, albeit pretty, young thing who would be 
safe to take home and introduce to your mother 
without giving her a heart attack, became the belle 
of that year’s Ingham RSL ball.  My Roman spitfire 
was never to know how close she came to her five 
minutes of fame that night.  And now you also know 
why, if you mention the name ‘Ingham’ to a certain 
bunch of old surveyors, they will become dreamy 
eyed, give a gentle sigh, and a small smile will light 
up their faces. 

……………………………….. 
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Feeding time

Peter and the 'All Four Jazz Combo'

Barry Lutwyche, Donna and Alex Cairney.
Wendy Skitch, Faye and Kym WestonIn background:

Marianne and Jim Gill

Kym and Faye Weston and Wendy Skitch

JAZZ PICNIC AT 'SHADY GLEN'
- home of Peter and Barbara Bates-Brownsword



Tony and Loretta Gee Rock and Mary-Ann Thiselton

JAZZ PICNIC AT 'SHADY GLEN'
- home of Peter and Barbara Bates-Brownsword

This appeared in the Bendigo Advertiser.

(actually believed to be late 1982)
Barry Hogan, of Golden Square, has kindly provided some information.
The photo was taken at theArmy Survey Regiment in 1983-84.

Pictured is the Cartographic Squadron outside of what was then called theAir Survey Squadron at the Fortuna Villa grounds.

D. Williams, K. Regan, C. Dell, unknown, I. Fitzgerald, A. Staley, A. Godden, J. Tempest, D. Cirsky, R. Marshall, J. McRae,
unknown, D. Lawler, B. Hogan, G. Gates, W. Hall, P. McCurdy, T. Bloxham, B. Tarasenko, D. Upton, S. Payne.

J. Minchin, M. Reynolds, G. Humphries, unknown, G. Holland, R. Bright, D. Thomas, I. McKenzie, B. Peppler, G. Nielsen,
D. Marshall, unknown, M. Griffith, T.Ash, C. Butler, K. Skidmore, G. Else, D. Learmonth, T. McIntyre.

B. Rogister, B. Friswell, S. Thaxter, C. Cuskelly, J. Bennett, S. Robinson, B. Williams, J. Barrie, M. Byrne, R. Rix, G. Warnest,
I. Rose, unknown, R. Gillies, UK Exchange Officer, N. McNamara, B. Lutwyche.
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