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1.       Our Front Cover 
 
With the passing of Alf Till, Noel 
Clutterbuck and Daryl Hockings during 
2017, this edition of West Link will 
endeavour to share their stories as told at 
their funerals and the messages of support 
provided to their families. 

 
2. President’s Report 

 

Our Association’s observation of 
ANZAC DAY this year followed the 
usual routine of meeting in Perth and 
marching through the city to Langley 
Park along with many thousands of 
others.  Twenty or so Association 
members turned up. We again 
welcomed members of the Crabbe 
family, Michael, Anita and Isabelle to 
march with us, in remembrance of 
Peter Crabbe who passed away three 
years ago whilst holidaying in Perth. 
Following the march, we gathered at 
13 FD SQN RAE for our AGM, 
followed by a barbecue, a cold drink 
and the usual reminisce and catch up. 
 
Since my last report, we have lost three 
highly esteemed members, Major (Rtd) Alf 
Till, WO2 (Rtd) Noel Clutterbuck and Major 
(Rtd) Daryl Hockings. 
 
I first met Alf while he was serving as the 
Admin Officer at 5 FD SVY SQN 1969, 
when I was first negotiating with then 
Major Clem Sargent, about joining RASVY.  
Alf was an RAINF Captain serving on CMF 
Full Time Duty. He continued to serve on as 
a Reserve Officer for many years, and was 
always known with great affection and 
respect.   
 
Along with many of our Association 
members, I attended Alf’s funeral.  It was  
probably the largest funeral, in terms of 
attendance, that I have attended for many 
years. Alf was an extremely popular bloke 

in every sense. He always had a jovial 
comment to make about any topic or 
person, and always knew how to ‘look on 
the bright side of life’. 
 
My first meeting with Noel was in 1970 and 
have worked with and met with him many 
times. 
 
In about 1980, Hugh Taylor, then working 
for Fluor Maunsell on the construction of 
the gas pipeline from Karratha to Perth, 
employed me to do a helicopter/vehicle 
barometer survey down the pipeline 
route from Karratha to Gingin. I then 
employed discharged RASVY personnel on 
a 'very nice' daily rate of pay to work with 
me on that task. Amongst these former 
RASVY personal was Noel who was 
employed as one of two truck drivers. Their 
job was to move our camp and to pre-
position the helicopter fuel. At one of the 
fuel points, I met Noel as he was about to 
push a 44 gallon full of fuel off the back of 
his truck. After pushing it, as it was falling 
and hitting the ground, Noel was brushing 
his hands and quipped, "Thanks very much 
Mr Fluor Maunsell! That's another $600 in 
the back pocket!" (*The $600 may not be 
spot on, could have been more or less but it 
was a real lot of money in those days). Noel 
also kept the team entertained at night with 
his endless jokes and recitals of poetry; 
every thing from The Man from Snowy 
River, to Eskimo Nell. 
 
I also met Noel and Fiona in Hong Kong 
one night and we had one of the funniest 
and latest nights I have ever had, just 
wandering around HK and calling in at 
appropriate places for a cold drink. Fiona 
just reminded me of that on the phone. 
 
Our condolences go to Fiona and family. 
 
I first met Daryl Hockings in 1974, when we 
were both posted to 5 FD SVY SQN, and we 
worked together until early in 1976.  
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Daryl was an extremely competent 
cartographic technician with an excellent 
knowledge of all aspects of the production 
of topographic maps.  He was a very affable 
and friendly work colleague and was held 
in the highest esteem by all ranks. 
 
Daryl would go to whatever lengths were 
required to help anyone in need, either on a 
technical matter or in their private life. 
 
Our condolences go to Heather and family. 
 
 
For some time, your Committee has been 
considering ways of remembering certain 
members of RASVY who have passed away 
while serving. The criteria being those 
members who were either Western 
Australians or had served in Western 
Australian RASVY Units. 
 
Project Recognition (PR) is now up and 
running and is reported on further in this 
edition of West Link. 
 
You may also recall that inside Irwin 
Barracks, Karrakatta at 13 FD SQN RAE, 
there is an obelisk with an RASVY Badge 
that was used for the placing of a wreath 
alongside on Anzac Day. This duty has 
been carried out by Mike Venn for many 
years and he is keen to continue laying the 
wreath into the future.  Thanks Mike! 
 
Over the years, the obelisk was 
deteriorating and in need of refurbishment. 
Following negotiations with the RAE 
Association of WA, that organisation has 
offered to take over the responsibility for its 
repair and maintenance.  Their offer is 
greatly appreciated by our Association. 
 
Our Annual Luncheon was held on 
Thursday 30 November at Chez Pierre, 
opposite the Peace Memorial Rose Garden 
on Stirling Highway, Claremont.  This 
breaks away from our usual practice of the 

activity being held on a weekend; and is 
also a new venue. Further details follow. 
 
As it will be Christmas and New Year 
before we know it, Lucy and I wish you and 
your families all the very best for the 
forthcoming Festive Season.  
 

3. Association Committee  
a. 2016 - 2017 

 
Following the AGM on 25 April 2016, the 
committee was: 
 
President: Fred Brown 
Email: fredbrown123@hotmail.com 
Mobile: 0408 030 477 
 
Vice President: Clive Craddon 
Email: clivehart1@bigpond.com 
 
Secretary: Peter Bowen 
Email: peter_j_bowen@yahoo.com.au 
Mobile: 0419 946 348 
 
Treasurer: Ian Donaldson 
Email: donaldsons01@bigpond.com 
Mobile: 0457 347 927 
 
Committee Members 
Brian Firns 
Chris Dixon 
Mike Venn 
 
West Link Editor: Peter Bowen 
Email: peter_j_bowen@yahoo.com.au 
Mobile: 0419 946 348 
Postal: PO Box 7333, Karawara WA 6152 
 
In welcoming the new committee, The 
President took the opportunity, on behalf 
the Association and its members, to 
acknowledge the superb and tireless effort 
put in by Brian Mead, with the support of 
wife Annette, for the past 14 years as 
Secretary/Treasurer – without such effort it 
is questionable whether the Association 
would have survived – and thanked him 

mailto:fredbrown123@hotmail.com
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with the customary applause of all in 
attendance. 
 

b. 2017 - 2018 
 
Following the AGM on 25 April 2017, the 
committee was: 
 
President: Fred Brown 
Email: fredbrown123@hotmail.com 
Mobile: 0408 030 477 
 
Vice President: Leon Griffiths 
Email: leon@leongriffiths.com 
 
Secretary: Peter Bowen 
Email: peter_j_bowen@yahoo.com.au 
Mobile: 0419 946 348 
 
Treasurer: Ian Donaldson 
Email: donaldsons01@bigpond.com 
Mobile: 0457 347 927 
 
Committee Members 
Chris Dixon 
Clive Craddon 
Deb Zasillo – Events Coordinator 
Mike Venn 
 
West Link Editor: Peter Bowen 
Email: peter_j_bowen@yahoo.com.au 
Mobile: 0419 946 348 
Postal: PO Box 7333, Karawara WA 6152 
 
4. VALE 

a. Alfred William Till ED RFD 
 
Lt A W Till was posted into Western 
Command Field Survey Unit on 27 
September 1965. In 1967 he was A/OIC until 
Maj T C Sargent was posted in on 2 
February 1967. On 27 March 1969 he was 
posted to 11RWAR 
 
The following is an extract from his son 
Stuart’s eulogy as given at the funeral 
service. 
 

Alf was born in Victoria Park 1935 to parents 
Charles and Florence Till.  
 
He was the youngest of 3 sons, the eldest son 
Kingsley is no longer with us but Malcolm is 
here today to farewell his brother Alf. It should 
be mentioned at this point that Malcolm has 
been a wonderful brother to Alf particularly 
during the last two and half years as his 
condition deteriorated. 
 
Alf attended Victoria Park Primary School and 
later Perth Boys High School. He was a keen 
rugby player and enjoyed sailing on the Swan 
River. 
 
His first full time job was at the Commonwealth 
Bank where he first met Lesley his future wife.  
 
The couple got engaged on New Year’s Eve 1955 
and married in August 1957. 
 
They built a house together in Floreat in 1958 
which remained the family home for the rest of 
their married life. 
 
Alf and Lesley raised two children, Stuart born 
in 1962 and Leita born in 1966. Alf was a proud 
father and later was a proud and loving 
Grandfather to Brooke and Holly and Isobel and 
Abby. In recent years, he also became Great 
Grandfather to Brooke’s children Rordee and 
Hart. 
 
Alf’s working life started at the Commonwealth 
Bank and during that time he commenced 
National Service with the army in 1956. He 
later left the Commonwealth Bank and served in 
the full-time Army at the Fremantle Barracks in 
the mid 60’s. The army proved to be the most 
enjoyable years of his working life and he 
continued to serve with the Army Reserve and 
quickly progressed through the ranks to Major, a 
position which he held until compulsory 
retirement from the Army in 1984. He made 
many lifelong friends in the Army and enjoyed 
the comradery.  
 

mailto:fredbrown123@hotmail.com
mailto:leon@leongriffiths.com
mailto:peter_j_bowen@yahoo.com.au
mailto:donaldsons01@bigpond.com
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Whilst he was based at Fremantle Barracks he 
studied accounting at night school at a new 
campus called the WA Institute of Technology. 
He later graduated as an accountant and left the 
full-time army and held positions at Hawker-
Siddley, Park Towers, Brisbane & Wunderlich, 
Medibank Private and Kingsize Menswear, he 
retired in 2000. 
 
Alf enjoyed a full and long retirement and had a 
great sense of civic responsibility. He belonged 
to many associations including the Highgate 
RSL Honour Avenues, the Seaview Lodge, the 
Flag Association, the Victoria League which he 
was chairman of for 3 years and was 
instrumental in forming the RWAR association 
for retired officers. 
 
Alf continued to do people’s tax returns on a 
part time basis and the accounts of many 
associations until recently. 
 
On a more personal note he will be remembered 
for his horsey back rides when my sister and I 
were children which no doubt contributed to his 
knee problems later in life. 
 
Family holidays are also remembered well with 
Mum & Dad in the front and my sister and I 
crammed in the back of a 2 door Datsun 1000 
with a boot full of gear, no air-conditioning and 
no wind-down back windows. As you can 
imagine, most trips down south deteriorated as 
the hours went by with Dad the driver trying to 
maintain his composure with 2 kids in the back 
driving the adults crazy, good times and good 
memories. 
 
Dad often used to say to me change is inevitable, 
it’s the only thing you can rely on. He was 
right, some change is good and some is bad. It’s 
what moulds us all and makes us who we are 
today. 
 
I don’t think people ever really leave us, they 
live on in our memories and the experiences we 
have shared together.  
 

Thank you again for helping the family say 
farewell to Alf and celebrate his life. 
 
RIP 
 

b. Noel Barry Denis Clutterbuck 
 
Noel enlisted in RASVY on 6 May 1957 and 
was posted in to Western Command Field 
Survey Section on 14 May 1960 from 2 Topo 
Svy Coy. 
 
In September 1962 was made TCpl then in 
May 1967 to TSgt. In March 1968 he was 
promoted to Sgt then SSgt in March 1969 
which was followed by a temporary 
position as WO2 in January 1971. He was 
posted out of 5th Field Survey Squadron in 
January 1975. 
 
Noel was discharged on 5 May 1977, having 
served 20 years. 
 
The following are extracts from his sons 
Adrian and Lindsay’s speeches respectively 
at Noel’s funeral service 
 
Noel Barry Denis Clutterbuck was born on 
April 3 1938, the son of Albert and Elspeth 
Clutterbuck. Dad's father, my grandfather was a 
bank manager in Albany, WA and Dad lived in 
a residence at the bank until 1943, when the 
family moved to South Perth.  
 
Dad was the youngest and last survivor of 4 
children, oldest brother Cedric, then my uncle 
Eric and his sister, my Aunt Betty. Dad came 
along quite a bit after the rest of the children - 
his siblings were 17, 15 and 13 respectively 
when he was born.  
 
His father was 50 when he was born and his 
mother nearly 40, and his sister Betty played a 
large part in his upbringing. I know Dad was 
close to all of his family members as he stayed 
close to them for all of their lives and I know he 
had a happy upbringing in South Perth. 
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As I said, Dad grew up in South Perth and did 
his schooling at Forest Street State School and 
then Hale School. He often told me he had hated 
school and left when he followed his father into 
joining a bank. He later told me that one of his 
regrets was that he did not follow his true 
passion - which was to become a motor 
mechanic. 
 
At some point Dad became interested in 
motorbikes and bought himself a Triumph, 
which became his means of transport. He didn't 
tell me a lot about those days, but I did learn 
enough to know I'm lucky to be here, and he was 
lucky to live as long as he did. Things like going 
to the Claremont Speedway on a Friday night 
and then racing his friends on their bikes to a 
hamburger shop.  
 
Anyway Dad decided the bank was not for him 
and followed his brothers and joined the army. 
He had met my mum by this time and they were 
kept apart while Dad went and did his army 
training and first army posting in Victoria in 
the late 1950's and only able to communicate by 
mail. At that time my Uncle Eric was living 
with his family in Queenscliff, and Dad used to 
spend weekends hitch hiking across Victoria to 
and from Uncle Eric's house. During that time, 
Dad met and became close friends with Graham 
Douglas, or Duggo as the only name I ever 
recall him being called in our house. Duggo 
remained in Victoria but remained a lifelong 
friend to my dad. When the Melbourne stint 
finished Dad moved back to Perth and reunited 
with my mum, and they married in Perth on 
February 2 5 1961, and I was born just over a 
year later. My brother Lindsay was born 3 years 
later and my sister Angela 8 years after that.  
Mum and Dad initially lived in a flat in East 
Perth. Mum gave up her job as a Dental 
Assistant as you did in those days to raise the 
family. When I was a baby we moved to the 
family home in Hardey Road where Mum and 
Dad lived to this day. One of the good things 
about growing up there was we got on very well 
with our neighbours and their kids; and the 
Doolans and the Graybrooks' became lifelong 

friends to my parents. Probably the next 
significant event in Dad's life was his worst, 
which was the sudden death of his father when 
Dad was in his mid-twenties. I was too young to 
understand but in later years Dad often talked 
about his own Dad, always with admiration -
and always emphasising how wise he was. It 
often involved how his Dad had managed to get 
him out of trouble for something. 
 
So marrying Mum and starting a family calmed 
Dad down (pause) - that was a joke. He decided 
that he would take up motorcycle racing with 
his Triumph. His mother would not let him race 
motorbikes but once he had his own family he 
thought he could. That probably became the best 
thing Dad instilled in me - an interest in 
motorbikes and motorbike racing as it provided 
me with probably the best years of my life - 
watching Dad race, then going to the races with 
Dad, and then racing myself when Dad would 
come and watch. Also we would get to go to 
Claremont Speedway every Friday night during 
the summer as well, so it was great.  
 
Anyway, Dad raced his Triumph and in those 
days the permanent racetrack was at 
Caversham, but also lots of country towns 
would have a day where they closed off the 
streets and held a motorbike race through the 
streets of the town, and the races often involved 
trying to race and avoid dogs and pedestrians at 
the same time. Dad had some success, he won 
the Grand Prix at Collie two years in a row. 
Eventually Dad decided to give up racing the 
Triumph, but we still used to go and watch 
racing, and along the way he had made a 
number of racing friends who still kept in touch 
with our family for the last 50 years; Noel 
Simmons, Bryan Ralston, Stan Cheeseman, 
Barry White. I think this period was probably 
the best part of Dad's life.  
 
Anyway, one day Dad decided he would take up 
car racing - he still had the Triumph - of course 
with him it was all about building his own 
racing car. So when I was 5 and Lindsay was 2 
the 4 of us drove to Melbourne to tow back a 
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racing car chassis. Dad's racing car interest 
didn't last long and I came to gradually learn 
that his interest was more about building things 
than racing them. Anyway, Dad met an English 
gentleman named Bob Harrison who was quite a 
bit older than Dad. Bob raced some Honda 
motorcycles and he decided to step back a bit and 
Dad started racing Bob's Honda, and I was 
getting taken to all the races around the state -
sometimes my uncle Eric would come and bring 
my cousins along, and I loved it. 
 
That lasted for a couple of years until Bob moved 
away, and I remember Dad had quite a big crash 
at the racing track at Wanneroo. I think he was 
coming second in a race and was trying to pass 
someone on the last lap and fell down. There is a 
corner at Wanneroo that people call the basin 
and there was a small hill obscuring my view 
but I knew Dad crashed because I could see his 
legs like propeller blades as they emerged over 
the hill. Anyway he was sore but said he was ok 
but by Wednesday he'd realised his leg was 
broken - was some irony there as I did the same 
thing many years later - but I only got to the 
Tuesday.  
 
After this Dad got interested in building cars, 
particularly Volkswagens and he did that for a 
number of years.  
 
I need to touch a bit on his career. All of the time 
Dad was racing he was a soldier, working in the 
Royal Australian Survey Corp. The RASVY 
was part of the Military or Defence Forces since 
1915 and that is where Dad spent his army 
career (although it no longer exists since 1996). 
One of the requirements of that sort of work is 
that Dad would sometimes have to go on Field 
trips to remote locations in Australia, and in 
those days that involved staying away from 
home for months at a time. One thing that his 
non-army friends might not know is that 
members of his surveying team sometimes got 
things named after them - apparently during 
one of his trips the ((Clutterbuck Hills" were 
discovered somewhere in the Gibson Desert.  

 
Extract of search from 

https://nationalmap.gov.au/ 
Another part of being in the army is you and 
your family could be relocated, and at the end of 
1974 our family was moved to Brisbane, where 
we stayed for a couple of years, but not long 
after we got there Dad was sent on a field trip to 
Cooktown in FNQ for about 6 months.  
 
Dad's mum and mum's mother were both 
getting quite old by then so Dad decided to take 
us on a holiday back to Perth at Christmas time 
of the first year in Brisbane. Of course he 
thought it was fine to load the family into a 
Volkswagen Beetle to travel 4000km. A few 
problems along the way - the K Mart roof rack 
he brought to hold our luggage broke on the 
Nullarbor so that all got piled into the back seat 
as well as the 3 kids. I think it took a couple of 
days for me to be able to stand straight after we 
got to Perth.  
 
Dad left the army shortly after we returned to 
Perth for good, and the next significant event in 
Dad's life was the death of his mother in 1977.  
Dad started a new career at the Dept of Defence 
where he stayed until his ultimate retirement, 
although he, along with his brothers would 
attend get togethers with his former army 
colleagues until quite recently.  
 
Although he never lost interest, Dad got more 
interested in motorbikes again when I started 
road racing. So after a few years Dad started 
building Honda motorbikes, similar to what he 
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had previously raced for Bob. He joined a local 
club that had recently started called the HCMC, 
and through that met a whole new group of 
friends, but in particular Harry Reynolds, Glen 
Ducey and Les Thomas who became lifelong 
friends and who have kept coming around to the 
house to visit him and staying in contact with 
Dad and my mother over the last few months 
and years.  
 
Dad raced his Honda for a few years, but he had 
an accident in the late BO's at the race track, 
broke his shoulder, and I think he realised by 
then he did not bounce as well as he used to and 
retired from racing for good. - irony is I later 
crashed at the same corner and broke my 
shoulder which finished me off. 
 
In later years he joined another club the VMCC, 
and bought himself an old Triumph fixed that 
up and used to ride that around. Like everything 
else he kept it in immaculate condition - it's still 
at home. He used to go off to meetings with Noel 
Simmons and Barry White, and Barry used to 
keep taking him when his eyesight meant he 
could no longer drive.  
 
I've said quite a bit about what he built but even 
that does not do it justice. I haven't even 
mentioned him doing up:  
- His Porsche 
- His MG 
- His Austin 7 
- all the VW's 
- he built a Speedway bike 
- He built Freddie and Michael little pedal cars 
when they were born 
- He built my first motorbike - a BSA Bantam, 
cut down to fit a 5 year old. 
 
All in his back shed and usually on his own.  
 
I moved to Melbourne in 2001, and Dad would 
come and stay with me, sometimes with Mum 
and sometimes fly and sometimes drive. I 
couldn't work out why he would want to drive 
when the petrol cost more than the airfares, but 
one of his characteristics was you could never 

change his mind on anything, and I think he 
found it quite peaceful driving long distances.  
So it was sad over the last Jew years that Dad's 
eyesight degenerated to the extent he could no 
longer drive. The truth is he could no longer see 
well enough to drive for about 5 years before he 
admitted it, but like I said, you could never 
change his mind on anything, But that crushed 
him and probably started his downward spiral. 
He loved cars, he loved driving and by then he 
loved watching football on TV.  
 
I used to talk to him on the phone but towards 
the end even that became impossible and over 
the last month or so there has been a sudden 
decline and we're here today. 
 
So that's an abbreviated life history.  
 
So while I think I needed to cover his history, 
that doesn't capture what all those who know 
him saw. He was funny. He was a story teller. 
He was eccentric. He was grumpy - his 
grandchildren called him "Grump pa" but I 
think his friend Glen summed it up - he was a 
grumpy old bastard, but when you scratched a 
few layers down there was a soft centre, 
Sometimes you had to scratch quite a long way.  
 
Someone would bring a little kid over to the 
house and he'd be telling us kids are only good 
for shark bait. The next minute the kid would be 
sitting on his knee playing with him.  
 
I just want to finish off with a few incidents that 
those who knew him would know captures his 
character - always a hard luck story that turned 
into something funny. But before I do that, I 
know there are some people here who did not 
know my dad; they are here paying respects to 
family members and that is very much 
appreciated. But for those who did know him 
well, I've just got one small request. As I 
recount a few stories about Dad, try and 
imagine how he would have told the story; his 
tone getting higher, and louder, and the words 
coming out faster, all the while with his arms 
flapping around acting out the story, and every 
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second word is one that I could not say here 
today. Because I think that is how he should be 
remembered.  
 
Dad told the story of how he used to visit my 
Uncle Cedric down at his farm in Mt Barker. 
Uncle Cedric had a similar sense of humour to 
Dad so one day when Dad was very young 
Uncle Cedric told Dad to get something from the 
bull pen while Uncle Cedric turned off the 
electric fence and distracted the bull. Of course 
as soon as Dad got in the bull pen Cedric turned 
the electric fence back on and sat back to watch 
the show, which was Dad running around the 
paddock, bouncing off the electric fence and the 
bull, and abusing Cedric all at the same time. Of 
course Dad could tell the story a lot better than 
me. 
 
I do recall one day when I was a kid and Dad 
was welding in his garage. Often Dad would hit 
an impurity in the metal and there would be a 
loud bang, but this time it was followed by a 
scream and Dad came running out of the 
garage. When he was welding, a bit of hot metal 
had flown up and landed on the collar of his 
overalls so he was jumping around the back yard 
trying to dislodge it but as he jumped around it 
worked its way down his back and into his 
underpants. In the end he couldn't dislodge it 
and took a big dive into the swimming pool he 
had in the backyard. A sight I'll never forget. 
 
I remember the first road race meeting I did at 
Wanneroo - Dad was there to watch me - and I 
did something stupid - I tried to go around a 
particular corner without slowing down (bikes 
were a lot slower in those days) and I crashed 
and I had to go to hospital to get something done 
- I think it was a skin graft. So Mum and Dad 
took me back to their place to get some things 
and mum was going to take me to hospital. I had 
my leg wrapped in a sort of tourniquet to stop 
the bleeding. She told Dad that she wouldn't be 
able to make his dinner because she had to take 
me to the hospital. Dad's response was "why 
does everything happen to me?" and me and 

Lindsay have used that saying for the next 30 
years, always knowing what is behind it. 
 
There's probably another 20 sayings, most 
which I couldn't say here that my brother and I 
say to each time we talk, all from Dad. 
 
I said Dad became more interested in watching 
football in later years - he supported the West 
Coast Eagles - but it was certainly no social 
occasion to sit next to him to watch a game. An 
example of how unlucky he was in life, every 
AFL game he ever watched involved the umpires 
being paid off by the AFL to favour the team he 
was not supporting. 
I asked my kids what they remembered about 
grandpa and it is always the same thing. They 
have an everlasting memory of Grandpa. Mum 
gave him a lift somewhere when the kids were 
staying over and Dad got out of the car while 
Dad leaned in the window and barked out 
instructions on where to park. So Mum 
dutifully took off and wound the window back 
up in the car, but Dad had forgotten to take his 
fingers out of the way. So as Mum took off, Dad 
was getting dragged along with the kids in the 
backseat laughing at Grandpa. I think they 
learned some new words that day, although all 
of you who knew him would have heard those 
words many times. 
 
Anyway I think Dad can be pretty satisfied with 
his life, and leaves us with Jew regrets. I want to 
pay tribute to my mother who was with Dad for 
nearly 60 years. It wasn't always easy, 
especially at the end. Also my brother Lindsay 
who has been a great help to Mum as the illness 
progressed.  
Lindsay wants to say a Jew words about Dad. I 
think he inherited more of Dad's story telling 
ability than me. 
 
Now it’s my time to share a few stories about 
him.  
 
Jeez he was a grumpy bugger. Grumpy, uncle 
grumble bum, old grizzle guts, Grump - Pa ... 
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You can see the common theme here. But hey he 
mellowed in his later years.  
 
Dad wasn't a religious person, but that didn't 
stop him communicating with the lord almighty. 
He'd be out in the shed, scrape his knuckles or 
strip a bolt and he'd clench his fist to the sky 
and say "god why do you do this to me?"  
God rarely answered.  
 
Dad could build anything or fix anything, just 
ask him.  
The day after his retirement he started work on a 
speedway bike for my son Freddie. Night and 
day he worked on it like there was no tomorrow 
... from the ground up. 
Five weeks into retirement, with the build 
almost completed, I went out to the shed and 
interrupted him, feverishly working away and 
said to him ... 
 
I think there's a bit of a problem. 
Fred's only little and it’s going to be another 
five years until he is old enough to race it. To 
which he said .. 
 
GOOD .. THAT GIVES ME PLENTY OF 
TIME TO FINISH IT. 
He finished it shortly after. 
 
The photo below is another example 

 
 
Dad didn't like modern stuff He didn't like 
technology. TV remotes, mobile phones and 

computers. He would have been quite happy 
frozen in the 60's. He didn't like modern bikes, 
he called them "plastic stuff' ..... Well plastic 
something starting with "S"  
 
It was heavy steel and spoked wheels for him.  
When I was thinking about other stuff that he 
didn't like of the 3000 things that came 
immediately to mind, one was the Burswood 
Casino. I don't think he ever stepped in the 
place.  
 
When it first opened he told me he wanted it 
closed down. I asked him what we should do 
with that big building then as if it was obvious 
he said:  
HE'D CLOSE IT DOWN AND TURN IT 
INTO A HISTORIC MOTORBIKE 
MUSEUM.  
 
With vision like that perhaps he should have 
been on the new stadium project.  
I tell you one thing, he would have pulled out 
his oxy welding set and finished that bridge by 
now. 
 
I mentioned earlier how he'd mellowed in recent 
years.  
 
No better example can be given than when 
Freddie and I were invited over to look at his 
new train set.  
 
That meant look don't touch.  
 
We are standing there, dad at the controls, this 
train putting around at 2 miles per hour, 
stopping at the stations ... me trying to stop 
Freddie putting model cars and buildings on the 
track to liven things up while dad wasn't 
looking.  
 
"CRANK IT UP A BIT" Fred and I urged him 
on.  
 
He grizzled a bit and turned the speed up. "come 
on, a bit more" "a bit more"  
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It started speeding around at a rate of knots and 
then suddenly there was a cataclysmic 
derailment.  
 
Fred and I looked at each other and prepared to 
run for the door 
 
We anticipated what was coming ... 
"OH NO!!!" HANDS ON FACES OF FEAR 
etc .. expecting grumpy to do his Narna ... 
 
"ITS OK .. CALM DOWN .. HE SAID .... ITS 
NOT FRIGGIN GRANVILLE!!"  
He may have used another word starting with 
"F" that day. Fredda and I were much relieved 
that dad's train disaster was the second worse in 
Australian rail history behind the 1977 
Granville train disaster.  
 
Finally I'd like to thank his pall bearers today, 
all great mates for many, many years.  
To my daughter Kendall, who on her visits to 
him shared many special moments and looked 
after him while she was there with such 
compassion ... I say thankyou.  
 
Dad's now going to be able to catch up with his 
brothers Cedric and Eric and his sister Betty.  
 
To Mum, you deserve a medal, you hung in 
there, everyone is with you.  
 
He was my dad, he was my mate, he made us 
laugh, I'm going to miss you.  
 
Thankyou. 
 
Some extracts from emails provided after Noel’s 
passing: 
 
From Dawn Laing: 
In 1965 I was not a young sapper but a fairly 
new Army wife when we were given two weeks 
notice to leave for a posting in England. During 
that two weeks Alex had to go to Canberra for 
five days. There was a car to sell, inoculations to 
have, lease to be finalised, household storage and 
uplift and personal packing for the posting to be 

done AND my first inventory to be completed in 
triplicate. “Does everything have to be listed?” I 
asked as he walked out on the tarmac. “Call 
Corporal Clutterbuck! He’ll know.”  And he 
always did. He was kind, helpful and 
unflappable. 
 
From John Bullen: 
Dear Friends, 
I’m very sad to hear of Noel’s recent death. He 
will be sorely missed. 
I remember him very well indeed from my time 
as Second-in-Command of Western Command 
Field Survey Unit almost 60 years ago. Noel 
was the Orderly Room Clerk and in those days 
held the rank of Sapper. He was industrious and 
reliable but he deliberately concealed those 
qualities as best he could, thanks to his 
mischievous character. He acted dumb, always 
with a magnificently blank expression, while his 
fertile mind was always actively plotting 
something new. He specialised in catching 
people by surprise with the unexpected. 
Noel celebrated his birthday (his 23rd, I think) 
in memorable style in 1961 in the heart of the 
Gibson Desert near a landmark which I named 
Clutterbuck’s Leap on the Cobb 1:250,000 map 
sheet which we compiled at the end of that field 
season. The site is about 130 km west of the 
Rawlinson Ranges and about 160 km north of 
the Warburton settlement. Unfortunately the 
WA Govt Nomenclature Committee would not 
accept my choice of name and changed it to the 
disappointingly bland Clutterbuck Hills. 
However the important thing is that Noel is well 
and truly on the map of Australia – 
permanently and officially. 
 
Noel was a great practical joker – always with 
that perfectly straight face of his. One day some 
of his fellow soldiers got back at him by 
strapping a smoke grenade to the exhaust 
manifold of his car. Removing the pin from the 
grenade, they held the striker lever down with 
sticky tape. With the bonnet closed, Noel had no 
idea of what lay beneath. 
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At the end of the day Noel headed down from 
Artillery Barracks into the heart of Fremantle, 
closely followed by his mates in another car to 
watch the fun. Noel had just reached that major 
intersection at the top of the town where roads 
ran in all directions when the manifold heat 
melted the adhesive and the grenade ignited. In 
only a few seconds the entire intersection was 
blotted out with smoke so dense that all traffic 
halted immediately. 
 
Being familiar with smoke grenades and having 
immediately realised what had happened, Noel 
sat tight, waiting for the smoke to clear. For the 
traffic, at least two minutes of nil visibility in 
frozen confusion and mounting panic followed. 
As the smoke eventually thinned out, another 
driver saw fresh smoke continuing to drift out 
from under the bonnet of the car right next to 
him, driven by this nonchalant young chap 
staring straight ahead, impatiently tapping his 
fingers on the steering wheel and apparently 
oblivious to the source of the smoke. 
Horrified, the other driver yelled “Hey mate! 
You’re on fire!” 
 
Noel simply looked at him blankly with that 
wonderful deadpan face, saying “No – she’s OK. 
Just burns a bit of oil!” 
 
One day my VW Beetle made the most appalling 
noise when I started to drive it home. Before I 
got half way to the Artillery Barracks gate, I 
realised the problem lay not with the engine but 
with the wheels. Everything felt OK but the 
sound was hideous. Problem soon obvious – 
gravel in the hubcaps! No grand Court of 
Inquiry necessary – it’s gotta be Clutterbuck! 
When I threatened Noel with retaliation as soon 
as I could catch his hubcaps unguarded, he 
cheerfully replied “Good luck Sir. The dog eats 
out of one, the baby eats out of another, there’s 
flowers growing in the third and the fourth 
one’s lost!” 
 
I never visited the Clutterbuck residence, but I 
gained the impression that there were three 
bedrooms – occupied separately by Noel & 

Fiona, by the baby, and by The Bike. I gathered 
that the Bike Room floor was strongly preserved 
by copious accidental applications of engine oil. 
This was in the days when Noel became the 
Motor Bike Sprint Champion of Western 
Australia. The lightly built Noel was hard 
pressed to keep the front wheel on the track 
when that monster was under full power. Of 
course Noel had to practise a lot and the WA 
Police weren’t happy with his habit of using the 
Canning Highway between home and work for a 
bit of extra practice, so they began to lie in wait 
for him. Noel frustrated that plan to some extent 
by repainting his helmet every weekend – red 
with a black stripe one week, black & white 
checkerboard pattern the next week, and so on. 
Every now and then the police would come 
dashing into Artillery Barracks a good minute 
or more after Noel had arrived for work. By the 
time they reached the Orderly Room, the bike 
would be parked around the back, his skid lid 
would be hidden out of sight and Noel would be 
at his desk with a different patterned helmet 
prominently displayed on the hat rack. And of 
course that marvellously innocent face! 
But it was hard work fighting to remain at the 
top and Noel was ever improving his bike’s 
performance. Soon he was removing anything 
that might interfere with the monster’s 
slipstream through the air at high speed. When 
he applied this policy to such frivolous 
accessories as rear view mirrors and the 
registration plate, Noel very sensibly retired the 
bike from public road use. For travel to work he 
now used the car instead which attracted no 
attention at all – apart from that day when it 
“burnt a bit of oil”. 
 
But no matter how clearly such events stick in 
the memory, it is unfair to remember Noel 
mainly for his entertaining mischief and that 
superb stone face that rivalled that of the great 
Buster Keaton. 
 
The truth is that, behind the mask and the 
mischief, Noel was also a conscientious, capable, 
helpful and loyal friend. Dawn Laing has 
already testified to this when Alex, suddenly 
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posted overseas, dashed off to Canberra for 
briefings, leaving his young wife on her own to 
organise her first domestic removal. Half a 
century later Dawn still gratefully 
acknowledges the vital help that came from Noel. 
I regret that my only opportunity to get to know 
Noel well was during such a short period and 
was so long ago. I did enjoy the experience – 
gravel in the hub caps and all. Those who knew 
him even better must miss him greatly. He was 
just great to have around. 
 
From John Mobbs 
 
Please add my condolences to the flood that I’m 
sure will be accumulating for Noel’s remaining 
family over there. 
 
Knew Noel very well and he was not someone 
you could easily ignore. 
 
His heart was always with sappers and his 
contribution to many, many successful survey 
ops should be noted by all. One of the great 
Survey personalities. 
RIP 
 

c. Daryl Roger Hockings CSM 
 
Daryl enlisted in the RASVY on 8 Jul 1963. 
Posted to Western Command Field Survey 
Unit on 19 March 1968 as Sgt. 
Promoted to WO2 in January 1970. 
Promoted to Lieutenant in December 1975 
and Captain on 20 February 1978. 
Posted to DSvy(A) on 18 April 1978. 
In 1982 promoted to Major and posted to 
Brisbane as OIC. 
Awarded National Medal on 30 October 
1978 and Conspicuous Service Medal (CSM) 
9 June 1997 
 
The following is the Eulogy delivered by his 
wife Heather at Daryl’s memorial service 
 
Daryl’s instructions to me a few weeks ago were 
“I don’t want a funeral service and no fuss.  Just 
a private cremation.” 

 

When I told him I would like to be able to 
honour him with some form of service, he sighed 
and then laughed and said well you always had 
to have the last word, so if you want to say 
something keep it simple and don’t waffle on.  
The KISS principal was frequently applied by 
him – Keep it simple stupid.  
 

So I will try to keep it simple, as he wished. 
 

Daryl was born in 1942 in Roma Qld, but raised 
in Toowoomba.  He was the loved only child of 
Harold and Mary Hockings. 
 

Growing up Daryl was always interested in 
geography and maps. His favourite possession 
was an atlas and as he progressed through 
school he set his sights on a career in surveying, 
although the army began to attract his attention 
after he joined the high school cadet corps. 
 

When he completed high school, Daryl was 
offered a position as a cadet surveyor with a 
local surveying firm.  He soon found dividing 
up parcels of land for housing estates had 
limited appeal and he once said that the only 
excitement about the job was avoiding snakes 
and being chased by a very aggressive billy goat. 
It was while Daryl was sitting his surveyors 
board exams in Brisbane that he met Bob Skitch 
who was a member of the Army Survey Corps.  
It didn’t take long to convince Daryl that this 
was the path for him to take. Surveying and 
army service combined, was a dream come true.  
Daryl began his army career in 1963 and 
entered the Corps as a sergeant. 
 

And so began his love affair with mapping and 
the Royal Australian Army Survey Corps.  He 
was 21 and he served with distinction for 34 
years. 
 

One of my earliest memories of Daryl was at a 
social cricket match.  Most of the players were 
carrying bottles of beer and puffing on a 
cigarette. There didn’t seem to be a great deal of 
interest in the competition.  
 

Still it was funny and entertaining to watch. 
Daryl was at the crease, bat in hand but with a 
bottle of beer firmly clasped between his knees.   
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The bowler who fancied himself as a future test 
cricketer bowled a bouncer and Daryl ducked, 
tripped on the bottle, which had fallen to the 
ground and knocked the stumps and dislodged 
the bails. He was out and was assisted off the 
field with a few choice words of encouragement 
from the opposition for having spilt his beer. 
 

Daryl returned to the seat of shame on the 
players bench looking rather embarrassed. 
 

I thought they were all idiots, but it turned out 
Daryl was charming, friendly and intelligent 
and as the day was turning cold, he gave me his 
coat to keep warm and I stayed to chat. 
 

I discovered that if a player could strike the ball 
without spilling his beer, he would be awarded 4 
runs.  If you put the bottle down you had to run 
to make a score and if you spilt your beer you 
might very well be given out by the umpire. 
 

The umpire was easily persuaded to find in 
favour of the bowler if he was offered a beer 
before making his decision. 
 

I also discovered that Daryl had a very good 
sense of humour.  He was funny and we laughed 
a lot. And that was the enduring theme of our 
53 years together – we laughed and enjoyed a 
mutual sense of the ridiculous.  
 

A few months after we were engaged, the 
Topographical Squadron at the Survey 
Regiment was sent to Papua New Guinea for 6 
months to survey areas of that country which 
were largely unexplored. 
 

Daryl was very eager to go and I knew how 
much he loved his work.  He wasn’t looking 
forward to a long period apart, but he could 
hardly conceal his enthusiasm to get on that 
plane. 
 

It was demanding, important and an exciting 
time for the surveyors. Working in some distant 
jungle, he was having the time of his life and 
relished the challenges associated with 
surveying and mapping in remote and difficult 
locations. 
 

The work could be dangerous but to Daryl this 
was his natural place to be – with his fellow 
surveyors in the bush, enduring uncomfortable 
conditions, heat and humidity and on a couple of 
occasion encountering tribes who were still 
inclined to eat their enemies and add to their 
collection of shrunken heads. 
 

Daryl said he felt that he was being considered 
as a potential buffet lunch by some of the bolder 
tribal warriors, but they were never threatened. 
 

Aerial photography was undertaken from a 
dodgy aircraft piloted by an eccentric but 
brilliant ex WW2 RAAF pilot. 
 

Daryl had many funny and hair raising tales of 
those flights but we always had a laugh at the 
image of him perched on the edge of the open 
door of the plane leaning out with a large camera 
in hand taking photos of the terrain below.   
 

The reason for our amusement was because 
Daryl was really afraid of heights. Years later he 
refused to go beyond the first level of the Eiffel 
Tower with me. However leaning out of a plane 
at altitude didn’t seem to concern him.  Flying 
was a different matter apparently. 
 

When that field trip ended I went to Essendon 
airport to welcome him home. It was very dark 
on the tarmac and all the men were wearing 
jungle greens and slouch hats which shaded 
their faces.  
 

I suddenly realised I wasn’t sure which one was 
Daryl. They all looked the same to me.  Then out 
of the gloom, there he was, thin, and looking 
very unwell after a bout of malaria.  I was a bit 
taken aback because this didn’t look like the fit 
and healthy young man I had farewelled 6 
months before and for some reason I hesitated 
before reaching out to give him a hug.  He 
thought I was having second thoughts. 
 

He hesitated too and we ended up with an 
awkward and rather chaste handshake while 
others around us were locked in a passionate 
embrace. I suspected HE was having second 
thoughts.  Daryl never lived that moment down.   
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We were married in 1965 and thanks to the 
army Daryl was sent away on a course a few 
weeks before and was only granted leave to come 
home on the Friday night, get married on the 
Saturday and return to the course on the 
Sunday. No honeymoon and I was starting to 
understand the difficulties of being an army 
wife. 
 

From Bendigo, Daryl was posted to Perth where 
5 Field Survey Squadron was mapping the 
Kimberley region of WA.  Those were the days of 
huge mining exploration and development.  It 
was 1968 and iron ore was king. 
 

The mapping of the north west of Australia was 
essential for both security and economic reasons. 
 

In 1974 and 1975, 5 Field Survey Squadron was 
sent to Indonesia to provide aid in the form of 
surveying and mapping Sumatra.   
 

They were based in Medan and later Padang.  
This time aerial support for the project was 
provided by RAAF Canberra bombers into 
which cameras were installed to provide a 
photographic survey capability – an 
improvement on the New Guinea days. 
 

RAAF and Army Aviation helicopter support 
provided the ability to winch in personnel, 
supplies and equipment into difficult locations.   
 

Winching personnel out also proved to be useful 
as elephants and Sumatran tigers were an 
occupational hazard. 
 

Although the conditions were arduous, the 
mapping of Sumatra was an invigorating 
challenge. 
 

In 1978 Daryl was posted to Canberra, which 
proved to be wonderful for the kids but boring 
for Daryl. No field trips out of Canberra.  Daryl 
was at home most of the time and as a family 
Canberra had everything to offer young 
children.  We loved living there and made so 
many great friends. 
 

However, working from a desk all day had little 
appeal for Daryl and he was overjoyed when in 
1982 he was posted to Brisbane as Officer 

Commanding, 1 Field Topographic Squadron.  
In 1983, he led a 3 month field trip to Far North 
Queensland and the Gulf of Carpentaria.  
 

With Daryl away for several months each year 
you could guarantee that once his plane had 
taken off, the washing machine would break 
down, the car would begin making alarming 
noises or we would endure a 1 in 100 years 
weather event. 
 

Such an event occurred in Perth when we were 
hit by a ferocious storm. Chris, Jane and I spent 
the night huddled in a built in robe pretending 
this was a very exciting new game of hide and 
seek complete with midnight snacks and 
entertainment. How disappointing not to have 
daddy in the wardrobe with us. 
 

Meanwhile I was considering a divorce, at least 
from the army.   
 

When Daryl was home the storms disappeared 
and we were lucky if we got anything more than 
a stiff breeze to rattle a few windows, the car ran 
smoothly and life was uneventful. 
 

However, soon after Daryl left for North 
Queensland in 1983, I ran over our cat which 
survived in spite of terrible injuries and then a 
few days later a cane toad got stuck in the down 
pipe next to my bedroom. 
 

If you haven’t had the pleasure of living in close 
proximity to a cane toad, they make a noise like a 
Harley Davidson motorbike, only at night, all 
night long.  
 

My only consolation for the lack of sleep, was 
that Daryl was in a place that was overrun by 
bigger, uglier and noisier toads and I hoped he 
wasn’t getting any sleep either.  
 

Again when Daryl was at home we never had 
any trouble with toads in pipes and injured cats. 
The curse of the long separation was the bane of 
a service wife’s life. 
 

After Brisbane he was posted back to the 
Regiment in Bendigo and from there to 
Melbourne where he was given the huge task of 
restructuring and amalgamating the Melbourne 
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Logistic Battalion and the Base Administrative 
Support Centre at Watsonia. 
 

For his insight, initiative, commitment and 
dedication to the project which resulted in 
substantial savings in operating costs, Daryl 
was awarded the conspicuous service medal in 
the Queen’s birthday honours in 1997.  He 
agonised over the redundancies of civilian 
support staff, many of them low skilled workers 
who had few opportunities for employment. He 
worried about the impact the job losses would 
have on their families.   
 

And typically he was very modest when he was 
awarded the CSM – just doing my job he said.  
 

The time came to retire and his heart was 
causing concern.  He was ready to move on and 
perhaps take things easy for a while. He always 
thought how fortunate he was to have loved his 
work and served for 34 years. 
 

We started travelling overseas and had 
wonderful times, revelling in the history and 
culture of great cities. 
 

After a while though, Daryl decided retirement 
wasn’t for him and when he heard of an 
opportunity to work at the Supreme Court, he 
jumped at the chance.   
 

Working with Justice Julie Dodds Streeton and 
later Justice Ross Robson, Daryl was again in 
his element. Tradition and order suited him very 
well and his management of the Judges’ 
chambers and their courts brought much praise 
from QC’s, barristers and other legal 
professionals.   
 

The work was interesting and he enjoyed the 
culture of the court. He delighted in working 
with and mentoring the young Judges’ 
associates and he made many enduring 
friendships.  He was also rather good at staring 
down anyone in court who did not behave 
themselves.   
 

Daryl retired again in 2007, and became a 
volunteer with the court network and education 
team.  He continued with his involvement until 

he was diagnosed with terminal lung cancer in 
2014. 
 

He accepted the diagnosis calmly and as the 
disease progressed he stoically lived each day as 
if the cancer was just a bit of an inconvenience. 
 

He regularly understated the level of pain, 
telling the oncologist it was a bit annoying, with 
me rolling my eyes next to him and advising the 
doctor that he was actually in a lot of pain and 
very unwell.  He was always cheerful telling 
people he was fine thanks when asked how he 
was going.  He tried so hard to protect me from 
knowing how awful he felt, but I knew he was 
struggling to keep going.  
 

Three weeks ago Daryl went into hospital for 
some radiotherapy to ease the pain in his back. 
He came home pain free and feeling pretty good.  
But the respite from the pain only lasted for a 
few days and he was preparing for another  
round of radiotherapy when he died suddenly of 
a heart attack at home, sitting in his armchair.  
He was 75. 
 

Daryl was a man of eclectic tastes.  He loved 
classical and popular music as much as massed 
pipes and drums and brass bands. He loved 
anything Scottish (except haggis), he enjoyed art 
house and foreign language movies  and John 
Wayne westerns, he was a fan of James Bond 
and  heroic British war movies,  especially those 
starring John Mills or Kenneth More, with a 
bristling sergeant major and several people 
saying “what ho chaps” or “chocks away”!! 
 

He loved a good party.  He was an excellent host 
and a favourite guest. 
 

One of our parties had an “under the sea” 
theme.  Daryl dressed up as a Great White 
Shark complete with cardboard teeth and a large 
dorsal fin. Every time he turned around the fin 
whacked anyone unlucky enough to be standing 
near him and he was curious as to why he was 
being told to stop moving! He was given a wide 
berth most of the night.  
 

One Christmas party saw him in a bright red 
Christmas cracker outfit (which I had to staple 
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together after he put it on). The costume 
impeded his ability to walk normally and 
constrained his arms in a way that he couldn’t 
raise a glass.  The costume didn’t last long and 
before too long he was seen mincing down the 
path to our home next door, to get changed into 
something more comfortable. But he enjoyed 
being a bit silly and he certainly made me laugh 
a lot over the years. 
 

He became famous for his excellent champagne 
cocktails and a potentially lethal mixture of gin, 
lemonade and ice cream whizzed up in a blender. 
 

He was very much loved and we will treasure 
the memories forever.  We will miss his 
stubbornness and obsession with stacking the 
dishwasher properly.  We will miss him 
grumbling about his newspaper being messed up 
by “someone,” usually me, and his ability to kill 
just about any plant in the garden just by 
looking at it.  
 

We will miss his silly walks, his impersonation 
of a washing machine and the way he would 
often stand to attention and salute us as he came 
down stairs in the morning.  
 

We will miss his daggy dad jokes and his need 
for order in an often chaotic household. 
 
And he was kind, modest and thoughtful - but 
most of all he was just the best husband, father 
and grandfather.  
 

He was quite simply such a lovely, funny and 
generous man. 
 

 
 

Daryl’s memorial service was attended by many 
family and friends with RASVY being 
represented by Don Swiney, Gary Warnest, 
Peter Biorac, Cliff Webb and Brian Cosford plus 
possibly others. 
 
A private cremation followed with a request to 
scatter his ashes at Fortuna to be completed in 
the new year. 

 
5. Perth ANZAC Day – 2016 & 2017 
 
ANZAC Day 2016 was very wet and whilst 
most still marched, the service at the end 
was all but abandoned 
 
These few images give an indication of the 
weather. 
 

 
 

During the March along St Georges Terrace – 
our banner is visible – not so our marchers. 
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Flag bearers in ponchos 
 

 
 

Chris Dixon with protection! 
 
A sunny ANZAC Day 2017 
 

 
 

Mike Venn and Ian Donaldson in conversation 
prior to the march. 
 

 
 

Fred Brown getting the troops in order 
 

 
 

Gathering at end of march – Left to Right: Chris 
Dixon, Peter Bowen, Adrian Young, Leon 
Griffiths, Clive Craddon, Brian Firns, Fred 
Brown, one of our cadets, Mike Venn, Ian 

Donaldson 
 

 
 

Pre-AGM gathering at 13 Field Engineers 
L to R: Brian Firns, Chris Dixon, Brian Mead, 

Fred Brown, Peter Bowen, Ian Donaldson, Clive 
Craddon 
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6. Project Recognition 

 
As foreshadowed in the President’s Report 
we are pleased to report progress on this 
initiative that sets about recognising those 
who have past whilst enlisted in the RASVY 
Corps, other than on active duty. 
 
Our focus is on those who were Western 
Australians and served in RASVY /or those 
who had served in Western Australian 
Survey units. 
 
The six members identified are as follows: 

• Lionel (Bill) Bernard Sprenger 
• Robert James Caswell 
• Rodney (Bim) Evan Bechaz 
• Paul Thomas Collins 
• Pantaleo (Leo) Avino 
• Peter John Crabbe 

 
In considering a suitable location to place 
plaques and an Honour Board bearing their 
names, and that is accessible to the public 
and highly relevant to RASVY, the Western 
Australian Army Museum inside Artillery 
Barracks in Fremantle, where Western 
Command Field Survey Unit and 5 FD SVY 
SQN were located from 1946 to 1973 was 
most appropriate. 
 
The plan is to use the existing sundial that 
was constructed by 5 FD SVY SQN 
personnel together with fixing an Honour 
Board in the Lecture Room within the 
Barracks, where other Honour Boards are 
on permanent display. The Sundial being in 
a prominent position adjacent to the Parade 
Ground, and we have been told that it is 
one of the most popular attractions in the 
Barracks.   
 
Attempts will be made to contact the 
families of the members to be remembered, 
together with inviting guests, Association 
members, families and others to a 
Recognition Ceremony to be held most 

likely on Sunday 22 April 2018 commencing 
at 10:30am.  
 
7. 2017 Luncheon 
 
This year’s luncheon was held on Thursday 
30th November 2017 with 14 participating 
and on all accounts enjoying the 
celebrations, as is evidenced in the 
following images. 
 

 
 

Enjoying pre luncheon drinks: Chris Dixon, 
Peter Eddy and Clive Craddon 

 

 
 

Beverley Bowen, Yvonne Cocker, Lucy Reed and 
Fred Brown 

 

 
 

Alex and Lori Cook 
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Ian and Inna Donaldson 
 

 
 

L to R: Ian & Inna Donaldson, Lucy Reed & 
Fred Brown, Clive Craddon, Peter Eddy and 

Chris Dixon 
 

 
 

L to R: Patrice Hymus, Leon Griffiths, Alex & 
Lori Cook, Yvonne Cocker, Beverley & Peter 

Bowen 
 

 
 

Fred Brown giving the President’s address and 
thanking participants and the restaurant staff. 

Apologies to the luncheon were received 
from, Barry & Helen Parker, Frank & Kate 
Lenane, Doug & Judy Gay, Mick & Leisa 
Gilliam, Peter & Barbra Bates-Brownsord, 
Brian & Annette Mead, Mike & Annette 
Venn and Linda Dixon. 
 
8. Editors Notes 

a. OAM to Robert James Wood 
        Granted on 26 January 2016 

 
For service to veterans and their families.  
Service includes:  
President, Busselton Sub-Branch, Returned 
and Services League of Australia, since 2013 
and 2001-2002 and Secretary, 1999-2000.  
Welfare and Pension Officer, since 1995 and 
Advocate, since 2011.  
Committee Member, Totally and 
Permanently Incapacitated Association of 
WA, 2003-2005.  
Caretaker, Legacy Camp Busselton, 1997-
2003 and Volunteer, Legacy WA, since 1999  
Volunteer Pension Officer, SAS Association 
WA.  
Volunteer, Royal Australian Regiment 
Association WA.  
Volunteer, Busselton Unit, State Emergency 
Service, 1997-2000 and Leader, ‘2 years’ and 
past Treasurer and Committee Member. 
 
 

b. RAE to AUSTINT 
This was shared by Daryn Radford on the 
RASVY Facebook page: 
 
Well it's official. As of the 6 Dec 17, ECN 423 
Geospatial Technician (less Surveyors) and 
ECN 180 Multi-Media Technicians have 
transferred from RAE to AUSTINT. Officers 
will transfer from 1 Jul 18 after nominating 
their preference to transfer and the conduct of a 
transfer board. 
 
Further information on AUSTINT can be 
found here:  
https://www.army.gov.au/our-
people/corps/australian-intelligence-corps 

https://www.army.gov.au/our-people/corps/australian-intelligence-corps
https://www.army.gov.au/our-people/corps/australian-intelligence-corps
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c. Articles of Interest in Australian 

Sapper 2016 
I would have liked to share with you two 
articles included in the 2016 edition of 
Australian Sapper published by RAE. These 
were covering firstly the 1st Topographic 
Survey Squadron and secondly Littorial and 
Riverene Survey Squadron. 
 
In adherence to normal publishing protocol 
permission was sought to reproduce these 
articles in this issue of West Link however a 
response was not forthcoming. 
 

d. Dawn Service Address by Dr 
Brendan Nelson AO, ANZAC 
Day 2016 Australian War 
Memorial 

Australians all let us rejoice – for we are young 
and free. 

With a sense of awkward humility, abiding 
reverence and overwhelming pride, we 
pause here at the Australian War Memorial 
- free and confident heirs to a legacy born of 
idealism, forged in self-sacrifice and passed 
now to our generation. 

We gather in renewed commitment to one 
another, our nation and the ideals of 
mankind. 

Young Australians and New Zealanders 
gave their all at Gallipoli, forging in bloody 
sacrifice the bond within which our two 
nations now live. 

It heralded the cataclysm from which we 
emerged proud - but inconsolably 
mourning 62,000 Australian dead. 

Witness to it all, Australia’s official 
historian Charles Bean, wrote at its end: 

What these men did, nothing can alter now. 
The good and the bad. 

The greatness and the smallness of their story 
It rises, it always rises…above the mists of ages, 
a monument to great hearted men, and for their 

nation – a possession forever. 

Bean’s account of an Australian digger 
arriving at the front trench before the 
assault on Lone Pine says it all: 

“Jim here?” 
A voice rose from the fire step, “Yeah, right 
here Bill”. 
“Do you chaps mind movin’ up a piece?” 
asked the first voice.   
“Him and me are mates – and we’re goin’ 
over together”. 

A generation later, Sergeant Jack Sim of the 
39th battalion endured the desperate 
struggle on the Kokoda Track: 

Some prayed, some swore with fear – but you 
couldn’t show it in front of your mates. 
One of the boys got shot fair between the eyes 
right alongside me. 
It was a perfect shot….terrible to be afraid. 
Yet it’s the brave ones that are afraid and still 
keep going. 
That’s what they did you know. 
Scared bloody stiff and still kept going. 
They were so young 
They were so young 
I loved them all. 

It is tempting, human beings that we are, to 
settle for broad brushstrokes, headlines and 
shallow imagery of history. Our 
comfortable lives breed easy indifference to 
individual sacrifices made in our name and 
devotion to duty. 

102,700 Australians are named on the Roll 
of Honour. Like us, each had only one life, 
one chance to serve others and our nation. 

They chose us. 

No Australians have given more, nor 
worked harder to shape our values and our 
beliefs, the way we relate to one another 
and see our place in the world than those 
who have worn and who now wear – the 
uniform of the Royal Australian Navy, 
Australian Army and Royal Australian 
Airforce. 
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They have given us a greater belief in 
ourselves and a deeper understanding of 
what it means to be - Australian. 

They - and especially physically and 
emotionally wounded veterans amongst us, 
families who love and support them, 
remind us that are some truths by which we 
live that are worth fighting to defend. 

To young Australians – your search for 
belonging, meaning and values for the 
world you want - ends here. 

Enshrined in stained glass windows 
sentinel above the Tomb of the Unknown 
Australian Soldier, are fifteen values 
informing character: 

RESOURCE CANDOUR DEVOTION 
CURIOSITY INDEPENDENCE 
COMRADESHIP ANCESTRY 

PATRIOTISM CHIVALRY LOYALTY 
COOLNESS CONTROL AUDACITY 

ENDURANCE DECISION 

Our Australia enshrines principle above 
position and values before value. 

Our responsibilities to one another, our 
nation and its future transcend and define 
our rights. 

Charles Bean concluded that what made the 
Australian soldier so special, ‘lay in the 
mettle of the men themselves’. 

To be the kind of man that would give way when 
his mates were trusting to his firmness. To 
spend the rest of his life haunted by the 
knowledge he had …….lacked the grit to carry it 
through, was a prospect with which these men 
could not live. 

Life was very dear. But life was not worth living 
unless they could be true to their ideal of 
Australian manhood. 

A century later, SAS Sergeant ‘S’ reflecting 
on the battle of Tizak in Afghanistan said: 

To fail would be worse than death. 
To let down your mates in combat….would be 

worse than death. 
I don’t (even) know why I’m getting emotional 
about this…. 
Yeah, that’s it – that’s the essence. 
You don’t let your mates down. 

That is the essence. 

The most fragile yet powerful of human 
emotions is hope - belief in a better future, a 
better world. 

Hope is sustained most by men and women 
reaching out in support of one another - 
‘mates who go over together’ and though 
gripped with fear, don’t let one another 
down. 

e. History of Australian Geoscience 
As an outcome of the tour of the National 
Library of Australia, associated with our 
100th Anniversary celebrations of the Corps, 
I was invited to contribute to this joint oral 
history project being conducted by the 
National Library of Australia and 
Geoscience Australia. 
 
Subjects of the project included amongst 
others - Spatial data infrastructures, 
Geographic information systems, 
Topographic maps and Cartography. 
 
This is an ongoing project with some 80 
interviews undertaken to date. 
 
Details of these can be located at the 
following link and in time should also be 
available online. The Corps is well 
represented😊😊 
 
History of Australian Geoscience - Oral 
History Project 
 
9. Correspondence 
If you would like to share a story with your 
Association colleagues, email or mail the 
story to me and it will be included in the 
next edition of West Link. 

https://catalogue.nla.gov.au/Record/6455816?lookfor=History%20of%20Australian%20geoscience%20oral%20history%20project&offset=1&max=1843964
https://catalogue.nla.gov.au/Record/6455816?lookfor=History%20of%20Australian%20geoscience%20oral%20history%20project&offset=1&max=1843964
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10. Honour Roll 

 
The Royal Australian Survey Corps Association (WA) Honour Roll 

              

Year President 
Vice 

President 
Secretary/         
Treasurer Committee West Link Editor 

1990 - 1991 Don Taylor Ray Sargeant Barry Parker Pat Wood Cedric Clutterbuck Eric Clutterbuck         Jo Mazzarol 
1991 - 1992 Don Taylor Ray Sargeant Barry Parker Pat Wood Cedric Clutterbuck Eric Clutterbuck Leon Griffiths       Jo Mazzarol 
1992 - 1993 Ray Sargeant Pat Wood Barry Parker Leon Griffiths Cedric Clutterbuck Eric Clutterbuck Don Taylor Mick Venn Cliff Webb   Jo Mazzarol 
1993 - 1994 Ray Sargeant Frank Cohen Barry Parker Leon Griffiths Cedric Clutterbuck Eric Clutterbuck Phil Bray Mick Venn Mick Venn   Jo Mazzarol 
1994 - 1995 Ray Sargeant Frank Cohen Philip Bray Leon Griffiths Cedric Clutterbuck Eric Clutterbuck Mick Venn Mick Venn Pat Wood   Jo Mazzarol 
1995 - 1996 Ray Sargeant Frank Cohen Philip Bray Leo Clifford Cedric Clutterbuck Eric Clutterbuck John Willis Mick Venn Pat Wood   Barry Parker 
1996 - 1997 Ray Sargeant Frank Cohen Philip Bray Pat Wood Cedric Clutterbuck Eric Clutterbuck Barry Parker Mick Venn Brian Firns   Barry Parker 
1997 - 1998 Ray Sargeant Frank Cohen Philip Bray Alf Till Cedric Clutterbuck Eric Clutterbuck Barry Parker Mick Venn Brian Firns   Barry Parker 
1998- 1999 Ray Sargeant Frank Cohen Philip Bray Alf Till Cedric Clutterbuck Eric Clutterbuck Barry Parker Mick Venn Brian Firns   Barry Parker 
1999 - 2000 Ray Sargeant Frank Cohen Philip Bray Alf Till Cedric Clutterbuck Eric Clutterbuck Barry Parker Mick Venn Brian Firns Brian Mead Barry Parker 
2000 - 2001 Ray Sargeant Frank Cohen Philip Bray Alf Till Cedric Clutterbuck Eric Clutterbuck Barry Parker Mick Venn Brian Firns Brian Mead Barry Parker 
2001 - 2002 Ray Sargeant Frank Cohen Philip Bray Alf Till Cedric Clutterbuck Eric Clutterbuck Barry Parker Mick Venn Brian Firns Brian Mead Barry Parker 
2002 - 2003 Ray Sargeant Frank Cohen Brian Mead Alf Till Cedric Clutterbuck Eric Clutterbuck Barry Parker Mick Venn Brian Firns   Barry Parker 
2003 – 2004 Brian Firns Mike Venn Brian Mead Leo Clifford Clive Craddon Eric Clutterbuck Frank Lenane       Brian Mead 
2004 – 2005 Brian Firns Mike Venn Brian Mead Garry Ames Jeff Murray Eric Clutterbuck Frank Lenane       Brian Mead 
2005 – 2006 Brian Firns Mike Venn Brian Mead Philip Bray Eric Clutterbuck           Brian Mead 
2006 – 2007 Fred Brown Mike Venn Brian Mead Brian Firns Kim Johnstone           Brian Mead 
2007 – 2008 Fred Brown Mike Venn Brian Mead Brian Firns Kim Johnstone           Brian Mead 
2008 – 2009 Fred Brown Mike Venn Brian Mead Brian Firns Kim Johnstone           Brian Mead 
2009 – 2010 Fred Brown Mike Venn Brian Mead Brian Firns Kim Johnstone Clive Craddon Cliff Webb       Brian Mead 
2010 – 2011 Fred Brown Mike Venn Brian Mead Brian Firns Kim Johnstone Clive Craddon Cliff Webb       Brian Mead 
2011 – 2012 Fred Brown Mike Venn Brian Mead Brian Firns Clive Craddon           Brian Mead 
2012 – 2013 Fred Brown Mike Venn Brian Mead Brian Firns Clive Craddon Peter Bowen         Brian Mead 
2013 – 2014 Fred Brown Mike Venn Brian Mead Brian Firns Clive Craddon Peter Bowen         Brian Mead 
2014 – 2015 Fred Brown Mike Venn Brian Mead Brian Firns Clive Craddon Peter Bowen         Peter Bowen 
2015 – 2016 Fred Brown Mike Venn Brian Mead Brian Firns Clive Craddon Peter Bowen         Peter Bowen 

2016 - 2017 Fred Brown Clive Craddon 
Peter Bowen 
Ian Donaldson Brian Firns Chris Dixon Mike Venn 

    Peter Bowen 

2017 - 2018 Fred Brown Leon Griffiths 
Peter Bowen 
Ian Donaldson Chris Dixon Clive Craddon Deb Zasillo Mike Venn    Peter Bowen 




