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FOREWORD
When I was asked at lunch by Min to act in the unfamiliar role of editor of this magazine, Bob Bradford 
immediately offered to keep an eye on the production process. We immediately plunged into deep thought 
as to whether this journal should be a digital product or whether it should be a printed document in keeping 
with the ages of the contributors. When our ideas were put before the ACT based Reunion Management 
Committee, the non committal or fence sitting responses left us to ruminate on life in general and to return to 
simply enjoying the shiraz resident on the lunch table.

The one thing we were certain about was this journal should reflect the continued inclusiveness of the class 
that entered the College on 26 January 1968, even agreeing to include those who came a little later and 
avoided the lifelong enjoyment of Point Hut. Inclusiveness was to be our lofty ideal. We wished to include 
those who for whatever reason did not remain at Clink for the necessary four years and we also wanted 
to include those who for academic reasons undertook the dreaded five year program and joined the 1972 
graduation class. 

As can be seen we started this journal with lofty ideals and hopes and after all of that we have finished with 
the document before you as proof of our efforts. I leave judgement on our success or otherwise to you.

Vic Gibbons, Editor
Bob Bradford, Acquisitions Editor
1YLI OM Gazette, 2021

The Canberra based OMs in the Members Dining Room at Parliament House, hard at work 
planning the 2021 Reunion. Roger avoided the work by holidaying somewhere.
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FORMATION OF THE 
1ST YARRALUMLA LIGHT INFANTRY 
OLD MATES ASSOCIATION
It is said in a person’s final 
moments their life flashes before 
their eyes. That may be true in 
the full flush of youth, but once a 
certain maturity sets in, nothing 
much really flashes, it merely 
shuffles past at a snail’s pace.

Who would have imagined 54 
years ago, give or take a few 
weeks in some instances, here we 
would be, recalling those years 
as though they were yesterday, 
when we can’t recall what we had 
for breakfast? Still, all the world’s 
a stage, and all the men and 
women merely players. They have 
their exits and their entrances; 
and one man in his time plays 
many parts. We were and we 
remain players in Shakespeare’s 
Seven Ages of Man, but that’s as 
we like it, even if in our case we 
rearranged the program to suit our 
circumstances.

By the time we all met we were 
mostly through the infant and 
schoolboy stages, though the 
whining Fourth Class and a 
satchel were ahead of us. We 
went straight to being soldiers, 
full of strange oaths, and bearded 
like the pard, jealous in honour, 
sudden and quick in quarrel, 
seeking the bubble reputation 
even in the cannon’s mouth.

It began a journey with many 
start points and different routes 
to a common way point, usually 
Canberra Rail Station in the early 
morn before Canberra’s sun had 
risen, an experience tourist now 
pays handsomely for but one we 
experienced far too often without 
realising our good fortune. The 

ultimate destination was the 
second Tuesday in December 
1971, but in February 1968 it 
seemed a Tuesday too far away.

Thence to the college, a place 
most of us would call home for 
the next four or for some, five 
years. Most of us were the same 
age, except for a couple who 
seemed to have come straight 
from primary school. We were 
on the cusp of manhood, cool, 
sophisticated and ready to tackle 
any challenge life might thrust our 
way. A short rural sojourn and the 
real journey would begin - The 
naivety of youth.

For some it was creeping 
unwillingly to parade to have their 
shining morning face ravished by 
the touch of an unfamiliar razor. 
No beard for them as yet.

In the beginning there were 85, 
including four repeats and four 
Kiwis, 6 boarded along the way, 
40 didn’t complete the journey 
and we graduated 51 in 1971. 
We observed Petronius Arbiter’s 
admonition that we train hard, but 
it seemed that every time we were 
beginning to form into teams, 
we would be reorganised. Our 
teams started with half classes by 
company, sections, platoons on 
the floors where we lived, then 
academic disciplines by subject, 
plus multiple sporting teams by 
age, skill and season.

We were the shit of shits aspiring 
to become the king of shits, then 
the shit of kings and finally the 
king of kings, never letting the 
bastards get us down.
We survived Point Hut, then a 

longish lockdown before it was 
popular, the Easter Bunny and 
Rec Camp at Narooma, then it 
was suddenly time to introduce 
us to the opposite sex. And so to 
the ever hopeful lover, sighing 
like furnace, with a woeful ballad 
made to his mistress’ eyebrow. 
We’d had the warning lectures 
at Point Hut and were closely 
chaperoned, so apart from the 
one who brought the missus with 
him, the Tennis Party was never 
going to be Wimbledon mixed 
doubles.

The ballads we would keep for 
long journeys in the back of 
trucks. Tennis Party was 28 April, 
the Saturday after Anzac Day, 
when we sacrificed our dignity, 
though not our celibacy, where 
that remained chaste.

Still, over the ensuing four years 
we would gradually meet young 
ladies who would become 
partners of convenience, friends, 
lovers, fiancés, then wives, 
mothers of our children and 
grandchildren, and for some, exes 
and widows. They were gradually 
absorbed into the extended 
family we were becoming and 
remain essential parts of the ever 
shrinking one we have become.

We learned to converse in a 
strange patois known but to 
ourselves. We trained hard and 
played hard in varying degrees, 
though a select few managed 
both a bogger and a masher to be. 
We stayed in each others’ homes 
on leave, abused the generous 
hospitality of family and friends 
as the callow youths grew into 

THROUGH THE YEARS
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men over four, arduous and at the 
time, seemingly endless years. 
We caroused and caressed, loved 
and lost but we never lost sight of 
where it was we expected to be.

We survived the following years 
of triumph and disappointment 
in equal measures as we floated 
slowly to the surface of a shallow 
pool. Bits of us broke or began 
to wear out, but we were young, 
fearless and bulletproof, bonded 
together by the glue of youthful 
exuberance and naivety.
We graduated as planned on 
14 December 1971, for although 
there was no COVID then, the 
carnival was over, and the teddy 
bears scattered to enjoy life’s 
picnic. All the world became our 
stage, as we all played bit parts 
or leads, with our entrances and 
increasingly exits. For some the 
bubble reputation burst without 
ever seeing the cannon’s mouth.

Inevitably as the years 
condemned, we reached the 
fifth age, the justice, in fair round 
belly with good capon lin’d, with 
eyes severe and finally a beard of 
formal cut, full of wise saws and 
modern instances; like, “it was a lot 
tougher in our day!”
And so we continue to play our 
parts, as we shift into the sixth 
age, into the lean and slipper’d 
pantaloon, with spectacles on 
nose and pouch on side; our 
youthful hose, well sav’d, a world 
too wide for our shrunk shanks; 
and big manly voices turning 
again toward childish treble, pipes 
and whistles in his sound. Or in 
some cases, a tankard or two in 
The Pig and Whistle, when we can 
reminisce and enjoy that sublime 
pleasure, indeed obligation to tell 
lies about what we did and how 
good we were.

Hopefully the last scene of all that 
ends this strange eventful history 
is still a long way off, second 

childishness and mere oblivion; 
sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, 
sans everything.

Not everything. Another old 
soldier in another place remarked 
at his final farewell, “Old soldiers 
never die, they just fade away.” 
There was one other thought 
which would linger as he faded 
into oblivion. 

“I want you to know when I cross 
the river, my last conscious 
thoughts will be of the Corps, and 
the Corps, and the Corps.”

More importantly for us it will be 
the Class, and and the 91 who 
shared the journey or merely 
parts of it. Or perhaps we could 
more appropriately look to the 
last words of Bing Crosby, as he 
collapsed on his way to the club 
house.

“THAT WAS A 

GREAT GAME OF 

GOLF, FELLAS!”
Written by Ross Eastgate
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1968

After a short sojourn at Duntroon on 26 January 1968 
during which we attested to serve the Queen, were 
issued with clothing and equipment and allowed to 
sleep in the gym, we were taken to far off Point Hut 
to be initiated into the Army and the Australian bush. 
No urging is needed to recall the sheep, the flies, 
Brian Foster’s encouraging language, the 15 seat 
long-drop facility and the churns of lolly water on 
the hottest day Canberra had experienced of 42.4 C 
on 1 February 1968. 

Because of the effects on many of us, mention could 
be made of the formal establishment of the Faculty 
of Military Studies on 29 April 1968 which resulted 
in the redesign of the Arts and Applied Science 
courses and the later Military Board approval of the 
awarding of a Diploma in Military Studies to those 
who did not complete the degree level courses. We 
all might reflect that we were the advance guard 
of this strategic move, the first hesitant steps in the 
later establishment of the Australian Defence Force 
Academy and a greater tri-services relationship. 
Given our close relationship with WO1 BTW Waters, 
if we realised it at the time, BTW was awarded a 
Member of the Order of the British Empire, a fitting 
reward for his hassling of the class inside and 
outside of the gym.

For those with a statistical interest, our class on 1 
February 1968, consisted of 32 from NSW, 16 from 
Queensland, 14 from Vic, six from WA, six from ACT, 
7 from SA and four from NZ. Of those from SA, the 

editors believe only John Cox arrived on time for 
attendance at Point Hut with the reminder arriving 
somewhat later – except Treviv of course.

Academically, Dick Weber was a star in the military 
subjects (he had an early start), Mark Stuart in 
combined subjects in the Arts course, Neil Hunter in 
Applied Science and John Hartmann in Engineering. 
In regards to sporting awards the class was well 
represented by Kerry Boyle as 440 yards athletic 
champion, Chips Nicholson as the swimming 
champion and best shot in small arms practices 
for the year, Joff Johnson, best performer in Novice 
Boxing and Bill Ross, most proficient fourth class 
cadet in weapon training. Graeme Smith was 
awarded a Full Colour, Australian Rules, with Half 
Colours being awarded to , Dick Weber, Australian 
Rules, John Cochrane, hockey, Roger Powell, cricket, 
Bob Bradford, wog ball, John Poiner, swimming, and 
Greg Cartan, swimming.

Camp Training in 1968 was conducted in the Monga 
State Forest, a delightful spot which those of us who 
continued to First Class in 1971 enjoyed visiting a 
second time to take part in a TEWT on the specially 
constructed Viet Cong camp we attacked in 1968.
Seven of our class mates left us when at the end of 
1968 they were to repeat fourth class while a further 
15 of our mates left the College during the year for 
a variety of reasons. We were already seeing our 
diminishing ranks.

THROUGH THE YEARS
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One highlight of the year was Lionel representing 
UNSW at basketball conducted at Monash University 
where he was to meet the variable Alice and 
commence a lifelong relationship. During the year 
Norm Goldspink was awarded the Long Service and 
Good Conduct Medal as was WO2 Keith Payne, who 
had been previously awarded a Victoria Cross for his 
bravery in Vietnam.

Statistically on 1 February 1969 the class consisted 
of 67 after Gerry Warner and Noddy Howarth 
agreed to undertake the five year program as part 
of our class for the remainder of their time at RMC. 
In terms of awards, Mike Smith was the best at the 
combined military subjects, Andre Dupont and Mike 
Hetherington shared the English award and John 
Hartmann was best in the combined subjects of the 
engineering subjects.

In terms of sports awards, Roger Powell was the 
tennis champion and Kerry Boyle, best shot in 
small arms practices for the year. Joff Johnson was 
awarded a rugby honours cap, Full Colours by the 
royal person we attested to serve went to Graeme 
Smith, Australian Rules, Lionel Haynes, basketball, 
Roger Powell, tennis, and John Poiner, and Greg 
Cartan in swimming. Half colours went to John 
Kirkwood, athletics, Andre Dupont, Australian Rules, 
Roger Powell, Australian Rules and cricket, Dick 
Weber, Australian Rules, John Cochrane, hockey, 
Gordon Hill, hockey, Joff Johnson, cricket, Greg 
Cartan, rugby union, Andy Rankine, rugby union, and 
Mike Smith, water polo.

The 1969 Annual Report contained a couple of 
paragraphs on an incident in late 1969, the aftermath 
of which still resides high in our consciousnesses. It 
stated that in “September 1969, a disturbing series 
of allegations relating to the behaviour of senior 
cadets towards Fourth Class cadets resulted in the 

1969

THROUGH THE YEARS

appointment by the Commandant of a Board of 
Inquiry. The findings of this Board were the subject 
of a full statement to Parliament by the Minister for 
the Army in which he announced the appointment 
of a Committee of Inquiry under the chairmanship 
of The Honourable Mr Justice Fox.”  We are all 
aware of the results of the two inquiries even 
surprised that such attention was necessary into 
bastardisation at RMC.

Camp Training in 1969 was conducted in the 
delightful climate of the Buccleuch State Forest 
situated between Tumut and Brindabella. 
Apparently we attacked and cleared a bunkered, 
skilfully camouflaged tunnel complex, so skilfully 
and well camouflaged that the Editor cannot 
remember the complex, probably brought about 
by his frostbite.

During 1969 we lost a further nine of our class 
mates, eight who were to repeat the year and one 
who resigned.
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The class was joined this year 
by Peter Howe, Tony Jones, 
John Hunter and Richard 
Carfax-Foster all of whom 
wanted to improve their 
academic studies.

One highlight this year was 
the televised presentation of 
new Colours. Initial training 
for the year included section 
commander level training 
conducted again in the 
Brindabella hills and Character 
Guidance. Later in the year 
we visited the Armoured 
Centre where we trained with 
Centurion tanks and M113s, 
and a visit to the RAASC 
Centre, followed by a pay rise. 
Field training was conducted 
in a saturated fashion in the 
Termeil and North Brooman 
State Forests nearby to 
Ulladulla.

1970

Mention must be made of the 
ANZAC Motel, the temporary 
home of degree level liberal 
arts cadets for a month. Little 
further will be said except all 
present learned a great deal 
being close by to the UNSW 
campus.

Academic and military awards 
were gained by Dave Benge 
in military subjects; Gordon 
Hill (Government); physics in 
applied science was topped 
by John Cox; Gerry Warner 
won the chemistry in applied 
science; Graeme Smith for 
mechanical combined subjects 
in the engineering course and 
electrical combined subjects 
in the engineering course was 
topped by John Hunter.

Sports awards were the Silver 
Boomerang won by Joff 
Johnson who was also the 

cross country champion. Best 
all round cricketer was Roger 
Powell, Foil champion, Bruce 
Jones with Kerry Boyle being 
awarded best cadet of second 
class in physical training. Full 
colours were awarded to 
Joff for athletics, Jim Molan, 
Australian Rules, Bruce Jones 
in fencing, Lionel Haynes, 
basketball, John Cochrane, 
hockey, Roger for cricket and 
tennis and Andy Rankine in 
rugby union. Half colours went 
to Vic Gibbons for athletics, 
Roger Powell and Dick Weber 
for Australian Rules, Gordon 
Hill, hockey, Ian Grubb, soccer, 
Mike Smith, water polo and 
Mark Stuart for golf.

The class lost a further nine 
members this year, five by way 
of resignation, one to repeat 
the year and three transferring 
to OCS.

THROUGH THE YEARS
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1971 Courtesy of the Class of 1970, the year 
commenced with a debt in the Quarter Bar and 
ended with us producing their annual journal.

We should all remember the Dogs being the 
Sovereign’s Company; Holsworthy range and 
artillery week including mortars; hours in the 
model room followed by TEWTS in the heat, 
cold, wind and rain and at Bateman’s Bay 
and Monga; Caribou to Moruya for IMT week 
with our honorary classmate, Mick Barrett, 
helicopter beach assaults; attachments to 
recruit training battalions; the wonders of 
the telephone battle; Canungra the obstacle 
course and walk into the Lamington Plateau; 
Norm and tradition without which “you may as 
well lie down in the gutter and let the dogs piss 
on you”; Camp Training in the South Brooman 
and Currowan State Forest 16 kilometres 
north of Nelligen, most enjoyable for those 
graduating into infantry; Fathers and Sons; 
those we left behind and Graduation and 
despite Minnie’s warning, a flurry of weddings.

In terms of sporting awards, the best all-w 
round cricketer was Joff Johnson, Bruce Jones, 
Foil champion, Ray Green Physical Training in 
First Class, with the Epee champion being Tony 
McLennan. Andy Rankine was awarded Rugby 
Honour Cap with Full Colour going to Joff and 
Roger for cricket, John Cochrane, hockey, 
Lionel, basketball, Jim Molan, Australian Rules 
and Bruce, fencing. Half colour were awarded 
to Bob Bradford, wog ball, Gordon Hill, hockey, 
Andre Dupont, Australian Rules, Jim Campbell, 
squash, Mike Smith, water polo, Treviv, rowing 
and Vic Gibbons, athletics.

THROUGH THE YEARS

RIP the front rank.

Pete Reggars and Bob Bradford had the 
right idea – shed the ties.
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No wonder Norm had trouble remembering Bonnie's name.
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OUR GUIDE
NORM

As part of the reunion preparations, Ian contacted 
Max Carroll to offer an invitation to attend. Below 
is the response.

G’day Ian,
Well, don’t 50 years pass quickly? Many thanks 
for your email/warning order, but I’m afraid I must 
decline your kind invitation to attend. I’m afraid 
the “Age shall not weary them nor the years 
condemn” quote is rather misleading in my case. 
At 89 I count myself rather lucky to still be on the 
planet, after the hiding I have given my carcase 
over the years! However, the facts of life are that I 
now have medical limitations on my movements; 
and although I can still walk, it is with the aid of 
a wheeled walking frame. I also have voluntarily 
had my Driver’s Licence downgraded to “5km 
radius from home”, as I recognise my physical 
limitations. I can’t travel by any means for any 
modest distance, let alone long. However, all 
is not lost, as I still have no restrictions on food 
or drink; and good Barossa Shiraz, Mr Boag’s 
excellent Lager; and Dr Jameson’s superb Irish 
Whiskey (The elixir of life, particularly his Black 
Barrel gem), ensure that I still enjoy my declining 
years. I might say that I would be lost without my 
live-in carer, my wonderful, long suffering wife 
Yvonne. By the way, our geriatric 16+ year old dog 
completes our sedate assembly. Ian, I can tell 
you, old age is not for wimps, so put it off for as 
long as you can!

On that happy note I’ll close. Please pass my best 
wishes to all of The Class of 71 who assemble at 
your place of parade. If I’m still here next year, I’ll 
raise a glass to you all.

Sincere Regards,
MAX CARROLL.

A MESSAGE FROM
UNCLE MAX

As our mentor for four years, Norm occupies 
a special position in 1YLI’s annals. But his 
mentorship did not stop on 14 December 1971 
as explained by Bob Bradford.

Bob returned to Clink in December 1979 as 
SO2 Log. As he was about to enter the DMA’s 
office to dip his lid, a voice boomed out from 
the opposite end of the corridor exclaiming “I 
remember you when you were a snotty nosed 
little civilian on Queanbeyan Station, Sir.” On 
turning Bob spotted a beaming WO1 Norman 
Goldspink and soon recognised he was back 
home. 

Norm retained an interest in Bob’s performance 
so much so that in December 1980 and 
following the annual officer’s visit to the 
sergeants' mess, Norm kept Bob in the mess 
after all the other officers had departed.

Bob staggered home across the road three 
hours after his detention, feeling like a drill 
sergeant on the morning of practising marriage 
drill – late and worse for wear.

Bob was not the only returnee who received 
Norm’s mentorship. By way of congratulating 
him on his commissioning, Norm was 
appointed secretary of the Officer’s mess. He 
maintained a strong grip on the bar, often 
closing it around 0200 and then marching 
Glyn, Bill and Bob to their respective married 
quarters. Norm’s mentorship knows no bounds.

On a sad note, we must record that Norm's 
wife Lois died aged 89 on 26 January 2022 after 
almost 64 years of marriage. Farewell and rest in 
peace Toots. 
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With sincere apologies to Glyn Williams, the Editor decided to list 
names in strictly alphabetical order rather that Cadet number for 
fear of upsetting the latecomers to the class. Post nominals and 

awards have also been excluded.

THE CLASS
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BRUCE 
BIELENBERG
Prior to leaving Duntroon in October 1968, I appeared before a Board to discuss 
my progress. I’m sure that Freddie Pfitzner was not impressed when I said I 
wanted to be an actor.

Throughout my life I have been involved with musical theatre, performing with 
the Queensland Light Opera Company (QLOC), the Australian Opera and Opera 
Queensland.

On the actual employment side, I worked in positions that allowed me the 
freedom to pursue my singing. I worked at Griffith University for 25 years out of 
the period 1975 to my retirement in 2016.

In 1989, I enlisted in the RAAF and, in 1992 I appeared before an Officer Selection 
board. Six weeks later, I had my first angina attack and was no longer eligible for 
officer training.

I married Margaret in 1973 and we separated in 1978. We have a son, Matthew, 
and three grandchildren, Thalia, Mikey and Jack.

I married Christine in 1980, and we have a son, Stanley, but no grandchildren yet. 
We married on Australia Day, so we always had a holiday while we were working 
and I couldn’t forget it. I met Chris in the QLOC and we still sing together, leading 
the singing in church.

Since 2008, we made several overseas trips with our last being a New Zealand 
cruise in January 2020. As things go with travel restrictions and some health 
issues, our travelling days may have come to an end.

We live in a retirement village on the Gold Coast and lead a fairly quiet life.

KERRY 
BOYLE

After an interesting time at Clink during which 
I completed a formal assessment of the Five 
Year Plan, I finally escaped as a budding Artillery 
officer (in good company that year, I might add). 
I spent the next three years in Townsville with 4 
Field Regiment, getting to know every tree on 
High Range by first name, until late ’74 when I was 
posted as an instructor to the Officer Cadet School, 

I spent the next three years in Townsville with 4 
Field Regiment, getting to know every tree on 
High Range by first name, until late ’74 when I was 
posted as an instructor to the Officer Cadet School, 
Portsea. Great job, great location, great rugby and 
great sailing! 
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I must have done something right somewhere, 
probably accidentally, because I was then posted 
as a Military Observer in Kashmir, joining the United 
Nations Military Observer Group, India and Pakistan 
(UNMOGIP). It was a ‘Boy’s Own’ adventure if ever 
there was one, with spectacular scenery to boot! I 
would happily have stayed a second year, had they 
let me.

I came crashing back to reality and regimental life 
with a posting to Holsworthy as Battery Captain 
of ‘A’ Field Battery in 8/12 Medium Regiment, and 
finished up really enjoying the role, before doing a 
stint as a Training Major with the Reserves at 23 Field 
Regiment. After running Army Recruiting in New 
South Wales for a couple of years, I suddenly found 
myself in Staff Collage with a lot of familiar faces, 
before being posted to run 131 Divisional Locating 
Battery in Brisbane - my first ‘home’ posting since I 
left Brisbane as a 17 year old. 

My next posting was also in Brisbane as Assistant 
Commander 7 Brigade, to manage the integration 
of that Army Reserve organisation into 1 Division. 
Interesting times! I was beginning to feel that it was 
time to lower the final curtain on what had been an 
enjoyable military career, but one that was causing 
me increasing frustration with the continuing budget 
cuts and the prevailing ‘do more with less’ attitude 
that existed across the whole defence force. 

I resigned just after the 20 year mark, took some time 
off to obtain some further academic qualifications, 
then started a new career with the Commonwealth 
Public Service, in the project area of the Australian 
Taxation Office. At that time, the ATO was heavily 
involved in a modernisation programme which 
included developing mainframe software specifically 
for identity matching. I spent most of my 23 years 
with the ATO in this field, designing and maintaining 
the core functionality for high volume, fully 
automated identity matching and running teams of 
business analysts and programmers to develop and 
refine this mainframe software that was eventually 

used across a number of other commonwealth 
government departments, as well as providing assistance 
on specific projects to the Australian Federal Police. I 
really loved the work and had some great hand-picked 
teams of people working for me.

In early 2009, I took some long service leave to do a 
‘trial retirement’ and decided I was ready to pull the plug. 
I retired in September of that year to begin the never 
ending ‘long weekend’ that Zelma and I have enjoyed 
ever since. We’ve had a great time in retirement, travelled 
a lot, never been bored and luckily, my share trading and 
investing has provided us an ample supplement to our 
pension incomes. We have a good life. 

Despite a passing bout with prostate cancer (which was 
highly fashionable at the time), I remain in surprisingly 
good health and my main concern now is that I might 
live forever. To reduce the possibility of this frightening 
prospect, I have resurrected some old bad habits 
and occasionally drink to excess in the hope that this 
behaviour might have some lasting negative effects. 
Time will tell, but at least I’m trying!

MY BEST WISHES TO ALL OLD 
MATES FOR A HAPPY, HEALTHY 
LIFE, FOR AS LONG AS YOU 
WISH.

KERRY 
BOYLE
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BOB 
BRADFORD
During my teenage years, my mum 
constantly warned me that my 
behaviour would see me ending 
up in Long Bay Gaol. Little did she 
realise that I would end up instead in 
Clink.

I quickly learned in First Class that 
tactics was not my strength so I 
turned to trucking only to experience 
a fifth camp training and John 
Henry’s wrath. I then became a 
Koala – not to be exported or shot 
at. My priorities were operational 
logistics, serving with soldiers 
and avoiding HQs. I served three 
more years at clink as the soccer 
coach, masquerading as the SO2 
Log managing the finances for the 
Commandant and as a result he 
organised for me to attend Staff 
College in India, following Minnie. 
Other jobs were OC Combat 
Supplies Company in 2 Field Supply 
Battalion in the ODF, SO1 Ops Sup 
Div, Log Comd and later CO 31 
Supply Battalion, which I disbanded 
together with two other units to 
establish the Bandiana Logistics 
Group. After a stint at ADFA serving 
with Roger, my final posting (after 
JSSC) was in international logistics 
in Defence Central after which in 
January 1993 Gerry Warner guided 
me out the door on my last day in 
the Army. 

My greatest shortcoming was 
regularly clashing with my seniors 
beginning in 1 Company where I 
became an excellent weekend duty 
officer. I later clashed with my CO 
and wing SI at the RAAOC Centre; 
whilst in Log Comd and using rather 
strong language I ordered the Chief 
of Staff out of my office so I could do 
my job - a possible retrograde step; 
clashes with Generals on several 
occasions finally demonstrating my 
lack of promotion material – but we 
all already knew that.

In mid 1993 I began a second career 
as a medical regulator managing the 
ACT Health Professions Regulations 
Team which registered practitioners 
in 11 health professions. The 
mundane nature of registration was 
a mere backdrop to the challenges 
of investigating complaints against 
mad, bad, sad or drugged doctors, 
then prosecuting serious offenders. 
Later in 2010 I became ACT Manager 
of the newly established Australian 
Health Professionals Registration 
Agency with my final role ending in 
August 2015 as the National Director 
Notifications managing investigation 
of complaints received nationally. 
My working life ceased as a result 
of health issues, beginning with an 
angina attack in late 2015 followed 
shortly after by a stroke in my 
pituitary gland resulting in an attack 
on my brain by a neurosurgeon. At 
that time a MRI detected a grade 
three cancer in a maxilla facial sinus 
that ended in major surgery, the 
loss of an eye and a redesign of my 
face, much to the relief of many. 
After spending a deal of time on 
operating tables, hospital beds and 
undergoing radio therapy, six years 
later sees me in remission albeit 
missing a few body parts.

While attending RMC I met Rhonda, 
the love of my life who in my 
frequent absences throughout my 
two careers not only raised three 
children but supported me most 
graciously nonstop throughout the 
good, the not so good and now in 
my blind years. Our children are: 
Tony a communication adviser in 
Defence; Liza a psychologist in 
Defence and James who manages 
complaints for the ACT Government, 
for which there are many. We have 
four delightful grandkids aged from 
six to 16 years of age. 
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DAVE
BUCHANAN

David always said being in the military gave him many 
wonderful opportunities; training at Duntroon, importantly 
developing the lifelong friendships with the Old Mates, 
Officer training at Queenscliff and Defence Strategic 
Studies at Weston Creek certainly gave him opportunities 
for ongoing learning and reconnecting with Old Mates.

Apart from being able to buy Grange Hermitage for $10, 
other major highlights were as UN Military observer in 
Kashmir, being Equerry to the Queen in 1992, Exchange 
Instructor to Staff College in Toronto, Canada and as 
Commandant at Kapooka. 

David passed away in February 2000 when James was 8 
and Andrew 6. While he would be proud of the wonderful 
caring young men they have become, he may have wished 
for one of them to have followed him into the military.

James has had several false starts with contracts in the 
public service but is now working for JLL. He is marrying 
Devin, the American partner he met through online 
gaming. Susan only found out about Devin when at 19 
James announced they had been in a relationship for 
several years and he was off to Florida to meet her. Where 
was David when Susan needed him then!

Andrew works at Daramalan as assistant canteen 
manager, living at home with Susan where he is 
kept busy sorting out his mother’s technology 
quandaries and providing both handyman and sous 
chef support.

Susan has failed to inculcate a few of David’s 
passions into James and Andrew. They aren’t 
interested in cars (fast, imported or otherwise), 
driving, running, spending hours in the gym or 
more disappointingly, rugby. They have, however, 
his hairline and both whistle when they are in the 
kitchen. James recently declared he has caught his 
dad’s passion for gardening, although not the roses 
and camellias David nurtured. Andrew has inherited 
David’s delight in new technologies, the acquisition 
of tools and riding his bike to work.

Susan continues to work full time at Daramalan 
College in the growing world of Inclusive Education. 
Despite promises to retire at the end of 2020, she 
still really enjoys being at school and hopes she 
has a few more years of making a contribution to 
children’s learning and well-being. As well as her 
paid roles, she runs the school Staff Club, Tea Club 
and Daracares, a staff support initiative. She is still 
looking for the ideal volunteering job to entice her 
to retire as she knows grandchildren are not on the 
horizon for James, Dev and Andrew.

David’s promise when they first met to “Stick with 
me kid and I’ll show you the world” was somewhat 
realized with two wonderful years living in Canada 
and the tours with Staff College. Susan has since 
enjoyed a number of overseas trips, a favourite 
being the 2019 Battlefields Tour and attending 
the Centenary Anzac Day Dawn Service at Villers 
Bretonneux. She may consider retiring when the 
opportunity to travel opens up again.
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EWEN
CAMERON
I am now retired and living with Viki in Brunswick 
Melbourne. We keep close contact with our two 
adult children, Angus and Lesley, and their families 
including four grandchildren. We enjoy our inner-
city life style pursuing interests in music and the 
arts, food and wine and the cultural diversity of the 
neighbourhood. COVID 19 allowing, we travel widely 
seeking experiences off the beaten track. We keep fit 
walking, cycling and exercising regularly. Next May 
we celebrate 50 years marriage with the 1968 Fourth 
Class Tennis Party being fondly remembered as the 
beginning of our special relationship. 

Life took off for me after Grad: Regimental, Staff 
and Training appointments following along in 
good military order and for the most part providing 
interesting experiences which Angus and Lesley still 
recall, sometimes with mock horror but mostly with 
humour. But it’s fair to say, highlights of Army service 
came later as Lt Col. In OCGS I gained a clear insight 
to how business is done and sometimes not done in 
Canberra and beyond. Then following Gordon Hill to 
the UN as Senior Australian Observer Middle East and 
Chief of the United Nations Observer Group Lebanon. 
Despite the treacherous environment this was a 
hugely rewarding experience but sadly ending with 
the loss by landmine of CAPT Peter McCarthy RACT 
and three weeks into his tour, my successor, LTCOL 
Rich Higgins US Marine, at the hands of Hezbollah. 
Returning to Canberra I found myself back squadded 
to Clink. Maybe “that” essay had finally caught up 
with me! Thankfully, it was to be CO CSC and for two 
and a half years I was privileged to work with very 
talented and enthusiastic young men and women at 
the threshold of their careers. I finished just short of 
25 years rewarding service heading up the Personnel 
Management Group at SCMA. This proved to be a 
valuable assistance for transition to civvy life as work 
thereon was weighted to HRM matters.

Senior executive appointments in both public and 
private sectors followed Army for 10 years including 
six years with the CFA. Finally, I ran my own HRM 
consulting business for 13 years. There’s nothing quite 
like being your own boss and a great way to finish 
before retiring in 2014.

My other interests over the years have included 
breeding Angus beef cattle on our Phillip Island 
property and environmental management. Viki and 
I planted nearly 10,000 trees on our farm and were 
actively engaged in sustainable land management 
practices. Like many OMs, I have had my share of 
Directorships, Board and Chair appointments and 
whether it be schools, business, community groups 
or clubs, there is no doubt that our service education, 
wide experience, and organisational skills are 
appreciated by the communities in which we live and 
fostered close connections which otherwise we might 
not have enjoyed. 

All in all, Viki and I have enjoyed a rich and rewarding 
life during which friends and family have played an 
important role. Although short on quantity, interaction 
with RMC classmates is always quality time and is a 
cornerstone to our shared experience.
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JIM
CAMPBELL

The train trip from Sydney with Bert; 4th Class under 
Cos, with Bob, Jock, Kerry and Coops on the top floor of 
ANZAC Hall; always being beaten by Joff on the cross 
country, until he took a nap on no.10; runner up every 
year in the Pratt Cup (darn it); soccer with Bob and Ian; 
golf with Mark and Geoff; Stan’s rifle and Bill’s bolt; these 
are all strong memories of RMC, as is the foundation 
College provided.

Ordnance was my preference although Dad had 
served in Artillery. Walking through the gates of 2 Base 
Ordnance Depot, Moorebank, I thought I’d made the 
biggest mistake of my life but what a fantastic ‘all-
rounders’ experience. It was also where I met my bride 
to be, LT Sheryl Ashton, on a golf course, go figure.

Great times as OC 25 Combat Sup Pl, 1 Transport 
Company, together with Mick Roseblade, OC 1 Tpt Pl 
and then up to HQ 1TF, keeping QM’s in line until Vic (QM 
8/12) blew the cover my moustache, grey(ing) hair and 
‘great’ knowledge of Equipment Instructions provided.

Sheryl and I married in Sydney, setting sail on 53 years of 
joint service. OBTW, I’ve still got the dry cleaning bill and 
supporting photos, the former for the attention of Geoff, 
Vic, MSB and Andrew.

Training postings at the RAAOC Centre and RMC 
followed the latter where I took over from Bert. I then 
worked for the DMA and COMDT which was followed by 
a career changing trip to Fort Lee, USA where I soaked 
up integrated logistics support and material acquisition, 
both foundations for my later career.
Doing the RAAC Corps 3 set me up for Staff College 
in Canada, a tri service affair that fed into an enjoyable 
time at JSSC, the latter after ‘bean counting’ in Materiel 
Branch.

Two command appointments followed in quick 
succession, the first as CO/CI RAAOC Centre. Bob was 
next door as CO 31 Sup Bn, Treviv over the road as CO 
RAEME Training Centre and Ian was running Falls Creek. 
Our son Iain was born at Wodonga, days before two 
years at HQ Logistic Command, then back to Albury 
Wodonga as Commander Bandiana Logistic Group and 
Area Commander.

Postings as DG Material Management and then Chief 
of Staff, Logistic Command followed. My final posting 
was DG Log, HQ ADF. There I worked with a great group 
including Tony who did a terrific job selling the Nomads 
to Indonesia. I tapped out in 1998.

Life after the military has been lots of fun. I’ve managed 
an IT business; was Group GM Supply Chain at Mayne 
Nickless, ran a recruiting and consulting practice and 
been an independent consultant. Consulting highlights 
are the mergers of the blindness and multiple sclerosis 
organisations in NSW and VIC (Jock also worked on 
the former) and long assignments with Westfield, 
Transurban, Australia Post, Medibank Private, St Vincent 
de Paul, Vic Bionics, Parkinson’s Victoria, all the National 
Trust, Youth Hostel Australia and Diabetes Australia 
entities and then Grampians Wimmera Mallee Water 
and Wimmera Heath Care Group.

I’m a volunteer director at Epilepsy Australia and the 
Epilepsy Foundation, where I chair the Epilepsy Smart 
Australia Program Sub Committee. I’m also the volunteer 
corporate advisor to the national board, Air Force 
Association (Gerry’s old mob). It’s another long story 
that’d run me over my 40 word limit.
Sheryl and I are confirmed Mexicans. Life has been 
good to all our family south of the border. Our son and 
his partner Amelia are both accountants, although Iain 
now works as a business analyst for Lavazza.
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RICHARD
CARFAX-FOSTER
In the half-century since graduation 
I was in the regular army for a 
mere 15 years, the 35 remaining 
years were as a civilian. However, 
I was “on the books” for 28 years 
when you take into account CMF 
service before Duntroon and ARES 
commitments post ARA service. 

After five years at RMC, an 
academic mishap meant two 
years in Second Class, I graduated 
into the Royal Australian Corps of 
Signals moving immediately to 
Melbourne for Corps training. 
With the exception of a year in 
the UK on a telecommunications 
engineering course, a posting 
in Ingleburn and a posting in 
Canberra my remaining six 
postings were in Melbourne where 
I still live. While in Melbourne the 
Army sent me to RMIT to study 
quality technology part-time, 
then posted me out of a quality 
assurance position, I guess in the 
expectation I would return.
 

In 1986 I resigned. Prospects for 
advancement were limited and I 
wanted to stay in Melbourne where 
my wife’s family was. I moved into 
an engineering position in Telecom. 

My first child was born not long 
after, followed by two more who 
thankfully (in my opinion) only 
moved house four times all in 
Melbourne.

From then I worked in either tele-
communications or computer 
security positions until 1990. My 
then employer ANZ restructured 
their Telecommunications 
Business Unit where I worked. 
Despite my complete lack of 
background in the speciality, I 
was invited to move to become 
the second member of their 
procurement team working for 
John Viksne, ex Lt Col RA Sigs and 
Army procurement veteran. 
This led me into my last and most 
interesting line of work.

From that day until I retired, with 
the exception of two years as a 
grants administrator in Consumer 
Affairs Victoria, I worked in 
procurement including a project 
in India (hard but so much fun) 
and a review study in New 
Zealand. I became involved in the 
professional body, studied, wrote 
about and taught procurement 
(part-time).

Retirement has been the 
opportunity to travel and develop 
my handyman skills in the areas of 
tiling, paving, carpentry and fixing 
things. The latter is largely satisfied 
by volunteer work for a tool library 
repairing and maintaining power 
and hand tools and as a repairer at 
their monthly “repair cafes”.

My last albeit indirect involvement 
with RMC, was my small and 
uncredited contribution to the 100 
year anniversary. In helping my 
son with research into his school’s 
old boy casualties, and also as a 
volunteer for the NZ Dolores Cross 
project I spent a lot of time in WW1 
military and civilian cemeteries 
and British battlefields in France 
and Belgium in the process 
gaining a lot of respect for RMC’s 
early graduates. This led me to 
lobby very successfully for a CSC 
Memorial Plaque to be placed 
in the Musée Franco-Australien 
at the Victoria School in Villers-
Bretonneux in France in 2011. 
Please visit when you can. It is a 
very nice little museum and the 
school still loves Australia.
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DAVE
CLYDE

At one of our earlier reunions, Norm 
Goldspink was our guest of honour. 
Given he was at RMC for several 
years, and that this was 10 or more 
years after graduation, he obviously 
could not be expected to remember 
all of us by name. However, he 
peered at me for a minute or two 
and said “Ah – Clyde, the kneecap 
man”. Smashing my kneecap on the 
obstacle course appears to be my 
low point at Duntroon but my most 
recognised characteristic for others.

I graduated into the RAAOC 
and had a couple of interesting 
postings as a Lieutenant. The first 
was to Macrossan, 130 km west of 
Townsville, where I replaced the OC 
who had been sacked following a 
fire which destroyed several million 
dollars-worth of stock. I was the 
youngest of more than 30 staff in 
the depot; fortunately, there were 
several senior NCOs who kept me 
out of trouble. I was then posted 
to the Tropical Trials Establishment 
(near Innisfail) as a Liaison Officer 
at the time the trials for replacing 
the centurion tank were underway. 

This was an enjoyable posting, 
particularly avoiding the snakes and 
cassowaries when checking the trial 
sites at night!

The usual sequence of regimental 
and staff postings then ensued 
including almost a year doing 
courses and attachments in 
the United States. After Staff 
College in 1984, I was promoted 
to LTCOL and posted to HQ Log 
Comd in Melbourne, followed 
by appointment as CO 41 Sup Bn 
in Adelaide. I was then posted 
to Staff College as a member of 
the Directing Staff, an enjoyable 
two years. JSSC and a posting 
to Logistics Division in Defence 
Central ensued. I returned to Army 
Office (MS Office) where I ran the 
Army’s first redundancy programme. 
Everyone seemed happy to be 
getting a redundancy, so I gave 
myself the last one available.

I worked at the University of 
Queensland for the next 20 years, 
as did my wife Barb. All but the last 
two years were in different jobs 
in the Science Faculty. For some 
years my responsibilities included 
the marine research stations at Low 

Isles (near Port Douglas), Heron 
Island and Stradbroke Island. These 
were great places to visit, although 
many of my visits entailed staff-
related problem solving. My last 
position was as Deputy Director of 
the Global Change Institute where 
the focus was on integrating the 
sciences with other disciplines to 
find better ways to solve problems.

My wife, Barb, and I both retired on 
the same day in 2011. After a year or 
so living in our house in Brisbane, 
and with none of our four children 
living nearby, we sold up and 
moved into a gated community 
on the Sunshine Coast. We do not 
see as much of our children as we 
would like - two are in Perth, one 
at Ipswich and one has recently 
moved to Caloundra, so we do to 
see him and our grandchildren. Our 
major focus in retirement has been 
to keep healthy and active and to 
travel as much as we can. Sadly, 
my broken knees mean that golf 
is not an option; so, I took up lawn 
bowls several years ago, an activity 
I greatly enjoy, despite being no 
more than an average player. Life 
is good!
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BOB
COOPER

While he remains relatively well for a parachutist, Bob is 
a most private person and preferred not to contribute to 
this document. Bob served in the SAS, the United Nations 
as an observer and was active in the training of young 
soldiers who foolishly wanted to jump out of aircrafts. He 
and Sally now reside in Canberra and as often as possible 
go on cruises, well demonstrating that Bob still lives on 
the edge.

We respect Bob’s desire for privacy, thank him for his long 
military service in defence of Australia and wish him and 
Sally well in the future.

JOHN
COCHRANE
Hello from Gayemagal country.

Well 50 years since I packed my steel trunk into the back seat of my blue 
Morris 1100S to drive to North Head. On the floor in the front was my 
initialled brown briefcase and Herbie J.

Now, I am in Phase 3. Phase 1 was the Army, Phase 2 was real work and 
Phase 3 is retirement (also described as babysitting).

I have all body parts original (no plastic, titanium or metal). I have avoided 
gender fluidity and I still appreciate females and know how to treat them 
despite never attending expensive social workshopping.

My likes include Manly RL team, the Swans, Scotch and chips with 
everything. My dislikes include the Wallabies (burnt too often), green 
food on my plate and senior Army Officers who distance themselves from 
those they command and who take up every woke cause with gusto (our 
instructional staff in 1971 would shake with horror).

Politically, I side with Jim but have learnt to keep quiet when necessary. 
This rule does not apply if the current Qld Premier is mentioned. I remain 
married (Margy is a very tolerant person). I have two children (both doing 
well) and four grandkids (aged 3 to 8). We downsized 11 years ago to a unit 
(no garden or maintenance) which sits above a shopping centre and this 
allows for a vibrant coffee culture. We are avid travellers, especially cruising. 
We actually enjoy playing golf together when away, but I have given up 
regular golf as my skill level has remained fixed in the lowest possible 
percentile.

I make sporadic and pathetic attempts to get and stay fit and I have no 
noteworthy hobbies. I avoid handyman tools and electronics apart from the 
channel changer which is mine, mine, mine.
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JOHN
COX
A dream career in the Royal 
Regiment of Australian Artillery 
started brilliantly with a brief North 
Head experience, but soon reality 
set in. 1972 Ingleburn in far South 
West Sydney was another world 
and another experience. The 
promise of a posting to Singapore 
moved me to Townsville. Gough 
Whitlam’s ‘It’s Time’ cancelled 
Singapore, national service and near 
everything. Boredom, due to no 
serious soldiering, took over in FNQ. 
Diving, boating, courses, excessive 
partying and thespian activities 
filled the void. Thankfully, Jacqui 
the leading lady in the well-known 
play ‘Hang Your Clothes on Yonder 
Bush’ won my heart and saved me, 
until she travelled. A despondent 
lieutenant wrote to the Military 
Secretary seeking approval to 
undertake a Master’s degree, which 
was supported by an enlightened 
Directorate.

With the Master’s about done, the 
offer of a Doctorate arose; and an 
enthusiastic experimental physicist 
could not say no. Jacqui arrived in 
Canberra for an extended courtship. 
Several life shaping and saving 
‘moments’ occurred around this time. 
RMC Doctor Bruce Daniels saved 
my life with an astute and quick 
diagnosis of melanoma in my lymph 
glands. Eighteen lost months in 
and out of hospitals followed, while 
completing experiments for a thesis 
on ‘Isotope Effects in Ion Scattering 
Spectrometry’. As a survivor and 
a geek, regimental life resumed. 
Jacqui and I married. Army and life 
was good to me.

My working life was hardly planned, 
but somehow it divided into four 
endeavours. I was lucky in that 
almost all I wanted to do I achieved, 
and enjoyed. In 1980, by chance 
I read of the work of technical 

intelligence scientists in WW2; I 
was enthralled. Then miraculously, 
the artillery flesh peddler, Kevin 
O’Brien, asked if an artillery technical 
intelligence job in London would 
suit me. It was the most satisfying 
work of my career and resulted 
in a quarter of my working life 
being devoted to scientific and 
technological analysis.

A dozen years was consumed in 
my base trade as a gunner officer, 
culminating as Director of Artillery. 
About 10 years of hard yards 
were spent in the challenging, 
but frustrating world of Army and 
Defence capability ‘design’. Another 
10 or so years were consumed by 
strategic workforce planning which 
was serious and stimulating work. It 
incidentally led to some consultancy 
and review work. A certificate for 48 
years in uniform came as a surprise 
because it was hard to reconcile 
how the years had passed so quickly 
– until memories flood in! And Jacqui 
does not let me forget I was absent 
for too many family milestones.

With hindsight, it was inevitable that 
our son, Jerome would be an Army 
pilot. A childhood on Army bases 
saw him fascinated with Blackhawk 
helicopters. That fire was further 
fuelled when he met Bill Mellor over 
pizza during a class reunion. 

Squash is well behind me, as is 
rowing. Very average golf taunts 
me, while cycling, walking and 
supporting the Brumbies and the 
Cats sustain me. Deep involvement 
in artillery history keeps me 
connected. I confess I don’t listen to 
music often enough. Travel has been 
a blessing, and will be again. We 
right-sized our Canberra home to 
add retirement ‘her’ and ‘his’ spaces. 
It’s now our long-term base where 
friends are most welcome.
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for QHealth in Environmental Health 
and Jared is Churchie’s Head of 
Outdoor Education. Twenty years on 
we miss Daryl’s humour, hugs, foibles 
and fun and he has missed so many 
family milestones. We ensure the 
grandchildren are acquainted with 
him from stories and photographs 
and they know that he is just over the 
rainbow. 

Lynne Reid (Crunkhorn)

DARYL
CRUNKHORN
Post graduation, Daryl’s first posting 
was to HQ 2 Military District and then 
to 2 Air Maintenance Platoon where 
he completed parachute training. 
Daryl preferred field postings so 
an operational logistics role at 3 
Ordnance Field Park in 1974 suited 
him. He had strength in managing 
relationships and building trust and 
enjoyed working with his soldiers 
especially on exercises. His duties at 
3OFP encompassed ‘parenting’ his 
troops, many newly separated from 
their families and Daryl approached 
this role conscientiously. I joined him 
in 1975 fresh from living in Europe. 
Daryl played rugby for the barracks 
team, ‘The Frogs’ and played in the 
Queensland Country team which was 
annihilated by England. 

1 Division Supply, 1976 and 11 Supply 
Battalion, 1977 were next. Sadly a torn 
anterior cruciate ligament in a Brisbane 
competition rugby match curtailed 
Daryl’s football career. Daryl moved 
south to the next posting with a wife 
and baby, to HQ Logistics Command, 
into an office building. 

Family logistics and posting to 
Logistics Branch, Russell Offices 
in 1981 meant we lived apart. In 
Canberra, Daryl and Richard Weber 
house-shared like the proverbial ‘odd 
couple’ doing everything domestically 
together in fine form until our family 
reunited. Another notable incident 
occurred when Daryl took his teddy 
bear on exercise, discovered when 
it dropped unceremoniously from 
his sleeping bag. Supposedly teddy 
belonged to our toddler, having been 
AWOL since our removal. Mid-1982 
Daryl was posted to 3 Field Supply 
Company just in time to welcome 
another son. Many deployments, 
courses, exercises and mess functions 
ensued and again Daryl was in his 
element in a field posting. The addition 
of a pharmacist under his command 

held interest as did the capture of 
snakes for educating the soldiers for 
bush exercises. 

In Port Moresby 1984-1987, Daryl 
became logistical adviser to HQ 
PNGDF, Murray Barracks. He was a 
member of the Australian Training and 
Technical Support Unit established to 
help PNGDF address issues resulting 
from rapid replacement of Australian 
officers with PNGDF officers. He was 
involved with upgrading the starched, 
outdated Juniper Green PNG Defence 
uniform and fought hard under a tight 
budget to rein in the aspirations of the 
top brass for gold bling to deliver a 
functional jungle uniform to the PNG 
soldier. Daryl played golf and revelled 
in managing the PNGDF Rugby team, 
arranging sponsorship and coaching. 
PNG was a magical posting for our 
family. Our (by then) three small 
boys grew to think it was normal to 
run around with no clothes on, exist 
on mangoes and prawns and fly in 
Hercules aircraft. Well, actually you 
could add Daryl to that mix. 

Back in 1 Division Supply 1988-1989, 
Russell Offices beckoned. Daryl 
rejected this outright and resigned his 
commission forthwith. He acquired 
his real estate licence and opened his 
own office with a business partner. The 
agency thrived with Daryl’s business 
acumen and reputation for integrity. 
In 2001 Daryl suffered a fatal cardiac 
arrest, suddenly, inexplicably, 
devastating emotionally and financially. 
The boys lost an exceptional loving 
father just when they were reaching an 
age to discourse with him as adults - 
they channel him often which is both 
poignant and hysterical. The boys 
and their wives are tertiary educated, 
well-travelled, sports-oriented and 
have between them our six grandsons 
and one granddaughter aged from 
new born to 10 years. Brett is a UQ web 
standards developer, Andrew works 



24  OLD MATES GAZETTE

As some of you may recall, I transferred to OCS from 
RMC in Apr 70, graduating to RAE in Dec 70. First 
posting was to SME as a troop commander in Depot 
Sqn (IET training for Field Engineers) putting through 
300 plus every six to eight weeks, a high percentage 
of those were then posted to SVN because unlike 
other Corps, the RAE units in SVN were static and only 
the personnel were changed over. From SME to 1 Fd 
Engr Regt as LO then in 1973 to 27 Engr Stores Sqn in 
Broadmeadows as Adjt/QM only for 6/7 months as the 
Engineer Stores function was transferred to RAAOC and 
the unit disbanded. With no role & no posting, a memo 
crossed my desk calling for in-service application 
for flying and I thought why not? I applied and was 
accepted. Spent an enjoyable few months at Point Cook 
but failed to make the grade so put away the powder 
blue beret. 

Spent 2 years HQ RAE 3 Div (another unit gone from 
the orbat) before heading off to sunny (?) Puckapunyal 
taking over from Mike Beckingham as the Construction 
Officer in 21 Const Sqn, although the first twelve months 
was on crutches having been cleaned up on a motor 
bike in Melbourne. A posting as the Regional Engineer 
for central Victoria gave me nearly 4 years in Pucka, 
unlike many others I actually enjoyed living there. Finally 
got out of Victoria to LWC at Canungra, unfortunately, 
my only posting to the sunshine state. From there, 
promoted and off to Adelaide as the SO2 Works at 
HQ 4MD, seems as if the Works Service was to be my 
career stream, because, after two years I went to HQ 
2MD as the SO2 Works Programs. Another sideways 
move to HQ 5 Engr Gp (also gone) where I reinforced my 
admiration for Reserve soldiers & the sacrifices most of 
them make.

Next move was to Canberra where I spent the first 
3 years at Log Div as the Chief Inspector Army Fire 
Service, a role which I was somewhat reluctant 
to take on, but it turned to be quite satisfying 
and included trips to “exotic” places like Vanuatu, 
Solomon Islands and Malaysia. In 1991, I moved up 1 
floor to DGAW to be one of two Project Directors for 
major new works over $6M for Army. An interesting 
time, probably the most fun was organising the 
test demolition at Woomera of a new design for 
ammunition storehouses – 50,000 kg of explosives 
makes a good bang. The other highlight was the 
initial master planning for what became Robertson 
Barracks in Darwin, developed from the 2 Cav Regt 
relocation project.

After Canberra, it was back to Adelaide for my last 6 
years in the Army as the Chief Engineer at HQ 4MD, 
later Central Region, later Manager Facilities Branch, 
Defence Centre Adelaide until February 1998. Again, 
noting that these three organisations no longer exist!!
Post Army, I spent some time managing a Defence 
garrison support tender evaluation for South 
Australia until taking on the role of the SA State 
Manager for Defence Housing Authority in 1999, 
where I remained for about 10 years; built, bought 
and sold lots of houses, using other people’s money!! 
Post DHA, did some consulting work, mainly with 
Defence and also spent a couple of years managing 
a maintenance contract for SA Water.

Like so many others, I had an experience with cancer 
which has left me with a few less bits internally and 
an ill performing pancreas, been nearly three years 
in remission , so I consider myself very lucky. 
Nowadays, its playing golf, albeit badly, some 
woodworking, a bit of volunteer work and enjoying 
my newest granddaughter.

ROSS
DICKENS



OLD MATES GAZETTE  25

ALAN
DUPONT

Two months into Fourth Class, a young, scrawny, 
harassed escapee from the burbs of Melbourne 
thought: “This was big mistake!” True, his body 
had hardened, thanks to the 20,000 push ups 
administered by A/Q Corporal Dick Goodmanson in 
the drying room of Gallipoli Company. But his mind 
had been seduced by the prospect of freedom from 
the bastardising embrace of Second Class and the 
flinty glare of Norm Goldspink who, with Rasputin 
beard and Nubian dreadlocks would have made an 
outstanding Saruman had he auditioned for Lord of 
the Rings.

But to the surprise of the said cadet, including most 
of his instructors and peers, he graduated from 
Duntroon as a newly minted Intelligence Corps 
officer with the words of Max Carroll ringing in his 
ears. “Christ Dupont! All infantry officers should be 
grateful that you went to Int Corps.” He was only 
partially right. After 18 months masquerading as a 
platoon commander in 4 RAR “young Dupont” - as he 
was then - took 12 months leave without pay, grew a 
beard and bummed around Europe and North Africa 
before the money finally ran out and he was called 
back to service in the Joint Intelligence Organisation 
as the Vietnam desk officer. There he oversaw the fall 
of Saigon and won his intelligence spurs calling the 
Vietnam invasion of Cambodia and China’s incursion 
into Vietnam.

Having decided that this was his calling, ex-
Captain Dupont seamlessly transferred to ANU 
to do a Master’s degree in International Relations 
(supplemented twenty years later by a PhD). There 
followed 12 months working as a free-lance journalist 

in South America and 15 years in DFAT which 
included postings to Seoul and Jakarta. Along the 
way, he married Rosemary. They produced two 
girls (Clair and Pia) both born in South Korea before 
another career change saw Alan become a late 
blooming academic at ANU at the Strategic and 
Defence Studies Centre. By then it was clear that 
all that Army training had been worthwhile. Getting 
to appointments on time, being organised, self-
disciplined and able to string two words together 
were actually important. Dinkum. Just as Max and 
Norm had told us.

Then life took an unexpected turn. After separating 
from Rosemary, Alan moved to Sydney to work at 
the newly established Lowy Institute, fell in and 
out of love a couple of times before meeting Glizet 
Enciso Alvarado, wooing her with barely remembered 
Spanish while mastering the art of texting. Within a 
few years, Alan resumed his masquerade, this time 
as the Michael Hintze professor at Sydney University 
followed by a stint at UNSW. Then, sick of university 
life and the growing cancel culture, he bravely – or 
foolishly – struck out on his own, establishing the 
geopolitical risk consultancy The Cognoscenti Group 
and adding a few other bells and whistles including 
writing a regular column for The Australian and 
helping out the Northern Territory as the Defence and 
National Security Advocate. 

Now at an advanced age, Alan is sustained by his 
extended family – including Daniel who is now at 
ANU – work, Aussie Rules, skiing and reconnecting 
with Old Mates.
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ROSS
EASTGATE

Who of us knew in January 1968 
the next few weeks and four years 
would unalterably change our lives, 
creating a unique bond on the 
journey to graduation in December 
1971?

Then for a lifetime.

1971 was a personally auspicious 
year for three reasons in no 
particular order of importance. In 
January I fulfilled a lifelong ambition 
to visit PNG, we graduated in 
December and in February I had 
been introduced to a girl.

I had previously been only vaguely 
aware of their existence but 
that suddenly and permanently 
changed after I was frogmarched 
to a dinner party by a classmate’s 
fiancé.

Our bittersweet graduation, 
knowing many of us might never 
meet again despite our best 
intentions, was tempered for me 
only by a PNG posting and Anne’s 
acceptance on our VW back seat 
of my romantic marriage proposal. 
What adventures followed!

Service in PNG, Sydney, the Middle 
East, Sydney again, Melbourne 
for four years with remittance for 
good behaviour at Staff College, 
Canungra and back to PNG to 

the ADF’s best kept secret. Three 
years with the Australian Services 
Advisory Unit – Royal Papua New 
Guinea Constabulary, fully manned 
to its war establishment of one -me 
- and our own war!

Three children, 22 removals in 18 
years, then working for possibly the 
worst officer ever to pull on a boot 
convinced me it was time to go.
Back to PNG to build roads with 
Boy Jones when I finally discovered 
what it was that engineers did when 
we artists were eating their toc and 
playing billiards.

Building big bridges that fall down 
apparently.

A few years in the vagaries of the 
Queensland Public Service, a first 
foray into professional journalism 
then back into uniform to write for 
Cos, including a side trip to East 
Timor.

After years scribbling for free or 
beers, I finally became a print 
journalist, with some regular radio 
and TV work. It’s been a perfect, 
satisfying conclusion to both my 
academic and military experiences.

After a brief foray in sinful Adelaide 
with herself, I fled to our home of 
almost 30 years on the Gold Coast.
Along the way I have been 

privileged to sustain old friendships. 
I have made lifelong friends from 
services all over the world.

I have tried to follow Merv Kirby’s 
admonition that the privilege of a 
commission carried with it a lifelong 
obligation to look after your troops.

Genetically I have been replaced; 
eldest son Mark is a graduate RACT 
officer, David a stand-up comedian 
and Kathryn a teacher.

They’ve given us a Brady Bunch of 
six grandchildren and live close. 
However in the twilight of my years 
my thoughts will always be of 
Duntroon and more importantly, the 
Class, the Class of 1971.

Those who arrived in 1968, those 
who fell by the wayside, those who 
graduated and those who are no 
longer with us. It’s a journey that’s 
been a privilege and fun which 
hopefully has a way to go.

WHO COULD 
HAVE IMAGINED 
THAT 54 YEARS 
AGO?
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you know!’ Peter Leahy, then Chief 
of Army, assured them that in fact I 
was one of them, having been born 
and educated in Sydney. I am not 
certain the Rum Corps was ever 
fully convinced.

At the conclusion of three exciting 
and enjoyable years in command, 
living in ‘Cliff House’, Watsons Bay, 
we moved to Jerrabomberra, just 
across the ACT border in NSW, 
where Jim Molan is our local 
Senator. 

After fifty plus years in the 
workforce I greatly appreciate the 
freedom of retirement, guided 
ever so subtlety by Carol, my very 
understanding and supportive life 
mate. In addition to bike riding, 
walking, and supporting the 
Brumbies, I keep focussed, and 
hopefully relevant, serving as the 
Deputy President of the Defence 
Reserves Association and Vice 
President of the Defence Force 
Welfare Association.

IAN
FLAWITH

 ‘Lieutenants will not, captains may, 
majors will’, states the old British 
Army officer marriage guidance. 
So, as a Major, ten years after 
graduation, I married Carol in the 
RMC Chapel on 9 January 1982. 
Our wedding was attended by a 
good number of Old Mates, most 
to assure themselves that it actually 
occurred.

In the preceding ten years I had 
been fortunate enough to serve 
in PNG (1 PIR), Hong Kong (7th 
Gurkha Rifles), and the Middle East 
(UNTSO). Carol had also travelled 
widely and so there was no concern 
when I was selected to attend staff 
college in India. Our first wedding 
anniversary was happily spent in 
our quarter in the Nilgiri Hills, Tamil 
Nadu, consuming scrambled egg 
on toast (it was Sunday, the cook’s 
day off) and French champagne 
purchased earlier in Delhi. With 
no kids, in that year we travelled 
extensively throughout India. What 
a great experience.

Kids came soon enough, however. 
Our first, Robert, lives in Canberra 
with his family where he works 
in the field of cyber security. Our 
second, James, lives with his family 
in Toowoomba. He graduated from 
ADFA and RMC to Army Aviation, 
where he is a QFI on the Tiger 
helicopter and a rotary wing test 
pilot. Being a grandfather is not as 
challenging as I thought; I find it 
great fun! 

In 1993, my ARA career came 
to an end. While relishing my 
many regimental postings and 
staff college in India, I had failed 
to develop a ‘Canberra profile’. 
Undeterred, we relocated to 
Townsville where I sought the 
security of employment in the 
Queensland public sector, while 
continuing a parallel military career 
in the Army Reserve.

In 1999, promoted to Brigadier, I 
was appointed Commander 11th 
Brigade, then a formation within 1st 
Division. A year later Jim Molan was 
the Division Commander, ensuring 
a lift in profile for 11th Brigade. This 
was followed by my appointment 
as Assistant Commander HQ 
1st Division during which time 
I returned to full time service 
for several months to exercise 
command of 1st Division. Apparently 
I performed well, as a year or so 
later I was promoted to MAJGEN 
and appointed Commander 2nd 
Division, again returning to full 
time service. You could hear the 
collective sucking of teeth from 
the Rum Corps: ‘he is not one of us 
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BOB
FLYNN
Graduating into infantry my career 
had an inauspicious start. With my 
first posting to 7RAR in Sydney I 
made an early impression on my 
CO by addressing my letter of 
introduction to ‘Dear Lieutenant 
Mackay’, rather than the more 
correct ‘Lieutenant Colonel Mackay’. 
It made an even better impression 
on the adjutant, one Roger Thornley, 
as I had filled his duty officer roster 
for the next month. A good start to 
regimental life complimented by 
going on to serve with 8/9RAR, 
6RAR and 5/7RAR over the next ten 
years through to the rank of Major. 
During that time I also managed 
a posting back to RMC as the 
instructor peace administration and 
military law which was a cover for 
my real job as supervising officer 
of the rugby club. This resulted 
in a generation of graduates who 
knew little about military law and 
administration, but it was also 
the last time the 1st XV played 
in a semi-final in the Canberra 
competition. I also managed a stint 
in Kashmir cooking and looking with 
Harty, Marty and Feathers. Along 
the way I married the wonderful 
Stephanie.

A year at Staff College followed, 
that was more of a class reunion 
than anything serious, and then 
a long hack as a staff officer 
interspersed with attachments 
in the UK and US to keep me 
interested if not motivated. Retuning 
to Staff College as a DS was great 

fun with the occasional marking 
of papers diverting attention away 
from a busy social and sporting life. 
Contemplating my future my old 
mate Gerry in the Military Secretary’s 
office made me an offer I couldn’t 
refuse. Finish my Army career with 
a golden handshake of almost 
four years in Malaysia as the Army 
attaché. A wonderful, interesting 
and stimulating time in our life with 
a large house, lots of staff and a first 
class travel pass.

On return from Malaysia I bounced 
around for a bit before leaving the 
Army after some 30 years. I went to 
work for the late Gerry McLennan, 
brother of Tony, before being on 
sold off to an international consulting 
company. You can only hand people 
a watch and tell them the time for 
so long before becoming bored so I 
ended by working life by establishing 
a training company to contract 
back to Defence. For the past 20 
years this has probably been my 
most successful enterprise selling 
Defence high priced advice they 
would never take for free while I was 
serving the queen. 

We have now retired to Sydney 
where we spend our time travelling, 
entertaining friends and family 
and avidly playing golf with great 
enthusiasm, but regrettably little 
skill. I also spend far too much time 
managing, organising and fund 
raising for Sydney Legacy, although 
frustration does have its rewards.
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PETER
FRITH

An experienced pilot from the ACT 
and another from Queensland have 
been confirmed as the two men 
who died in a plane crash in the 
Snowy Mountains this morning. The 
men were travelling in the Super 
Petrel seaplane before it crashed 
into the northern end of Lake 
Jindabyne about 11:30am (AEST) 
on 24 June 2011. The Canberra 
man was considering buying the 
plane and was accompanied by its 
owner. Both bodies have now been 
removed from the lake and the 
wreckage has been pulled to shore. 
Witnesses say the plane was flying 
unusually low before it crashed.

The plane was designed to take off 
and land on water. Inspector Peter 
Rooney says the cause of the crash 
is still unknown. "It was climbing 
from a fairly low altitude when we 
believe the engine has stalled," 
he said. Inspector Rooney says 
witnesses could do nothing to help 
the men when the plane crashed 
about 200 metres offshore. 

- ABC News 24 June 2011

To add to this tragic event, excerpts 
from a Courier Mail article dated 27 
June 2011 are included below.

Peter Frith died doing what he 
loved. The avid aviator was killed 
when the sea plane he was 
travelling in plunged into the water 
near Jindabyne in New South Wales 
just after 11am on Friday morning. 
One of Mr Frith's closest friends and 
fellow aviator, Kelvin Hutchinson, 
said everyone was in shock. “I spent 
time with him nearly every day at 
the airfield,” he said. “He had a true 
love of flying – it was his passion.”

“He had three aircraft. They were his 
ultimate toys. He just loved every 
single minute he was flying.” Mr 
Hutchinson said despite only having 
lived in Allora for the past three 
years, Mr Frith had contributed 
a great deal to local aviation and 
the community. “In that time he 
has become a big part of the 
community,” he said. He described 
Mr Frith as a generous and 
remarkable guy. “I have flown with 
him many times. I flew with him just 
last week,” he said. 

He said Mr Frith spent about 20 
years in the army before moving to 
Brisbane to start his own business. 
“It was his dream to be in the air 
force but because of his eyesight 
he couldn't get in,” he said. “So 
he went to Duntroon where he 
progressed very successfully 
to a rank as a major. “He was an 
entrepreneur and a very resourceful 
guy.” Mr Frith retired at the age of 
55 so he could dedicate time to 
his passion for flying. “It was always 
his dream to fly; he just had it in 
him.” He said the flying community 
and the town of Allora were still 
reeling from the news. “Everyone is 
absolutely shocked, but his wife Jan 
and daughter Jodie have a lot of 

support from the Allora community 
and the aviation community,” he 
said.

Southern Downs Regional Council 
Mayor Ron Bellingham, also an 
aviation enthusiast, said it was a sad 
time for the entire industry. “Peter 
contributed greatly to the aviation 
industry. It's just very hard when 
it's accidental and unexplained as 
to what happened,” Cr Bellingham 
said. “The whole industry is 
devastated.

RIP STAN.
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Darwin eating a packet of Smiths 
Crisps for lunch washed down by 
a can of Fanta. Destination, the 
impenetrable jungles of East Timor. 
Nine near death experiences later, 
including falling off a very high bar 
stool in the UN Bar at Dili, I headed 
home. On my return my 4 year old 
grandson asked what I did in East 
Timor. I told him I was in charge of 
the bar. He then asked had I seen 
much fighting to which I replied, “only 
at closing time when the Fijians and 
Maoris wouldn’t go home.” On return 
to Sydney I had some involvement 
with organising relief forces for the 
Asian Tsunami in 2004/5. One of my 
friends died in a Sea King crash on 
Nias Island. which claimed 10 ADF 
members.

The years have flown since those 
helter-skelter days which bound us 
at Duntroon. The Grim Sniper has 
already claimed a few of us. Stay off 
the skyline. 

Best Regards, Blue Gallagher 

JOHN (BLUE)
GALLAGHER

1970- 2015: Joined Patricks on the 
Sydney waterfront. One of my first 
jobs was doing cargo stowage plans 
on the Jeparit, one of the Vung Tau 
ferries. Army supplied the labour. 
First day, out of the green bus leapt 
diggers from 30 Tml Sqn under 
Lt Dick Goodmanson. A joyous 
reunion. My boss soon noticed I 
held back from most of the work. On 
questioning, I confessed I was injured 
in the Army and became too light for 
heavy work but too heavy for light 
work. However I did enjoy watching 
people work. An astute judge of men, 
my boss said I would make an ideal 
manager which set me up for the 
next 46 years on the waterfront in 
Sydney, Darwin, Melbourne, Dili and 
Hong Kong.

1970: Married Susie who at one 
time shared my quarters at RMC. 
Three kids later, Karrin, Matt and 
Carl. Grandson Jack. Both boys 
moved overseas when I suggested 

they joined either the Army or the 
waterfront. Matt in Toronto, Carl in 
Hobart.

1972-2001: Bought an old wreck 
of a house in Annandale listed for 
demolition, for an expressway, 
walking distance to the wharves. 
Couldn’t afford a car. Price $19,000. A 
few years later expressway canned. 
Began restoring house. New roof, 
ceilings, floors, fireplaces, wiring, 
plumbing, Susie was very busy. Sold 
in 2001 for $730,000.

2001: Bought another old house in 
Annandale. Susie couldn’t carry the 
furniture any further. Still here, can’t 
afford a removal.

1980s-2012: Joined Army Reserve 
component of a Regular Army unit at 
Middle Head. Attached to 10 Terminal 
Regt, the unit was called 11 M. C. 
Group. I thought this was 11 Motor 
Cycle Group. With visions of me riding 
old WW2 Harleys, I was horrified to 
find the unit was the 11th Movement 
Control Group. Relieved to find the 
unit wasn’t involved with bowel 
movements and communal thunder 
boxes like Point Hut. I frequently went 
on FTS to cover Regs who went on 
deployment to such exotic locations 
as Namibia, K89, Rawanda, Somalia, 
Cambodia, the Solomons,K95 and 
East Timor. With Iraq, East Timor and 
the Solomons going flat out in 2003 
and the Ist Joint Movements Group 
short of personnel I found myself 
on an old Fokker Friendship out of 

CHRIS
GALVIN
Chris contacted the Editor to wish him well in this enterprise but for his 
own reasons chose not to participate in the celebration. Cheers Mate.
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VIC
GIBBONS

Hailing from the West, I arrived at 
RMC as a wringing wet eight stone. 
I won my fly weight division of the 
Novice Boxing, being the only one 
in it, but fighting up in the bantam 
weight division final was beaten on 
points by another Sandgroper in 
“Feathers” Mellor. As my graduation 
magazine recorded I was known 
to be: “The Weed runs, jumps, 
kicks and breaks” as there were a 
number of occasions where I was 
wearing Rec Dress on the Upper 
Terrace. 

Artillery was my preference of 
corps even though our CO, Jim 
Stewart, suggested I should go to 
Infantry, but when I said I wanted 
a corps that was technical, he said 
Infantry was becoming technical! 
But the Guns were my choice 
and I had the normal regimental 
appointments topped off by 
command of 103 Medium Battery. 
There was one aberration though 
when in 1974 I was appointed 
Quarter Master of 8/12 Medium 
Regiment! This actually put me in 

good stead for a number of future 
roles. In 1976-78 I was a Captain 
instructor at Clink. I had postings 
in Material Branch bringing into 
service the M198 155mm Howitzer 
and the Hamel Gun as well as 
other fire control devices and Air 
Defence equipment. Two years 
in Washington as LO at US Army 
Materiel Command were most 
enlightening and following Class 
40/89 at JSSC saw me enter the 
force development arena before 
Minister Ros Kelly made me an offer 
I couldn’t refuse and I left the Army 
in November 1992. 

My second career was in the 
Independent Schools sector. I 
was Business Manager at Radford 
College here in Canberra for 15 
years followed by a stint as the 
Executive Officer of the Association 
of Independent Schools (ACT) and 
a project officer at the Catholic 
Education Office during the 
“Building the Education Revolution” 
program where I managed to 
spend several million dollars in 55 
Catholic schools in the Canberra 
Goulburn Archdiocese; now that 
was fun.

Always interested in volunteering 
I became a Rotarian in 2005 and 
have held appointments as Club 
Secretary, Youth Director, and 
President as well as the Director of 
the Capital Region Farmers Market 
run by the Hall Rotary Club for the 
past 17 years. In 2014 I became 
a member of the Legacy Club 
of Canberra and joined its Youth 
Committee which I now chair and 
we care for about 40 youth who 
have lost their Dad in conflict or 

in service. In addition I have eight 
widows who I look out for and I sit 
on the Welfare Committee and the 
Board of the Club.
I did continue to “run jump kick 
and break” and following two 
shoulder reconstructions, two knee 
reconstructions, I have had two hip 
and one knee replacement. These 
medical episodes do not prevent 
me from cycling as well as golfing 
and walking a couple of times a 
week.

I married Fay in 1979 and we 
produced two daughters. They 
have gone on to great careers, 
Claire in teaching and Angela 
is a doctor at the Therapeutic 
Goods Administration. Both have 
two children who are primary 
school aged. Fay and I separated 
in 2003 and she passed away in 
2005 from cancer, then in 2006 
Lolita and I were partnered. She 
has three children who are also 
married and there are another 
four grandchildren. All eight 
grandchildren are in Canberra, 
ranging from 5yo to 10yo.
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IAN
GRUBB/GRANT
It seems a lifetime ago that I boarded a train at 
Central Station to travel to Canberra to enter the 
Royal Military College and join the Army. I found the 
engineering course along with everything else going 
on, pretty demanding, but managed to graduate four 
years later and was commissioned into the Royal 
Australian Engineers.

I feel I was very fortunate with my career path 
over the next 16 years. I had a series of regimental 
postings at each rank from Lt to Lt Col, overseas 
postings to PNG and North America, a non-Corps 
staff job in Canberra and a couple of jobs in training 
establishments at the School of Military Engineering 
and Canungra. I managed to work with or bump into 
a number of classmates on courses over the years 
and overall, loved my time in the Army.

After 20 years, it was time for something new and I 
resigned to start a new career with Transfield in the 
ski industry. In many ways running a ski resort has a 
lot in common with commanding a unit. My first job 
was at Falls Creek but later I was involved at Blue 
Cow and Mount Hotham as well. I skied with Jim 
Campbell quite regularly in those days as he was 
close by in Bandiana. I left the Australian resorts 
for a few years to work for Tenix after the Transfield 

Group was restructured, and amongst other things 
worked on the DIDS project when Defence logistics 
was outsourced and in the power industry in Victoria 
when it was privatized. The lure of the snow was hard 
to resist so I returned to Falls Creek briefly before 
accepting an offer to run a resort in British Columbia. 
This last role was without doubt, one of the highlights 
of my working life.

I returned to Australia nine years ago and became 
involved with friends in farming, primarily raising 
cattle and sheep. It seems the wheel had turned full 
circle.

These days, I remain healthy, active and enjoy 
working at a different pace. My family keeps me busy 
and I have four grandsons spread between Calgary 
and Wollongong and a new grand-daughter. My 
youngest daughter Milli is studying law at Adelaide 
University. I think Susie and I are entrenched in 
Adelaide for the foreseeable future. This means that 
I must travel each year to Canada to visit the boys 
and feel compelled of course, to go skiing while 
there. I won’t ski with Jim Campbell anymore until he 
replaces his old rear-entry ski boots. That’s just too 
embarrassing.

L to R: Emma, Katie, Milli, Courtney and Ian at Katie’s wedding
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50 years – 25 in uniform and 25 out 
of uniform, a wonderfully supportive 
wife (Jan), two lovely daughters 
(Kaiya and Sonya), two fine sons-in-
law (Matt and Adam), five beautiful 
grand kids, 20 removals and lots of 
travel. Who could ask for more?

Except for a year in Kashmir with 
UNMOGIP (UN Military Observer 
Group in India and Pakistan), shared 
with a hand full of Class of 71 mates, 
the first 10 years were spent in 
predominantly routine Engineer 
postings. Following was staff college 
in England and later pay back as a 
DS at the Australian staff college. 
Subsequent command of the 
short-lived 1 Construction Regiment 
was interesting given sub-units in 
Perth, Puckapunyal and Sydney, and 
elements deployed to Tonga, Samoa 
and Antarctica.

In 1993 I spent six months in 
Cambodia with UNTAC (UN 
Transitional Authority in Cambodia) 
as effectively the ‘shire engineer’ 
for all UN facilities in the country 
outside of Phnom Penh. This had 
a particular significance for me in 
that 30 years prior my brother was 
sent to Cambodia to commission 
irrigation equipment gifted under the 
Colombo Plan.

An opportunity to join the Roads 
and Traffic Authority as its training 
manager arose at a time I was 
seriously contemplating what a 
second career might look like 
and when it might happen. I took 
the opportunity but within 18 

JOHN
HARTMANN

months it became clear that I was 
never going to be a ‘fit’ with the 
organization. However, it did serve 
as an educational introduction to 
the workings of the big wide world! 
A job with a Japanese security 
company followed. It went well until 
I was given a leadership role in a 
managerial down-sizing, furthering 
my education!

I then applied for a position in what 
turned out to be the Home Care 
Service of NSW – headed up by one 
Mike Hetherington! When the HCS 
head office was disbanded to allow 
for commercialisation I moved on 
to the Department of Transport and 
worked in several enjoyable roles 
concerned with community, rural 
and regional transport coordination.
I finished my full-time working life 
with nine years as the Deputy Chief 
Investigator of the Office of Transport 
Safety Investigations (OTSI – a NSW 
statutory authority). It was by far the 
most interesting, challenging and 
enjoyable job I ever had.

Around 2000, when it became clear 
my seven year plan to eventually 
retire to Queensland was not going 
to come to fruition, I decided to 
get involved in the community. 
Subsequently, I have served a 
number of years on the boards, 
including chairmanship, of South 
West Community Transport, Myrtle 
Cottage (predominantly centre-
based respite services for the aged 
and disabled) and Rotary.
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On the basis that I was selected 
for RMC on a sporting scholarship, 
not an academic one, I spent five 
years at clink and graduated in 1972. 
Artillery was my chosen Corps and a 
good decision that was. Regimental 
service was entirely in Sydney, 12 Fd 
Regt at Ingleburn in 1973 then 8/12 
Mdm Regt at Holsworthy 1974/5 
interspersed with a stint at HQ 1TF 
as LO to the Commander (BRIG Ian 
Geddes).

In May 1975 I married Caroline and 
our two children were born in 1979 
and 1981. We have four grand-
children. Just after our marriage I 
was posted to England to attend the 
Gunnery Staff Course at Larkhill. I 
returned to Oz in 77 as an instructor 
at the School of Artillery North Head. 
I then went back to 8/12 as Adjutant 
and then Bty Commander of HQ 

GEOFF
HAY

and A Fd Batteries. 1982 saw me 
at HQ 2 Div doing my staff stint for 
two years then Staff College 1984. 
Back to North Head in 1985/6 as 
Senior Instructor Gunnery then 
off to Canberra in 1987 where I 
served out my uniformed service 
in various roles as a LTCOL and 
COL at AHQ, Development Division 
and the Defence Personnel 
Executive, including command 
of Defence Force Recruiting in 
2000. In 1989/90 I was posted 
to the Malaysian Armed Forces 
Staff College in Kuala Lumpur 
as the first Australian Directing 
Staff – played more golf in two 
years there than in the previous 
five back in Australia. This was a 
memorable posting as the cultural 
differences and association with the 
High Commission provided a very 
different experience to military life 

back home. Amongst several, my 
career highlight was my selection 
as Equerry to Her Majesty the 
Queen for her 1988 Bicentennial 
Royal Tour of Australia. I attended 
JSSC in 1991.

After my discharge in 2002 I 
gained an APS appointment in 
Defence in the Defence Support 
Group, principally employed as 
the Director of Operations which 
provided command of Defence 
support teams in each State, 
facilitating support to major 
exercises and special forces 
domestic operations.

Retirement occurred in 2012 and 
Caroline and I have done lots of 
travelling and are active golfers at 
Federal Golf Club here in Canberra.
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LIONEL
HAYNES

After graduation I was posted to 5 
Signal Regiment, Dundas, Sydney. 
This regiment was fully operational 
working 24/7 providing strategic 
communications channels to 
Vietnam and other destinations 
around the world. Alice lived down 
the road in Killara and was studying 
a DipEd at UNSW. We were 
married in December 1972.

The usual corps postings followed 
until an opportunity arose in 
1978/79 to serve in the Middle 
East with UNTSO. For the first six 
months I lived in Damascus and 
worked on the Golan Heights. 
In the second six months I lived 
and worked in Beirut with one 
attachment to UNIFIL serving at 
the OP located adjacent to the 
Chateau de Beaufort in Southern 
Lebanon. A Canadian UNMO and 
I endured a week of incoming fire, 
tank and artillery, as the castle 
was occupied by PLO forces. After 
a week we were extracted by an 
Austrian sergeant who received 
a bravery commendation for his 
action.

Prior to my posting we had 
engaged an architect and signed 
a building contract. Alice remained 

behind to supervise the construction 
of our first house. On return to 
Australia the Army allowed me 
to take a couple of months leave 
before promoting me temporary 
major and posting me to the School 
of Signals.

After Watsonia I was posted back to 
Canberra to DComms-A followed 
by 12 months as joint secretary to 
the CGSAC. Our elder son David 
appeared on the scene in June 1981. 
In 1984 I joined other OM at C&SC 
Queenscliff. In 1985 I was posted 
to 2IC School of Signals under 
Mike Castle. In 1986, after only one 
year away, I was promoted LTCOL 
and posted back to C&SC as an 
instructor. Our second son John was 
born in Geelong in 1986.

Following C&SC I was dual posted 
to Brisbane as CO 4 Signal Regiment 
and tri-Service Queensland Regional 
Communications Controller. JSSC 
followed in January 1990.

In October 1992, my application for 
redundancy having been rejected, 
I resigned from the permanent 
Army. After completing a DipEd in 
1993 I began two years teaching 

maths and computing at Philip (now 
Canberra) College. In October, 1995, 
Dr Rod Jewell offered me a public 
service (workforce planning) position 
in Defence.

I read law at ANU part-time and 
graduated in 2000. I was admitted 
to the ACT Supreme Court as a 
barrister and solicitor, and to the 
High Court as a barrister. In 2006, at 
the age of 58, I was asked to return 
to full-time duties for four years 
to head up the Army’s Industrial 
Relations section within DGPers-A to 
prepare cases for the DFRT.

Following FTS I returned to my 
workforce planning position and 
languished there until I was offered a 
redundancy in 2011.

Our younger son John is a software 
engineer and he and his partner now 
work and live in Stockholm and have 
given us our first grandchild, Angus. 
Our elder son David lives with his 
partner and daughter Amelie, in 
Aberfoyle Park, Adelaide.

In December, 2020 we moved to 
Aberfoyle Park in Adelaide.
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MICHAEL
HETHERINGTON

In hindsight, it has been an enjoyable 
half century, characterised by chance 
events coupled with a few wise 
choices and not too many bad ones. 
When the time demanded it, I also 
worked hard but I could never be 
accused of being driven to succeed 
at all costs. I have always been 
competitive but my goals have been 
modest. Jim Molan once remarked 
that I never took the Army seriously. 
I did, but not seriously enough, 
evidently.

Within four months, of graduation my 
military life was to take a radical turn 
when Jim Campbell drew my name 
out of a hat in the CO RAAOC Centre’s 
office, in an elegant selection process 
to decide who would go to the US on 
a training tour. “Hetherington”. The CO 
announced. “Your parachute course 
starts next Tuesday”.

The four and a half years I spent in 
Parachute Maintenance proved to be 
a major distraction to a conventional 
Ordnance Officer’s career. But I did 
start a BSc degree in Psychology while 
at PTS, studying at night. I finished the 
degree at Melbourne University and 
as a result of possessing two degrees, 
my name bubbled to the top of a 
selection committee and I was offered 
a two-year posting to the Army Staff 
in Washington DC. Back in Australia, 
Staff College punctuated a variety of 
postings with my last posting in 1987 at 
Personnel Division, Army Office, as SO1 
Housing.

With twenty years’ service looming I 
was approached by the CEO of the 
newly created Defence Housing 
Authority with an offer too good to 
refuse. I resigned, completing twenty 

years, and began my second career. 
In 1990 I gained an SES position within 
DHA and later DHA sponsored my 
attendance at the Monash Mt Eliza 
Business School, to complete an MBA. 
In October 1995 I resigned to take up 
an SES position with the Home Care 
Service of NSW, eventually becoming 
the General Manager.

A casualty of public sector reforms 
and amalgamations, I left Home Care 
and my last major assignment was as 
a General Manager with the College 
of Law. In 2007 I became a free agent 
assisting my amazing wife Margaret in 
her consultancy business. 

My first marriage to Genevieve ended 
in 1994 and I married Margaret in 1995. 
Genevieve and I had one child, James, 
who lives in Canberra and is a partner 
in an architectural business. He and 
his architect wife, Diem, have two 
children, Alex and Max. I am proud of 
them all.

Margaret and I live in Sydney and plan 
to remain there. We have travelled 
extensively and we miss it, but I have 
also immersed myself in blogging 
and genealogy (I now know my real 
name and where I come from). Music 
continues to be an important part 
of life and the twenty-year-old Mike 
Hetherington still lives in this older 
version despite age-related conditions 
such as cataracts, glaucoma and the 
odd bout of gout. Thank goodness for 
dental implant technology, too! So far, 
so good.
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GORDON
HILL

Assigned to Infantry, my first posting was to Papua 
New Guinea with 2 PIR where I was a Rifle Platoon 
Commander and for a short period of time Assistant 
Adjutant. Upon returning to Australia, I was posted to 
3 RAR at Woodside, SA. During the next three years I 
held a number of positions in the regiment, Intelligence 
Officer, Mortar Platoon Commander and Adjutant. For 
the first six months of 1975 I held a temporary position 
as an Army Careers lecturer with 4th Army Recruiting 
Unit in Adelaide. This position took me all over SA, NT 
and western NSW holding speaking engagements in 
over 80 schools.

In 1976, I was posted overseas as an exchange officer 
with 2nd Battalion (King Edward’s Own) Ghurkha Rifles, 
principally based in Hong Kong. Highlights period 
included three tours of duty on the Chinese border and 
a major welfare patrol in remote localities of Western 
Nepal. 

Upon returning to Australia, I was promoted to Major 
and took up a posting as a Company Commander 
at RMC. This was followed by an appointment to 
1 Commandos and after that came Staff College, 
Queenscliff. My final posting at Major level was as 2IC at 
SASR, Perth.

In January 1986, on promotion to LTCOL, I commenced 
a year of service with UNTSO in the Middle East, first 
in Egypt and then in Lebanon. I counted this as the 
best of my Army experience principally due to the 
command experience with Observer Group – Lebanon. 
Returning to Australia in March 1987, I assumed a 

position in Land Headquarters, Sydney and during this 
time I participated in a 3-month course run by the US 
Navy for international senior officers ;a most rewarding 
experience.

In January 1990 I assumed command of 3 RAR 
(parachute). During this time there were several 
demanding ‘operational training’ jumps in places 
such as Sabah, East Malaysia and Puckapunyal, and 
sometime in amongst all of this I completed my 50th 
military parachute jump.

December 1990 saw a huge turn around in my life. On 
a blind date orchestrated by Michael Lohmeyer, I met 
Pam and we were married in January 1992. In marrying 
Pam, I inherited a ready-made family of two children 
Claire and Michael, both of whom still live near us in 
Canberra. Through Claire, I also have two grandsons.

In 1992 I attended JSSC and was then posted to DP-A in 
Canberra. 

I left the Army in January 1997 and spent the next 10 
years working in university administration. My office at 
the Faculty of Asian Studies at ANU faced out to the 
original Canberra High School building where I had 
gone to school!

I ceased full time work in 2007, took up playing golf 
again and travelled the world with Pam at my side. The 
good life came crashing down late in 2015 when I was 
diagnosed with Parkinson’s Disease, however through 
hard work I was able to keep it at bay for another 3 
years. In 2018 the diagnosis was amended to Lewy 
Bodies Disease which we were able to hold off until 
early this year. Unfortunately it has now taken over. Both 
Pam and I are grateful for the support that I have been 
given by the Canberra chapter of 1YLI. 

Throughout his battle with Lewy Bodies Disease, 
Gordon experienced enduring love, care and support 
from Pam and his immediate family. He passed away in 
Canberra on 3 February 2022.

A gentleman, Gordon was an Old Mate of true 
substance, intellect, and integrity. 

A DEAR OLD MATE WHO WILL BE GREATLY MISSED BY ALL HIS 

FAMILY, FRIENDS AND FELLOW RMC CLASSMATES
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RON (NODDY)
HOWARTH
Rod’s death notice: HOWARTH, Major Rodney Kent (Rod). 
1.03.1949 - 2.04.2016, aged 67 years. 

Passed away after a brief yet courageous battle. Cherished 
by Elizabeth, Kathryn and Ryan, father-in-law of Patrick and 
adoring grandad of Nathan. Much loved brother of Luise, 
Marshall and Melinda and loved by their families. Loving 
son of Myrna and Lu (both deceased). Great mate to all 
who knew him.

RIP Noddy.

PETER
HOWE

Peter graduated into AAAvn and 
was posted to 2RAR in Townsville 
for a 12 month secondment before 
commencing flying training in 1973. 
This was a really enjoyable year with 
lots of new experiences, including 6 
weeks in Canungra in 6 months and 
a lot of time in the bush!

Flying training commenced in 
January 1973 at Point Cook RAAF 
Base (basic flying) before the course 
moved to Amberley RAAF Base 
(helicopter flying) for advanced 
training. For a number of reasons I 
chose to complete training on the 
Bell 47G Sioux course rather than 
the new Bell 206. A challenging and 
busy 10 months, as Bill Mellor will 
attest. The only really scary moment 
on course, was when the helicopter 
suffered a total hydraulics failure 
in the flight control system during 
landing, on my first helicopter solo 
flight. All ended well. 

I was posted to 162 Reconnaissance 
Squadron Townsville in 1974, 
a posting which only lasted 12 
months , including 3 months as 

the Task Force Commander’s 
Liaison officer. This led to a two 
year non corps posting to the 
Task Force headquarters as the 
SO3 Intelligence. During this time 
I flew infrequently but attended 
a transition course to the Bell 
206, due to the Bell 47G being 
withdrawn from service. In 1975 
Anne and I were married in 
Bendigo, Victoria. I had met Anne in 
1972, in Melbourne just before flight 
school.

In 1977, I was posted to 161 
Reconnaissance Squadron, Sydney, 
as Squadron Second in Command 
and completed an Armour Corps 
Squadron Commanders course 
at Puckapunyal. The posting also 
included six months as Acting 
Squadron Commander. I remained 
with 161 Recce Sqn until my 
resignation from the Army in 1979, 
handing over to Bill Mellor as my 
replacement. During the early 
1980’s I did complete a 2 year 
period of Army Reserve flying, 
totalling about 4 weeks a year.
Life in the commercial world was 
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different, but no less interesting. 
Following close to two years 
in Sydney doing low level surf 
patrols, I had just over a year in 
1980, introducing helicopters to the 
National Safety Council of Australia, 
Victoria. Another interesting period. 
The lure of larger offshore 
helicopters resulted in 5 years flying 
in Bass Strait in well maintained 
aircraft but some average weather. 
As a result of this experience, I was 
assigned to a 3 month contract 
as a multi engine helicopter 
Co-Captain (with no Chinese 
language), in mainland China, 
flying with a Chinese Co-Captain 
(with no English language) and all 
communications in the cockpit 
were through a Chinese/Australian 
interpreter. Not sure if that would be 
acceptable today! 

After living in Dubai, UAE for a year in 
1992 our family returned to Australia 
and settled in Adelaide for the next 
15 years. I had joined an International 
helicopter company serving as Chief 
Pilot, Training and Check Captain, 
Training Standards Supervisor and 
Head of Flying Operations at various 
times. We conducted offshore 
oil and gas support, search and 
rescue and helicopter ambulance 

operations and involved extensive 
international travel on my part. I 
remained with the company until 
retirement in 2015.

Sadly our eldest daughter passed 
away in 2014 but our youngest 
daughter is married with two lovely 
daughters, aged 2 and 4. It has been 
an adventure.

ALAN
HUNTER

I recall we Sandgropers flew 
into Canberra at lunchtime on a 
Saturday, to be met by Sgt Berson 
and bussed to RMC. I doubt I will 
ever forget the volume of noise 
emanating from, and the dread 
of entering, the Corps Mess. 
Well, we survived our first taste 
of bastardisation and many more 
equally unpleasant experiences. I 
was assigned to the Dogs and the 
tender care of Sgt Cosgrove, who 
always injected a degree of humour 
when bastardising us.

Owing to a nasal operation just 
prior to arriving in Canberra, I was 
excused boxing, which did not 
upset me at all. College was ok 
despite some ups and downs – I 
did not enjoy the Easter Bunny! It 
baffles me as to why anyone would 
think such a stunt furthers trust in 
one’s Section or superiors.

I enjoyed the Obstacle Course, even 
more than Aussie Rules, where I 
started in the First 18 and ended up 
being excused as the Orange Boy in 
the Third 18. Camp Training was fun, 
especially on my birthday at 0100 
Hrs as I lay in swampy water behind 
a machine gun on sentry duty.

After four years preparing for 
Vietnam, the Government 
announced cessation of 
reinforcements two hours prior to 
our graduation. With hindsight I was 
not sorry to have missed out. My 
brother-in-law was a tunnel rat in 
the early 60s. He still walks the floor 
every night until dawn with PTSD. 
The closest I came to hostilities was 
while attending RMCS Shrivenham 
in the UK (79-81). A group of about 
20-30 officers from various armies 
were touring military sites in the UK. 
We were in uniform and lunching in 
a restaurant beside a busy road. We 
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were seated such that our heads 
were at ground-level and we could 
look out onto the footpath. I noticed 
a British Officer walk up to the 
footpath. On his return he advised 
that he saw a car pause longer than 
normal beside the curb - the IRA 
were active in the UK.

We also visited Aldermaston to view 
the testing of Electro-Magnetic 
Pulse hardening of military vehicles 
by initiating the detonation of a 2KT 
nuclear device to release the EMP 
and then stopping the detonation 
prior to an explosion. Corps training 
at the Armoured Centre focused 
on inter alia, British Centurion tanks, 
which were built to counter the 
WWII German Tiger tank and the 
APC.

First posting was to 4 Cavalry 
Regiment as an APC Troop Leader. 
We exercised around Queensland 
under hot and dusty (inland) to hot 
and humid (coastal) conditions. 
University of Queensland followed 
to finish a Bachelor’s Degree of 
Mechanical Engineering – extremely 
helpful when dealing with RAEME 
personnel.

Back to 4 Cav Regt as Adjutant and 
interesting times, including calming 
down a distressed soldier who was 
threatening another soldier with a 
pistol. Fortunately, the weapon was 
surrendered and was found to not 
have a chambered round.
Following a stint as a Squadron 
Technical Office at the Armoured 
Regiment, I attended Shrivenham 
and completed a Technical Staff 
Officer’s Course and returned 

to Australia to command the 
Army’s Mobility Testing Facility 
at Monegeetta. Most of the staff 
were local farmers, and members 
of the Rural Fire Brigade, who 
supplemented their incomes by 
test driving and maintaining an 
eclectic fleet of vehicles, including 
two petrol-fuelled fire engines, 
which were deployed extensively 
prior to the 1983 fires. The extremely 
hot weather vaporised the fuel in 
the carburettors and stalled the 
vehicles. We quickly acquired 
diesel-powered vehicles. 
Staff College at Queenscliff 
followed, just in time for the 1983 
Ash Wednesday fires that were 
dropping ash and embers into 
our heavily vegetated suburb. 
Fortunately, no resulting fires, 
although some residents took 
refuge on the Point Lonsdale 
Beach. Post-Queenscliff was the 
Defence Acquisition Organisation 
and responsibility for acquiring 
and maintaining currency of 
armoured fighting vehicles, general 
engineering, Army uniforms and 
footwear, supporting the SAS and 
building a 125-bed field hospital 
capable of open-heart surgery.

Army conducted an orthopaedic 
survey of 35,000 service personnel 
to develop three service footwear 
patterns. During a leadership 
briefing, the project team struggled 
to explain why one of the patterns 
was of a six-toed foot.

ALAN
HUNTER
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GEORGE
JASON-SMITH

As a Kiwi, I had been in the army a whole week 
before arriving at Duntroon. Roger Elston and Bob 
Lutman and I met at the Wellington Army Office 
when we were attested. We met Mark Stuart later 
that day on the train to Waiouru. 

I graduated into RNZE, but did not get back to 
NZ until Aug 72 as us Engineers had to do the 
Graduate Engineers‘ Military Course to make up for 
not doing a normal First Class. We did it at RMC, 
quartered in the ‘stables’ at Duntroon House as full 
members of the Officers‘ Mess. During that time we 
also did two young officers‘ courses at SME Casula.

My first posting was Works Officer 2 Construction 
Squadron, Linton Camp, responsible for all vertical 
construction, which was the full-time role of 
the Squadron. This required managing a WO1, 
several WOs2 and many long serving SNCOs, 
all of whom were qualified and experienced 
tradesmen; excellent life experience. In Oct 72 I 
went to Fiji as 2IC of the NZ Hurricane Bebe Relief 
team; after Christmas leave I returned as OC of 
a reduced team, returning to NZ March 73. My 
next posting was Works Officer 1 CRE (Works), 
Petone, which was promptly relocated to Fort 
Cautley, Auckland, as Engineer Branch HQ Field 
Force Command. Jan 75 saw me posted as OC 
of Operation Atiu Harbour, an aid task in the Cook 
Islands, with a team of around 35 army personnel. 
On its completion in Jul 75, I was posted as 2IC 
3 Independent Field Squadron, Christchurch. A 
mixed Regular and Territorial (Reserve) unit with 
a TF OC. We relocated to Burnham Camp, 50km 
away that Nov.

 

43409  
Jason-Smith G.R. 

I married Jennifer, a NZWRAC Officer whom I had 
fallen for in Linton, in 1976. Asked if we would like 
Singapore or Fiji next, we arrived in Suva in Jan 78, 
me as Staff Officer Royal Engineers at HQ Royal 
Fiji Military Forces. A marvellous two years that 
included promotion to MAJ in Mar 78. Subsequent 
postings were: Works Directorate, Defence HQ, 
Wellington, for 4yrs, whence I was sent (alone!) to 
Pitcairn Island to repair the jetty; OC 5 Support/25 
Engineer Support Squadron, Linton Camp; and OC 
3 Field Squadron, Burnham, now an RF position. 
I retired April 1988. While serving I saw: Wewak 
(PNG), Fiji, Cook Islands, Tonga, Solomon Islands, 
Pitcairn Island, the UK, Germany and Chatham 
Island.

I became County Engineer of Oxford County 
Council in 1988 and after a forced amalgamation, 
Waimakariri District Council Road Manager. In 
2005 I jointed Maunsel-AECOM as an Asset 
Management Consultant, retiring in 2017. While at 
AECOM I had several trips to Brisbane, Melbourne 
and Adelaide filling gaps in Australia’s Asset 
Management expertise and jobs in Saudi Arabia, 
the USA and Cook Islands. I was the Infrastructure 
Life Lines Coordinator in the Operations Centre 
for most of the eight weeks of the emergency 
phase following the February 2011 Christchurch 
earthquake. 

I received the 3M NZ Road Safety Innovations 
Award in 2007, including a trip to the USA; was 
on the writing team for the AASHTO Road Asset 
Manual Pt 2, and the principal author of the NZ 
Roading Infrastructure Management Support 
Group’s Asset Management Manual.
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team, the West Indies Masters side, the Sri Lankan 
ODI World Cup winners and the CCNSW, was an 
unforgettable night. 

Then there was the day during a South African tour 
in 1999 when we played at the billionaire Nicky 
Oppenheimer’s private ground against a team of 
recently retired state players. We won with 9 wickets 
down and one over remaining. Marshall Baxter of 
Goulburn Boot fame said to me at the end of the night 
“Joffy - it will never get better than this”. 

In 1988, I began working in the IT industry as a Business 
Development Manager (Salesman). I worked for a 
psychopath (ask Bertie), until 2015. ‘Why’ you may ask. 
Well, I could see light at the end of the tunnel, it just 
took 26 years to get there. I now work full-time for a UK 
company called COINS. If I was not working, I would be 
in the garden. As such I choose the former.

I married for the second time to a fantastic Pommy 
girl named Suzy, who I meet at a Mosman gym 
(Hugh Jackson was the receptionist) in 1988. She kept 
me waiting until 1994 despite three eager marriage 
proposals. We have a wonderful daughter, Sammy, 
who recently completed a degree in Creative Direction 
and is now forging a promising career as a ‘celebrity’ 
photographer (we hope). 

Living just north of Ballina on a 3-acre property keeps 
both Suzy and me extremely busy, with three Golden 
Retrievers and two chickens. ‘A big black hole’, my 
experienced mate informed me. But we love living 
here and as I informed Rosco, we have room for the 
next reunion. We even have an equestrian rink and a 
stable for Ian’s ponies.

JOFF
JOHNSON
In early 1995, just after I had been appointed CO of 8 
Combat Engineer Regiment, the COs of the units of 8 
Brigade were invited to its HQ in Mosman to meet the 
Brigade Commander. We were each asked to formally 
introduce ourselves. I kicked it off “I graduated from 
RMC in 1971, and after a number of postings in the 
ARA, I resigned in 1988. I have now spent 6 years in 
the Ares.” The CO of 17 RNSWR was next “I have had 
many senior executive appointments in both private 
and public companies including recently CEO of the 
Newcastle Port Authority: I have a Master’s degree in 
Forensic science, a DipEd, a PHD and an MBA. I speak 
three languages and wish to become Comd 2 Div. in the 
foreseeable future” His name was Glen Oakley.

A few years later, when he applied for the GMs job 
on the Randwick council, two recruitment agencies 
checked the qualifications on his CV with the relevant 
universities. He was a fraud. I felt much better.

Highlights since graduation have mostly been cricket 
related – scoring 96 at the SCG in 1972 for the NSW 
Combined Services against a formidable NSW Cricket 
Association team and representing Cambridge Minor 
Counties scoring 98 against the Cambridge Uni first X1 
at the famous Fenners Oval in 1977.
In 1981, I joined the CCNSW, who regularly undertake 
extensive cricket tours. What social cricketer would get 
the opportunity in a single season to play at the MCG, 
SCG, Gabba, Manuka Oval, Kensington Oval Barbados 
(against a Joel Garner’s X1) and 2 games at Queens Park 
Port of Spain Trinidad. 

Attending a cocktail party at the Hilton Hotel in Port 
of Spain where the 4 teams were the West Indies ODI 
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A B (TONY)
JONES

After graduation in December 71, 
we moved to Brisbane to finalize 
our wedding arrangements for 
January. The preacher we had 
arranged it with by letter simply 
forgot. (I understand - because it 
happens to some of us now!) All was 
re-arranged, and we married mid-
January so we could go together 
on our “honeymoon” first posting to 
Singapore. What a great experience 
– regimental life in a post British 
Asian environment using the jungle 
of Malaysia as our training ground. 
Somehow, we returned to Australia 
two years later with two small boys.

After an 18-month stint at 6TF 
in Brisbane we set off on a real 
adventure with young boys in tow to 
the Middle East for 12 months with 
the UNTSO. We were allocated to 
Damascus and literally given the 
keys to a small UN car and, from a 
window of the HQ where we were 
briefed, told ‘that’s the road from 
Jerusalem to Damascus’. Interesting 
with a wife and two small boys 
on board, no enroute directions, 
unmarked roads and what could 
have been a serious detractor - an 
unmarked minefield that we found 
when we were in the middle of 

it, a seriously very live minefield. 
We made it; and had the best 
experience of anywhere we have 
lived. Fascinating culture, ‘unusual’ 
but fascinating living conditions, a 
great base for travel to all over the 
Middle East with its mind-boggling 
biblical and ancient history, as well 
as interesting work with a unique 
mix of cultures and characters - UN 
team, the Syrians, Israelis and the 
Lebanon mob.

Three years at Portsea followed 
which was good fun with 
professionally rewarding serious 
purpose and the arrival of a 
daughter, two years at 6RAR, Staff 
College, three years at Canungra, 
three years at the DOD (AO) battling 
the bureaucracy, the Dibb Review 
and the Rum Corps as part of the 
DGOP team, then Brisbane and 1MD 
for our last three years of Army life. 
We had a good time, made many 
friends, learnt a lot and still do not 
regret a day of it!

Civilian life has been generally kind 
to us. Some study before leaving 
the Army in the then newish area 
of industrial safety led to a second 
career in the area of environmental 

and safety risk management mainly 
in the oil and gas industry. Early 
in this period our ‘at-home’ family 
shrunk as the progeny flew the 
coop to follow their own dreams – 
but return home often for a feed, 
etc! They are always welcome. We 
have made many friends while we 
worked in Australia, USA, Indonesia 
and Malaysia over some 24 years 
and had plenty of rewarding 
experience working and living 
amongst cultures quite different to 
ours – and we include Texas in that 
observation! 

We tragically lost our eldest son 
six years ago which was a very 
difficult period of our life. We are 
blessed with six grandsons and one 
granddaughter, and we are very 
close to them all. In retirement in 
Brisbane, we focus our time on our 
home garden and trying to keep 
the belt buckle in the same hole! 
Of course, grandchildren are centre 
stage in our life. We acquired a 
caravan when we retired and try to 
get away as frequently as we can 
to explore our country and its more 
remote areas. A few cruises have 
been had too!
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BRUCE
JONES

Hailing from Queensland I arrived 
at RMC a few months after my 
sixteenth birthday. Most of my 
classmates were considerably 
older than me and consequently I 
was given the nickname “Boy”. The 
name has stuck; I still occasionally 
hear it used by some old mates. 
Although my years at RMC were 
formative, they are now hazy.

Unlike most of the class, the 
engineers stayed on at RMC to do 
a bit of catch-up military studies. 
I married Diane at the end of this 
period, and we set off to The 
School of Military Engineering 
(SME) for further studies. My 
first real posting was to 2 Field 
Engineer Regiment at Enoggera. In 
addition to meeting my regimental 
duties we added our first born 
(Robert) to the family. Then 
followed a posting to Mendi in the 
highlands of Papua New Guinea 
that would provide the base for 
several returns to PNG over many 
years. Mendi was a bit of a frontier 
town back then and was a great 
place for a young family. On return 
to Australia, I was posted back to 
SME as an instructor. Our second 
(Sacha) was added to the family 
while at Casula.

I was posted to the UK to the Royal 
Military College of Science at 
Shrivenham to undertake Division 
1 of the Staff Course. This was 
an eye opener, especially when 
Division 3 of the course came 
along later with its sometimes-
eccentric collection of cavalry 
officers playing polo and the like. 
On return to Australia, I attended 
the staff college at Queenscliff. It 
was inevitable I would end up in 
Canberra and my first stint was in 
logistics development.
I then returned to PNG and to 
Mendi to command the unit that 

essentially ran the Public Works 
Department in the Southern 
Highlands Province. The family 
was a bit older, and they made the 
most of the highlands. A highlight 
of this tour was a court martial 
of a sergeant who was involved 
in a fatal vehicle accident. He 
was never guilty, but the military 
pageantry was matched by the 
locals in their traditional dress. 
Justice was served. After that it 
was back to Canberra to Facilities 
Division. Then followed a posting 
to Sydney as the Chief Engineer at 
19 CE Works.

I left the Army in 1988 and 
moved to Brisbane and joined 
the Big Australian. Some 
early commissions included 
representing BHP Petroleum 
as part of a joint venture in 
the proposed Kutubu oil field 
being developed in PNG. I was 
subsequently seconded to 
Chevron Oil (the operator) as 
Deputy Construction Manager to 
implement the project which took 
3 years. I then went to Zimbabwe 
to construct a platinum mine 
and process plant for BHP World 
Minerals. Chevron then invited 
me back to develop the Gobe 
oilfield in PNG. It was then off 
to Shanghai China to manage 
the construction of a new steel 
mill for a joint venture between 
Baosteel and Thyssenn-Krupp 
which took 4 years. We returned 
to Brisbane and in 2006 I left BHP 
after 17 years and worked on in 
engineering including a stint as 
Study Director for the Alpha Coal 
Development for Gina Rinehart. 
We have 6 grandchildren, ranging 
from 1 year old twins to a 13 year 
old granddaughter.
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BILL  
KEARNEY

I was posted to Watsonia 
for 5 months Young Officer 
Technical training followed by 
my first posting to 104 Sig Sqn at 
Ingleburn, and second posting to 
5 Sig Regt.

I was posted to Canberra where I 
started in a staff posting followed 
by a posting to the Defence 
Computing Systems Division 
where I worked in operations 
management on the Defence 
mainframe.

Originally, I was to be posted to 
Watsonia to develop a training 
course for DISCON. D Sigs 
changed the posting to SO2 
Doctrine. After much thought I 
took the tough decision to apply 
for a civil position taking over 
where I left off in uniform.

After a number of years with 
the ATO and Telecom Defence 
and Intelligence, I was recruited 
by Lockheed to fill a project 
management role contracted 
into the Defence Imagery and 
Geospatial Organisation. 

I have spent more than 25 years 
inside the intelligence community 
managing significant projects such 

as the design and construction 
of the Harman Data Centre, and 
managing the creation of the 
Australian Cyber Security Centre.

I ceased full time work on 30 
October 2015 and we moved 
to Mount Martha to be close to 
our grandchildren. We spent 
five wonderful years on the 
Mornington Peninsula which we 
greatly enjoyed. The wineries and 
restaurants were amazing. The 
National Golf Club was a very 
regular haunt for Cherylle and 
me.  I joined the Volunteer Coast 
Guard at Safety Beach. 

We moved to Mirador (between 
Merimbula and Tura Beach) in Jan 
2021 to be closer to our son and 
his partner who live in Canberra. 
Thankfully our son is a much 
better golfer than his dad – he got 
down to a handicap of 4 at Royal 
Canberra. I joined Marine Rescue 
Merimbula on arrival.

I continue sporadic part time work 
in Canberra and am currently 
working remotely for two facilities 
for Attorney Generals in Sydney – 
I still really enjoy what I do.
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JOHN  
KIRKWOOD
The Army bio says “Enl 28 FEB 68” – about 5 weeks 
after you veterans of Point Hut. Maybe I never have 
caught up, but be assured the attractions of Byron 
Bay at that time far outweighed those stories heard 
about Point Hut. Urgently flown down to Canberra to 
commence what was to become a 30-year career in 
the ADF: 20 years ARA + a further 10 years in the ARes. 
Pot pourri of memories that started at RMC with you 
lot. I recall seeing those old, be-medalled guys in their 
sports coats and hats after each Grad parade, hearing 
they were there for their RMC reunion – incredibly 
now, realising that later this year we have evolved 
into being those old fellas - and we will be there in 
December 2021, inshallah.

The 1/69 Arty YO’s course was an entry permit for 
an unleased youth to the myriad array of attractions 
of Manly beach and area. This led to a mid-course 
counselling session with the then CO/CI School of 
Arty, who asked “are you sure you want to be an 
officer?” to which I replied disarmingly, “but Sir, I am 
one.” ….Thereafter followed many plain vanilla unit 
and one staff posting that saw me delivered to Staff 
College in 1983. This was a place I never understood 
and catching two too many barramundi on the 
Mary River certainly didn’t help (happy to explain 
that if you’re interested: 500 words won’t allow here). 
Approaching the20 year mark saw me looking around 
for ways to bridge across into the commercial world: 

parting ways with the ARA in August 1988. The next 
five years with IPEC Transport Group were busy 
learning years, as part of what then was a practical, 
talented management team with me, the new kid on 
the block eager to learn and gain experience across 
the full spectrum of commercial management: it 
provided a sound basis for future roles and consulting.

Those final 10 years of my military service in the Ares 
were thoroughly enjoyable with that motivational mix 
of diversity with both civil and military endeavours. 
An offer to work as a consultant in Pakistan was to 
mark the end of a military career that had provided 
the good fortune of being able to experience most 
of Australia, quite a bit of the rest of the world, the 
legacy we proudly enjoy of being from the RMC class 
of ‘71 and the great privilege of having had three sub-
unit commands, one unit command and over 4 years 
as CDA 2 Div.

Living and working in Pakistan for about four years 
was more than just the next career move – it became 
an immersion into the dynamics of the South Asian 
lifestyle and culture. Linked to earlier, similar cultural 
experiences from a UN posting to the Middle 
East some 20 years previous, it was life-changing, 
ultimately leading to the most significant event of my 
life some 19 years ago - accepting Islam, masallah. 
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PETER
LAWRENCE
After a struggle to understand 
how the atom was split and other 
scientific things that meant little to 
me as a teenager I opted for the 
short(er) officer course after two 
and a quarter years at Clink. To my 
delight this was at Army’s Victorian 
seaside retreat of Portsea. Many 
delightful memories of fog and rain 
which guaranteed Victoria as a ‘not 
want’ for future postings.

The short course meant Anneliese 
and I were able to marry in April 
’71 after the YO’s course, so we 
have celebrated our 50th wedding 
anniversary already!

Anneliese really enjoyed her 
introduction to Army life. Our 
first married quarter was equally 
located between the Darra cement 
works, Wacol Prison and the Wacol 
pickling factory. Fortunately, I was 
away on exercise or courses most 
of the time so it really wasn’t that 
bad. Life eventually settled down 
and just when we had our first 
baby (Rebecca) we were posted to 
Holsworthy. Then followed a series 
of regimental, staff and training 
jobs, including back to Duntroon 
as Instructor Artillery (really the 
Wallaby Troop Commander) and 
the arrival of son, James.

Postings then followed the normal 
two-year cycle moving to Manly, 
Larkhill, Queenscliff, Canberra, 
Holsworthy, Toronto, Mosman and 
finally Victoria Barracks.

I retired on my 30th anniversary 
of our Attestation Day. Since then, 
Anneliese and I have enjoyed 
a more cosmopolitan life. I 
worked in an operational role at 
Sydney International Terminal for 
the Olympics and then project 
managing construction at the 
Airport – and, I was just a Gunner! 
My final role was CEO of the 
Australian Society of Anaesthetists 
– yes, I have heard all the ‘sleeping’ 
jokes – retiring in 2012.

Anneliese’s career was non-existent 
for our first 30 years, but on settling 
down in Sydney she was able to 
focus on interior decorating, design, 
art and colour consulting; starting 
her own consultancy and business. 
After retiring, Anneliese volunteered 
in a number of areas including 
teaching art to the disabled and 
‘Dress for Success’, an organisation 
that assists disadvantaged women 
to return to the workforce and 
become financially independent.

Both our children chose careers in 
finance (wonder why?) and moved 

back to Sydney in the last 10 years; 
so, we see more of Rebecca and 
James’s family, and our grandkids, 
than we ever had the opportunity 
with both our parents.

In retirement, I volunteer two days 
a week for the Harbour Trust at 
North Head in the restoration centre 
– great team of old chaps – with 
David Taylor too! Also, since retiring 
I have been a director of the RAA 
Historical Company (with John Cox); 
having filled some of the ‘not want’ 
roles of Secretary and now, again, 
Treasurer.

I have become an avid kayaker. 
Most weekends I roam the Harbour 
with my two paddle buddies – both 
anaesthetists! Anneliese and I enjoy 
walking the headlands or over the 
bridge into Sydney for exercise. And 
yoga is our thing twice a week – 
hard to believe!

Writing this, has made me think 
about our lives, our opportunities 
and challenges. We have enjoyed 
our postings and (just about) every 
job. The experiences and skilling I 
gained prepared me very well for 
roles in and out of uniform.

Anneliese and I have been very 
fortunate.
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DEREK
LESLIE

A few years and quite some kilos 
ago, pre-pandemic, I decided to 
test myself out in the Hawkesbury 
Classic – a 111 km kayak paddle 
overnight down the river from 
Windsor to Brooklyn – all in 
the name of charity and ego, 
supported most ably by my 
wonderful partner Jill, with a friend, 
as ground crew. Pretty much sums 
up where life has led me since 
Clink, really! (Made it in just over 
12 hrs paddling, by the way. Never 
again! Kayak now under-utilised). 

Retired now, but very actively living 
on the bank of a most beautiful 
but demanding river, away from 
the rigours of a military life and 
commercial grind after it, sharing 
with a great partner and friends 
and with an accompanying busy 
social life. Suffering the necessities 
of boats (we live in a place that 
is water-access only, based out 
of Brooklyn) and associated 
watercraft - a small flotilla ranging 
up to a 12m sailing boat. Not a lot 
of our families live nearby – kids/
grandkids (aged 7 to 20) spread 
from California to Perth, Canberra 
and the Blue Mountains – a fair bit 
of visiting goes on. Life and health - 
two new knees - are good! 

Life in the military after Grad 
was also good to me – the usual 
stuff – lots of regimental service, 
peacekeeping Middle East, 
exchange/postings overseas (two 
years at Fort Knox was fun), staff 
colleges, command of a Cavalry 
Regiment, staff jobs in Canberra 
(including Staff Officer to CDF), 
uni degrees and Commandant, 
LWC Canungra. The long period 
of peace. Then my marriage 
broke down and I made the big 
leap into the other world in 1995 
– managed to get a job helping 
to organise the Sydney Olympic 
Games (logistics planner/manager, 
would you believe!), met up with 
Jill and started a new and exciting 
Sydney life. Formed my own 
company and did Olympics and 
major events around the world 
for the next dozen or so years, 
including as Principal Logistics 
Adviser to the Beijing Games and 
consultant to the London Games. 
Cockers kindly slid me into a gig 
with APEC 2007. Then a stint as 
local GM of a big international 
services company before the GFC 
hit. Semi-retirement followed, with 
more major-event consulting, finally 

the inevitable move to retirement 
for both of us (Jill from Macquarie 
Bank) to our renovated home on 
the Hawkesbury River. Since then, 
Jill and I have managed to travel 
overseas quite a bit and are keen to 
keep that going.

Very busy locally now with much 
community stuff, including variously 
the Mudcrabsrugby club before 
it folded, RFS and RSL NSW - got 
sucked into the latter and now 
helping to try to save it from itself. 
And golf of course! Bizarrely, two 
regulars in my golf group are Mick 
Cullen and Geoff Hopkins – from 
those bastardizers of ’69. I see more 
of their Grad Class in Sydney than I 
do of ours!

Come and visit/stay with us 
anytime. The wine flows and the 
oysters are fantastic here!

LA DOLCE VITA!
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MICHAEL 
LOHMEYER

Hard to believe 50 years have 
passed and there is still so much 
more to achieve, health and strength 
permitting. 

A quick synopsis – returned to 
Adelaide where I graduated with a 
degree in Surveying some five years 
later having taken time out to row in 
the Kings Cup interstate 8’s for three 
years …. married Diana and had two 
beautiful children Jessica and Angus. 

Post graduation: The Real Estate 
industry crashed in the late 70’s in SA, 
so headed bush following the uranium 
exploration industry surveying without 
GPS. This too was short lived, requiring 
a change in direction, so off to the 
world of marketing farm machinery 
via an Adelaide based company, 
John Shearer, a company recognized 
worldwide as the specialists in seeding 
and tillage. 

I was offered the 2IC position of the 
branch office in Perth so our family 
relocated to Marmion, a northern 
suburb. Within 12 months I was 
offered the position of area manager 
of a 21 strong dealer network with 
responsibilities covering the southern 
third of the WA wheat belt stretching 
from Esperance to Northam to 
Southern Cross. 

1983: The grain industry then met its 
demise due to low commodity prices, 
so returned to Adelaide to rejoin the 
Surveying industry. Here I met my 

future business partner, Lada Veska, 
of some 30 years and soon became 
licensed with a practice “Veska 
and Lohmeyer Pty Ltd” which had 
me relocate my office to Mt Barker 
in the Adelaide Hills. I ran the Mt 
Barker office while Lada moved to 
Goolwa to manage the Hindmarsh 
Island Marina development. During 
that career I was elected to the 
Surveyors Board of SA and offered a 
part time lectureship in The Master 
of Surveying course at Uni SA. I 
was also an inaugural member 
of the Surveying and Spatial 
Sciences Institute (SA Div) and 
introduced a segment of seminars 
on the complexity of land boundary 
definition issues, attendance at 
which have now been mandated to 
maintain a cadastral licence in SA. 

My marriage to Diana ended in the 
mid nineties and I eventually re-
partnered and in 2006 married the 
now love of my life Cynthia who had 
four wonderful teenage children, 
Simon and triplets Meridee, Kirby 
and Kerin. All of the six children have 
travelled widely, gone on to develop 
various career paths and now all 
settled across SA - so far we are 
blessed with eight grandchildren. 

1995: Returned to competitive 
rowing at masters’ level, managing 
gold in the Coxed and silver in 
the Coxless fours sweep oared 
events at the World Champs 1997 

- supported by Cynthia with her 
experience in psychotherapy with 
applications to sport. 

The GFC was soon followed by 
a contraction in the Real Estate 
industry which had severe 
ramifications for the Surveying 
Industry. 

2015: I merged companies with 
a national firm based in SA being 
employed as a senior project 
manager (land divisions) for three 
years allowing time for me to 
transition my client group across 
and then retire. 

Cynthia and I then downsized to a 
beautifully restored 100 yo cottage 
near Port Adelaide allowing us time 
to prepare our yacht Horizon, a 
38ft steel ketch, for the retirement 
journey around Oz. 

2018: Departed south along the SA 
coastline - suffice to say our journey 
has taken us around the SA and 
Victorian and Tasmanian coastlines 
and around to the bottom to the 
Huon Valley where we are currently 
moored being COVID refugees 
anxious about pressing on to Vic or 
NSW just yet. 

2021: Living in Hobart eastern 
shore, anticipating continuing 
our journey up the east coast via 
Finders Island, Eden etc to Sydney 
and beyond, with a current long 
term destination of Port Douglas 
(where Horizon spent many years 
racing) and on to The Louisiade 
group of Islands off the tail end 
of New Guinea all being well and 
COVID permitting. For those in the 
know we are on AIS and run an 
intermittent blog. 

Stay safe and look forward to 
catching up with any of you ol’ 
mates somewhere along the way!
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My next assignment was in Hong 
Kong a few years after the hand back 
to China. A multibillion dollar HK 
conglomerate with Hotels in HK, USA 
and China had overstretched itself. 
The subsequent reorganisation and 
restructuring was successful and the 
organisation survived.

Since the HK assignment, I have 
been involved in various projects 
including the sale of nursing homes 
in a blindness merger, where I 
reconnected with Jim Campbell. I’ve 
also spent time as a Non Executive-
Director with the Epilepsy Foundation 
and YHA as well as going through 
the hoops over 7 years to finally get 
approval for the redevelopment of 
our classic church home in Brighton, 
Victoria.

On a personal front, I am still married 
to my first model, the long suffering 
Pamela and we have three wonderful 
sons.

On the sport front and my passion, 
I have continued to sail and race 
yachts most of my life and have 
successfully competed in multiple 
regattas and ocean races as well 
as the long distance two handed 
Melbourne to Osaka Cup which I was 
lucky enough to win in 2007, together 
with my youngest son. I continue to 
sail and race to this day.

JOCK
MACADIE

After leaving RMC in January 1970, I 
joined BHP as a Cadet and worked 
in the Oil and Gas Division and the 
Wire Rope Products Division, based 
in Melbourne and then Sydney. I 
completed my degree in Commerce 
at UNSW and was heavily involved 
in student politics as President of the 
Commerce Society, the Australian 
National Economics and Commerce 
Students Association and as Treasurer 
of the Students Union Council.

Towards the end of my degree, I 
changed my career direction from 
BHP to the newly emerging and 
exciting merchant banking industry. I 
initially joined Schroder Darling & Co 
before joining Rothschilds’ Australian 
operations where I became an 
Associate Director.

Linfox, one of my clients at 
Rothschilds, approached me to 
set up the Linfox Property Group. 
After setting up that group and 
successfully completing a couple of 
property developments, I returned to 
Corporate Finance..

Rothschilds was followed by running 
the Southern Division of the Westpac 
Banking Group Merchant Bank in 
Melbourne before going out on my 
own as a Corporate Advisor.

My first assignment was challenging. 
A major publicly listed property 
group had got itself into some 
difficulties in WA. The result 
was a sale to/takeover by Bond 
Corporation and the completion of 
several landmark buildings including 
the R&I Tower and Australia Place 
in the centre of Perth and the Multi-
Level Scarborough Hotel. During 
this assignment, I had a lot to do 
with many of the WA personalities 
including Alan Bond, Laurie Connell 
and the incredible John Roberts of 
Multiplex.

My next assignment was with Elders. 
It was going through an extraordinary 
period of growth, including the 
takeover of BHP. NZ had opened 
up its economy and Elders wanted 
to start up finance operations and 
Elderbank in NZ. I took on the task 
and spent three most satisfying 
and enjoyable years establishing 
and running the very profitable and 
successful NZ Finance operations of 
the Elders Group.

A past client, George Herscu 
was next. He controlled Hooker 
Corporation and approached me 
as with a major liquidity problem. 
After extensive negotiations, 
it was decided to put Hooker 
into Provisional Liquidation. The 
Provisional Liquidator then engaged 
me to stabilise and run some of 
the major Australian Divisions and 
progressively sell them off.

My next assignment was over 
nearly 8 years and involved the 
very complex merging of two 
different hospital groups, facilitating 
its development and eventually 
its successful IPO and ASX listing 
as Australian Hospital Care Group 
Ltd, then the third largest for profit 
hospital operator in Australia.
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I regret that I could not keep the pace with you in 1968, 
as I was asked to repeat 4th Class. Clearly, I chose the 
wrong academic course in 1968. Almost every night 
back in Anzac Hall, Cosgrove and McDermott would 
encourage my studies with “you know you can’t go to 
Infantry if you do that Engineering Course!” And Joff 
Johnson still dines out on a story of my performance 
in Physics under the Dean. You will recall that Military 
Subjects were marked out of 10; in which I did quite 
well. After an assessment test in Physics, I entered 
the lecture room a little late and the Dean said, “Mr 
McInnes, you scored 8.” I showed my delight, until Joff 
called out “percent!!” The Arts Course was more my 
liking.

Overall, I enjoyed my five years at Duntroon with 
you and my new classmates. “Boys Own” stuff in the 
outdoors, always busy and lots to do. After all, I did 
come from six years of boarding school, so I was 
already institutionalised!

I saw you guys off in December 1971 and followed in 
1972. I was allotted to Field Artillery and posted to a 
Regiment (not of my choosing) for my rugby skills(?). On 
arrival, my Battery Commander greeted me with, “Ah!! 
so you’re that f…… footballer coming to the Regiment”. 
Me Sir??

A year later, in January 1974, I married Carmel Ryan in 
the Duntroon Chapel with several of you along. Andy 
Rankine was my Best Man. 

DUNCAN
MCINNES

I had a lack-lustre Army career with postings to three 
ARA Regts, two ARes Regts, OCS Portsea and HQ Trg 
Comd.  Fell out with DArty when I refused to be ADC to 
GOC 1 Div; and later knocked back a UN Observer job 
to leave immediately when Carmel about to give birth. 
Yes, I know, I did it my way!

I attended NZ Army Grade 2 Staff & Tactics Course in 
1981. Although 3rd on course, I was to find out later 
this was “poor man’s staff college” for me. Years on, as 
an economic conscript, I was going nowhere but as a 
Major at HQ Trg Comd; I resigned in 1990. 

Post-Army, I served as Executive Director of NSW 
Parents Council for 16 years, the face and voice for 
parents with children at non-government schools in 
schooling policy and funding matters.

Since 2007, I continue to work as a free-lance BAS 
Agent with a variety of owner-operated and medium-
sized businesses in Sydney.

Carmel and I have been most fortunate in our 
marriage; with four children, nine grandchildren and 
all living around Sydney. The Clan Castle has been 
at Willoughby since 1985. The real estate agents will 
come back when my pine box goes out the front door. 
But not yet!!

I wish your 50th Graduation Reunion this year every 
success in roll-up, friendship, and enjoyment.

Mates forever!!
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DAVID
MCKENZIE

While a teenager in rural 
Hamilton, Victoria, David believed 
a career in the Army would suit 
him; however after three years at 
Duntroon he knew Army life was 
not for him. He enjoyed good 
friendships, particularly in the 
science and engineering group. 
David was capable of completing 
the course through to graduation, 
however had the courage to 
decide to discharge and walk 
away to an unknown future. He 
applied to Monash University 
and received credits for his civil 
engineering subjects.

As a uni student with no money, 
but with the smarts of a Fourth 
Class Cadet, David took the 
sensible course of gaining 
employment as a ‘dish pig’ at one 
of Melbourne’s top restaurants, 
Leonda by the Yarra. Daily, he ate 
better than most! And would take 
much welcomed hampers of 
leftovers to parties.

Even with a solid engineering 
degree, in the 1970’s the 
demand for his new professional 
qualifications suddenly 
dissipated. David, like many, 
found employment in teaching 
maths and science. With his 
education qualifications he 
was first attracted to rent in the 
old goldfield’s settlement of 
Eaglehawk adjacent to Bendigo 
where he would teach. Bendigo 
was to become his long term 
home.

David met his partner Helen 
Murray while teaching at White 
Hills secondary school. Helen 
was the Home Economics boss, 
both at school and at home. 
Sadly in 2010, Helen died too 
young and not many years after 
retirement. Thankfully extensive 

overseas and Australian travel 
was enjoyed together after 
retirement. But travel was 
subservient to and coordinated 
with the Cats season (Geelong 
Football Club). Together, as 
disciples of their team, Helen 
and David never missed a 
game. Taking friends to games, 
and with coffee at the now 
famous Pellegrini’s before a 
game was a ritual for 40 years, 
along with visits to the nearby 
music shops of course.

David could be accused 
of being fanatical and 
obsessed with music of many 
genres. There are few more 
knowledgeable; and he shared 
his passion with many. His 
extensive collection spanned 
LP records, reel to reel and 
CD technologies. He built a 
wall to wall collection, and 
an unintended museum of 
recording. The importance 
of music was carried into the 
design of their fore ever home, 
built on a semi-rural block near 
Kangaroo Flat. Common sense 
and compromise resulted in the 
unusual inclusion of a lead lined 
cavity wall to keep the constant 
sounds in the music room from 
other parts of the house. 

David remained close friends 
with several of his Alamein 
Company classmates, was 
interested in news of other 
classmates, and attended all 
major reunions In the last few 
years he lived almost hermit-
like with music and movies. He 
enjoyed the camaraderie of 
another Cat’s fanatic who lived 
nearby and provided care as 
his health declined. David died 
alone at his home in early 2022.
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TONY
MCLENNAN

Leaving St Bernard’s Christian 
Brothers College, Melbourne, I 
joined my class at RMC in ‘68. 
I took the treatment in Fourth 
Class in my stride becoming very 
acquainted with defaulters’ parades! 
My early months at RMC saw me 
quite behind so a win in the Light 
Heavyweight Championships was a 
real breakthrough. 

I thank my seniors for encouraging 
me to study; I gradually found my 
feet academically. Some cadets 
were surprised when they saw 
me saying grace before meals. I 
admired Chaplain Les Thompson 
who lived the Christian life. He had 
had a real conversion experience. 

I enjoyed athletics with Vic Gibbons 
and others but ended up with Lionel 
Hayne’s basketball team. Running 
late for the Battle PT nine miler, 
David ‘Buck’ Buchanan and I ran 
so hard we caught up to the main 
body just before the end. Brigadier 
Buck was a wonderful friend, greatly 
missed.

In 1969, I met Marie-Louise. It was 
love at first sight. Marie-Louise has 
been an excellent wife, mother and 
friend. In April 2022, we will celebrate 
50 years of marriage.

On an adjutant’s course at Canungra, 
in the chapel one night, I was filled 
with the Holy Spirit. This miraculous 
experience is described in the 
New Testament (Acts 1:8, 2:4, 7:55, 
8:15-17, 10:44 &c.). My life changed 
completely. I was Adjutant of 4th 
Signal Regiment and had set up 
the Queensland Orienteering 
Association. I asked the Military 
Secretary to post me anywhere he 
liked. I suggested Lionel take over 
as Adjutant. My CO agreed. Sent to 
Townsville, I served for three more 
years and there attended Calvary 
Christian Church. Still in the Army, I 
ran a coffee shop in the main street 
of Townsville. Many young people 
came to explore the purpose 
of life and how to find God. The 
current CEO of Alpha Crucis, now a 
burgeoning Christian University, was 
one of those young people. I also 
met up with Gary Allan, entry class 
of ‘72. Gary has been a very faithful 
friend and brother in Christ ever 
since. Marie-Louise and I had two 
more sons in Townsville joining first 
son, Paul. They were Benjamin, now 
Colonel Ben McLennan, CSC (and 
Bar) and Michael, an accomplished 
film director. After three boys, Marie-
Louise and I prayed earnestly to 
God for a girl. Claire was born in 

October 1983 to be followed by 
John in December 1985. Soon we 
will have been blessed with 10 
grandchildren.

My profession has been in 
management consulting working 
with companies to improve 
productivity. A career pinnacle 
was as CEO of Bible League A & 
NZ. In 2017, God led me to set up 
Australia For Jesus to help bring our 
beloved nation to God. The Bishop 
of Canberra-Goulburn ordained 
me into the Anglican Church in 
November 2017 for this task. I was 
asked recently to conduct the 
funeral of former classmate, Larry 
Park, who had accepted Jesus as 
his Saviour and Lord before he 
died. 

These 50 years since graduation 
have been wonderfully blessed 
by God. I count my association 
with Duntroon, my classmates 
and contemporaries amongst 
those blessings and I pray for the 
salvation of every one, that they 
may come to faith in Jesus Christ, 
the Saviour of the world.
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then we were on the move again to Brisbane and 
Chief of Staff of 1 Div. Working for Peter Arnison was a 
steep learning curve, but also a treat. As the first year 
came to a close, I was off to Somalia as the National 
Commander and four most rewarding months of 
intense soldiering.

In 1994-95 I was at the US Army War College, a 
fabulous year both professionally and personally, and 
came home in ’95 to a crisis in Black Hawk availability. 
We set up the Aviation Support Group at Oakey and we 
were just solving the problem when the Black Hawk 
mid-air occurred in Townsville. A very sad period.

Army Headquarters as the DGPP followed by three 
years back in the Embassy in Washington as the Army 
Attaché finished off what had been 35 most enjoyable 
years.

After the Army I did some consulting, joined the boards 
of The MacArthur Museum and The Royal Flying Doctor 
(Queensland), and was President of RUSIQ. I worked 
for the Queensland Government on flood recovery in 
South Queensland, and later co-ordinating the whole 
of government approach to rid the state of Criminal 
Motorcycle Gangs!

I have yet to master succession planning as I undertake 
my 18th year as the President of the Army Aviation 
Association.

Thanks to our itinerant lifestyle we now have one 
daughter in Washington, one in Seoul, and a son in the 
Army. And we are yet to live in the same city as the 
grandkids.

BILL
MELLOR
I graduated from RMC to Army Aviation, so my first 
posting was to an Infantry Battalion. After a year, I 
commenced flying training with the RAAF at Point 
Cook and I progressed to the School of Army Aviation 
at Amberley. Wings in October 1973 and I was posted 
to Oakey. I commenced operational flying and in 1974 
I was in PNG supporting a major survey operation. The 
following year it was Torres Straits for another survey. 

I was then posted to Kashmir as a UN observer and 
joined John Hartmann, Bob Flynn, Kerry Boyle, Marty 
O’Hare and Buck Buchanan at various times during the 
year. t was a funny place for an Old Mates reunion! I got 
married to Jo in Srinagar in October. We then had the 
offer to join a Swedish officer driving back home at the 
end of his tour in a brand new Mercedes, so we hitched 
a ride! A month in Europe, then back to reality, and a 
staff posting to Army Office.

Another flying posting in Sydney, followed by a couple 
of years commanding Long Tan Company at Clink, and 
then off to Staff College. Plenty of Old Mates and their 
families made for a most enjoyable year, capped off by 
a posting to the US. SO2 Training wasn’t the best job I 
ever had, but Washington was the best place to have a 
so-so job. 

Back home to Townsville (Washington in winter to 
Townsville in summer is real climate change!) and 
command of 162 Recce Squadron. Two enjoyable years 
were followed by raising and commanding 5 Aviation 
Regiment. Luckily, I had Angus Houston to help, and he 
smoothed plenty of troubled RAAF waters.
JSSC was like a holiday after three years at 5, but 
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JIM
MOLAN

We have all come a long way in 50 years, but it only 
seems like yesterday. Anne and I live on the edge of the 
Monaro at a place called Royalla on a few acres south 
of Queanbeyan. Our children are scattered, one each in 
Melbourne, Sydney, Swan Hill and Canberra. 

We have five grandchildren with one more on the way – 
probably our greatest achievement. I say ‘our’ but we all 
know who raised the kids! After graduation, with Anne 
sometimes accompanying, I/we had time in PNG, 
Indonesia, East Timor, Iraq with cameo appearances in 
the Solomons and lived in most Australian capital cities. 

I stayed in Infantry for as long as I could get away with 
it, despite a temptation from Aviation. I was fortunate 
to command 6RAR, 1 Bde and 1 Division on the way 
through, as well as the Australian Defence Colleges, 
now I am told much more excitingly called the War 
College. Having overstayed my welcome by at least 
one military posting, I left the military in 2008. 

I wrote a book with the humble title of “Running the 
War in Iraq” which pushed me into corporate speaking 
(concentrating on my favourite subject – me!) and into 
business and consulting. I fell in with bad company (the 
Liberal Party) in 2011 and was involved in writing the 
party’s defence policy. I then found myself the “co-
architect” of Operation Sovereign Borders (the border 
control policy) in Opposition and was then appointed 
the PMs Special Envoy after we won government in 
2013. Out of anger and frustration, I then decided to 

run for the Senate and was introduced to the bizarre 
NSW Liberal Party’s pre-selection process. As a result, I 
became a leader of the Democratic Reform Movement 
which achieved partial success. Through citizenship 
issues, I found myself appointed to the Senate but after 
a few years lost pre-selection, which is another way of 
saying my Party booted me. 

I was supported ‘Below the Line’ by many good 
democracy supporters during the 2019 General 
Election, much to the consternation of my Party, 
and found myself with the largest number of first 
preference votes of any Australian politician at the state 
or federal level in our political history, which creates an 
enormous obligation on me, and as Anne reminds me 
frequently, a feeling of total unworthiness. Having learnt 
a few things about politics (i.e. pick your friends), I then 
won pre-selection for a casual vacancy and am still in 
the Senate, probably until mid-2022. 

I am currently being treated for prostate cancer but the 
overall prognosis is good, and I will be finished chemo 
in September, and should be safe for some years to 
come. I am able to attend Vic Gibbon’s Old Mates 
lunches in Canberra sometimes. I am always struck by 
the beautiful familiarity that we have when we come 
together. We are all the product of our experiences and 
Anne and my experience of our Old Mates are crucial 
to what we are. Thank you to all you good people. 
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PHIL
NEWMAN

As you realise, we shared those two fabulous years 
of 1968/69 together. I then decided to follow the five 
year plan at RMC. I slipped back into the class of ’69, 
and finally graduated in 1972 into the RAE. That change 
resulted in my losing close contact with most of you other 
than the occasional meeting at various postings over the 
next 20 years.

 My subsequent career in Engineers was fairly typical with 
a range of field unit, training, admin and works postings. 
Notable variations to the norm were a one year exchange 
to the RAAF works section at Operational Command in 
Glenbrook, a year at RMCS Shrivenham, and two years 
at the US Army Engineer Research and Development 
Centre at Fort Belvoir Virginia.

My Army career finished in 1993 as a LTCOL when I was 
discharged in Brisbane. We settled there and remain so. I 
embarked on a second career in Occupational Health and 
Safety after completing a Graduate Diploma part time in 
the late 80’s while I was still in the Army. In that period of 

MARTIN
O’HARE
Marty did not wish to participate in this magazine or with 
our reunion celebrations but he wished everyone good 
luck.

my working life, I worked as a consultant in a small 
company, and OHS manager/adviser in three diverse 
areas – local government, newspaper printing and 
a private hospital. I retired in 2014, and I have been 
enjoying my new life style since.

Now for my family news. Many of you may remember 
I met and fell in love with Christine Rutzou from 
Pialligo while we were in Third Class together. Some 
may say she was the distraction that contributed to 
my academic downfall in ‘69, but I could not possibly 
comment!! I certainly do not intend to delve into my 
RMC records to seek confirmation of that theory. We 
got married in 1974, had a son in 1975 and a daughter 
three years later. We did the normal biannual move to 
new locations and enjoyed living in the various places 
and getting involved in the communities and schools.

Chris pursued her teaching career in a number of my 
posting locations, and since we settled in Brisbane. 
She specialised in Early Childhood Education and 
has worked at the same centre for the past 27 years. 
She has almost fully retired now but still responds to 
requests for relief teaching work at her centre when 
asked. We are really enjoying our retirement time, 
particularly the freedom and flexibility it offers.

Chris and I have five wonderful grandchildren who 
now range from 15 to 11 years old. They provide a 
fabulous new dimension to our lives.

I send you all my best wishes for the celebration of 
your Graduation in 1971.
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Larry invited me to come and 
see him in January ‘21 when Ross 
Eastgate told us that Larry was 
seriously ill. When I heard the 
news, the first thing that came 
to mind was a picture of Larry 
standing in a muddy sports field, 
face streaked with mud and sweat 
as he handled the ball from the 
pack in one of those fierce, deadly 
games of Rugby Union at the RMC. 
I can still see him now, his face 
showing his dogged determination 
to endure and to win. 

As a class mate of Larry at the 
Royal Military College it was my 
privilege to honour his memory 
by conducting Larry’s funeral in 
February 2021. Here is an extract 
of the eulogy and the story of his 
life over the years - Larry Park set 
a standard for determination in 
life. A rugged individual with a fine 
mind and an able body, a good 
sportsman, Larry achieved what 
few people in Australia would ever 
achieve – he qualified to enter 
RMC as a Staff Cadet. 

The Vietnam War was in full swing 
in 1968 and Larry wanted to be 
an engineer. After a gruelling 
year of fourth class, Larry’s 
efforts in military studies were 
exceptional but the engineering 
course proved too demanding. 
He decided to repeat his year 
with the Science course in 1969. 
Sadly, although he excelled in his 
military studies, Larry had to leave 
off his planned career to pursue 
a very fruitful 20 years of service 
with the Department of Supply. 
Later Larry went on to run Cargo 
Loss Assessments for 11 years and 
subsequently joined Wridgways 
before his retirement in 2014. 

LARRY
PARK

Larry may have said good-bye 
to Duntroon and the Army but he 
kept in touch with his classmates 
from the entry years of ’68 and 
’69 all his life. Seven graduates 
from Class of ‘72 attended Larry’s 
funeral. One classmate, Peter 
McCann, remarked on how much 
Larry had helped him when he had 
arrived at RMC in ’69. All the other 
classmates remarked on Larry’s 
faithful involvement at class events 
over the years. 

Over the 53 years following on 
from RMC days Larry married 
Janice, the love of his life on 
31st August 1986. They were 
blessed with two children: Nicole 
Maree and Matthew Thomas, 
both born in August - Nicole 
in 1987 and Matthew in 1989. 
They have been a steady, close 
knit and devoted family. Larry’s 
faithfulness to his friends both old 
and new will be long cherished in 
all of our memories. Since Larry 
was seriously ill, I shared some 
thoughts with Larry that one can 
know God personally through faith 
in Jesus Christ. I am glad to say 
that Larry prayed to receive Christ 
into his life. I thank God for His 
mercy. “Mates forever!” were Larry’s 
last words to me. How true that will 
turn out to be! I so look forward to 
seeing him again. 

This story written by Rev. Capt. 
Tony McLennan, Class of ’71, with 
the help of the Park family and his 
mates. 
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JOHN
POINER

Like Peter Lawrence, I 
volunteered to go to the Army’s 
Seaside Retreat at Portside 
after Easter in 1970 where I had 
an “Up and Down” time before 
graduating in December 1970.

After graduation to RAE I spent 
time at Albury and Holsworthy 
before heading to 18 Fd Sqn with 
Mike Beckingham. We arrived on 
1 Apr 71 and had a good year in 
Townsville.

I then enjoyed postings in 
Brisbane at 26 ESS and 2 Fd 
Regt and married Kim in August 
72. We had two daughters, Amy 
and Elise and enjoyed postings 
in Liverpool, Sydney, Melbourne 
Port Moresby where Amy was 
born followed by Portsea where 
Elise came into our life.

Kim, our girls and I moved to 
Brisbane in Jul 80 (9th home in 9 
years) where I remained until my 
resignation and departure after 
20 years on 26 January 1988.

Overall, I greatly enjoyed my 
career, Kim and I enjoyed the 
many friends and experiences 
we had in all areas. After 20 years 
it was time for me to explore 
other opportunities and Kim to 
continue and advance in her 
career.

Since leaving I have embarked 
on many adventures including 
Camping Stores, Military 
Manufacturing, Property 
Development, Boat Hire, 
Veterinary Manufacture, Gym 
and Learn to Swim Centre and 
Real Estate are some. Some have 
been successful others not, but 
overall life has been very good.

Kim and I divorced after 23 years 
and have good relations with 
each other and our children 

and grandchildren. I have since 
remarried. My wife Judy and I 
celebrated 20 years in December 
last year.

We are still working and enjoying 
seeing our three daughters 
and six grandchildren who are 
in Canberra and London. We 
cannot wait to be able to see 
them all again!

I have drifted away from old 
army friends except for Mike 
Beckingham. I remember many 
good friends and times in the 
Army and wish all the very best 
and hope to catch up at some 
time. 

Overall, I have had a fortunate life 
to date. 
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which we have treated as wake-
up calls, and are now following a 
healthier lifestyle. My most recent 
was a heart attack last year on 
a bike ride, when Vic Gibbons 
insisted on calling an ambulance 
that turned out to be a lifesaving 
endeavour, a true Mate indeed! We 
have a protocol that when, we as 
‘seniors’ get together, we only allow 
discussion of one of our ailments 
and then we move on to other 
topics; not a bad recipe for well-
being! It’s been a really wonderful 
journey to date and may there be a 
decade or two more!

ROGER
POWELL

The opening line about me in our 
1971 Journal reads: ‘Rarely seen 
without a smile, ball, boot or bat, 
Roger bounced his way through four 
years in a blur of sport and affable 
g’days.’ Well, looking back over the 
50 years that have followed, I have 
remained an optimist, I continue to 
chase a ball around (golf & tennis), 
I love reading & watching sport 
(mainly the Sydney Swannies) and 
follow domestic and international 
affairs, having my say when I can 
catch the ear of someone who will 
listen. 

According to Rhonda, I have failed 
retirement, and I continue to blend 
business (leadership mentoring & 
coaching) and charity work (Rotary 
service above self with an emphasis 
on our community, our youth & poor 
nations). With a beautiful family 
created by our two children, Jacqui 
and Scott, we have been blessed 
with their wonderful partners and 
four incredible grandchildren, 
who we boast about regularly. 
Yes, Rhonda and I are still happily 
married after 49 years, built on 
mutual tolerance for our differences 
and communicating openly when 
the going gets tough. She has been 
wonderfully supportive and a true 
partner in every sense. She has 
always been a pretty good sort!

I think the Army ‘got its pound of 
flesh’ from me over 34 years of 
service and we parted company 
on good terms in 2002. With 
hindsight, I would not change any 
of my experiences in the Military 
and the mosaic of opportunities 
I was given, led me to a second 
career in business. This has been 
just as rewarding, helping to run 
a successful ‘start-up’ enterprise, 
Executive Leadership Australia 
and having exposure to both 
commercial and not for profit 
directorships, to which I am still 
contributing today. Until COVID 
restrictions happened, because of 
the flexibility of my work, we have 
been able to embark on plenty of 
play; travelling extensively each 
year and seeing most parts of the 
world. 

We have downsized from our hobby 
farm in Wallaroo, back into Canberra 
(handing back all the rural toys to 
the Q Store) allowing me to buy the 
odd new one; including a nice little 
boat that all the family enjoys when 
we get together in Terrigal, at our 
other family residence, inherited 
from my parents and built by my 
grandfather. Rhonda and I have both 
had a few health speed bumps, 
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I graduated into the RAA and spent most of the 70s in 1 
Field Regiment in Brisbane and 8/12 Medium Regiment 
at Holsworthy, interspersed with a 2-year stint in 
Canberra in Recruiting (following in the footsteps of John 
Cochrane) and 12 months on LWOP in 1979, some of 
which I spent in South Africa, including an interesting trip 
to Rhodesia during the war. I managed to play a fair bit of 
rugby during this period, both for Army teams and local 
clubs in Brisbane (Teachers/Norths) and in Canberra 
(Easts). My rugby playing days came to an abrupt end at 
Holsworthy in 1980 when I suffered a serious neck injury 
in a game against 5/7 RAR.

Following staff college in 1982, I spent 18 months 
in Malaysia as an exchange instructor at the School 
of Artillery, where, along with another Australian, I 
developed and ran their first home-grown Battery 
Commanders’ course. I returned to Canberra and was 
lucky enough to jag three postings in a row there (in 
DGAD, Director of Army Recruiting, and in 1989 as a SO1 
running the ABCA Programme). John Cox and Jim Molan 
had offices on the same floor. In 1990 I was posted as CO 
10 Medium Regiment in Geelong. 16 months later the 
Regiment was amalgamated with 2/15 Field Regiment 
in Melbourne and I moved to Queenscliff for a short stint 
as a DS. At the end of 1991 I took LWOP and moved to 
Brisbane and not long afterwards left the Service. Whilst 
in Geelong, I completed a Grad Dip in Accounting at 
Deakin University, having started it a few years earlier at 
the University of Canberra.

ANDY
RANKINE

From then until 2003 I had a number of jobs in the 
transport/logistics space, including running a trucking 
company (McIver Transport) transporting crude oil and 
mining products in western Qld, coal in Central Qld, 
18 months in Queensland Rail, and a short stint at the 
Australian Trucking Association in Canberra. In 2003 I 
joined the Port of Brisbane as the Logistics Manager 
and I have been there ever since. 

Jill and I met at an Easts v Queanbeyan rugby match in 
1976, married in 1979, and we have three children: Nikki 
who is the Head of Digital at QGC in Brisbane, married 
to Simon (a Scot), and has two daughters; Matthew, 
who is a stevedore at the Port of Brisbane, married 
to Jo (a teacher) and has four daughters, including 
identical twins, and Tim, who is a senior commercial 
analyst at Origin Energy, unattached but has a 
daughter, Grace. We are blessed that our children live 
in Brisbane and we see them and our grandchildren 
often.

My passion for rugby has waned over the years and in 
fact I now mostly follow AFL, mainly because Matthew 
was a schoolboy AFL star (at a rugby school!), and 
played senior footy for Mt Gravatt for many years. 
Cycling is now my passion (Jill would say obsession). I 
rode to work at Holsworthy, in Canberra and in Victoria, 
but got more serious about it about 15 years ago. I 
now ride about 250 km per week and I have cycled up 
many of the famous climbs of the Tour de France.
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a teacher/librarian friend of his 
wife. Fortunately, I accepted their 
invitation and Sharyn and I have 
been together ever since. Staff 
College and a posting as 2IC of the 
Armoured Centre followed. We 
then spent 1985 with the HQ British 
Army’s 4th Armoured Division in 
Germany. I worked at the RAAC 
Directorate in Canberra on our 
return. I had thoroughly enjoyed 
everything that had come my way 
in the Army up to that point but it 
was now time to consider doing 
something completely different. I 
had been half in the Army and half 
out and so it was time to resolve the 
matter.

All of that time spent writing Military 
Appreciations was put to good use 
in analysing what we should do 
next in our lives. With Sharyn back 
working as a teacher in Brisbane we 
could afford to take the risk of me 
leaving the Army in 1989 and starting 
in the world of financial planning. I 
joined the National Australia Bank 
in the northern suburbs of Brisbane 
in the embryonic stages of this 
profession. I was soon working in 
the city at NAB’s Queensland State 
Office. 

PETE
REGGARS

With the Vietnam War ending I could 
not imagine life in an Arm as being 
all that stimulating. I thought that 
logistics would be the better choice 
and so I graduated into RAAOC. Mike 
Hetherington and I found ourselves 
teaching the last of the birthday date 
conscripts how to be in this part of 
the Army. I was then posted as the 
Local Purchase Officer for ANZUK 
in Singapore for the better part of 
two years. Neil Diamond launched 
the Hot August Night album and 
that just about summed up that 
posting in the exotic Far East. So far 
so good but after a stint with Cadets 
in Tasmania it was time to change 
corps to RAAC. 

My early days in RAAC could best 
be summarised as a Captain, 
completing Lieutenant’s training 
and hoping to be promoted Major. 
I was now too old to be starting 
out in tanks and so the best place 
for me was armoured personnel 
carriers. I spent a few years at 4 Cav 
in Brisbane, 3/4 Cav in Townsville 
and then back to 4 Cav as a Sqn 
Commander. 

At about this time a good friend 
of mine at 4 Cav suggested that I 
should come to dinner and meet 

I spent 22 years with the Army and 
25 years with NAB. That allocation 
of time is about the proportion of 
where my career heart lies. I do 
believe that it was a blessing to 
be able to participate in two such 
starkly different careers.

We have lived in Brisbane since 
1988. We have retired in my 
hometown of Redcliffe which, as 
far as I am concerned, is on the 
short list of the best cycling, golfing, 
swimming and kayaking destinations 
in the world. 

Sharyn and I travel a lot. Our son 
Nicholas lives with his lovely wife 
Erin and family in Portland Oregon. 
They both work in the world of digital 
marketing. We are desperately 
hoping that the borders can open 
again before too long so that we can 
go and see our granddaughters.

A special thank you to my wife 
Sharyn - where on earth would I be 
without her. 

God bless Australia for giving me the 
opportunity of having such a good 
life. Absolutely no regrets.



62  OLD MATES GAZETTE

MICHAEL
ROSEBLADE
Michael was born 26 November 1949, passing away 16 November 2005, 
aged 55 years and now lies at rest in the Northern Suburbs Memorial 
Gardens and Crematorium in Sydney.

Michael’s wife Lyndall advised that Michael followed on from his time in 
the Transport Corps once leaving the army, as transport manager with 
several large companies. He also continued on with his love of military 
history with close friends and a large collection of books.

As a family, Michael, Lyndall their daughter Ariane and son Lachlan 
travelled mainly within Australia, camping and walking.

RIP mate. 
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TONY
RUMBALL
Tony commenced RMC as an eager 
cadet from Adelaide in 1968. In 1970 
he reached a fork in the road where 
he had to choose between RMC or 
Barbara. He chose Barbara and they 
were married on St Valentine’s Day 
1970. Following their wedding Tony 
moved to Portsea to complete his 
Officer Cadet training. He graduated 
as a Lieutenant in December 1970.

After graduating Tony spent the 
next 5 years in postings around the 
Greater Sydney district including 
Victoria Barracks, 21 Air Supply, 
Penrith and 101 Field Workshop, 
Ingleburn. He also managed to 
complete a Bachelor of Commerce 
Degree with UNSW studying 
part-time. As this was the time of 
Vietnam War protests, he would 
rush home from a full day’s work, 
change quickly into civvies then 
make the long commute to the 
University and arrive home later that 
night at 10.30pm to eat dinner. He 
continued this routine 3 – 4 days a 
week for 4 years so he was ecstatic 
when he finally received his Degree.

In 1976, Tony, Barbara and daughter, 
Trudy moved to Scottsdale, 
Tasmania when Tony was posted 
as a Captain to the Australian Food 
Science Establishment. The family 
quickly settled in to the community 
and Tony became heavily involved 
in the local Rotary club. He became 
quite respected in the club when 
he represented them at the State 
Speaker Competition and went 
on to win the competition and 
represent Tasmania at the Nationals.

In ’78 he was posted to Bandiana, 
Victoria as an instructor 
accompanied by the family and 
new family addition, Craig. This was 
a much enjoyed and memorable 

posting where the young families 
of the Rumballs, Bradfords and 
McKays came together. Lifelong 
memories remain. The next move 
was to Melbourne, then a 2 year 
posting as OC with the PNGDF at 
Murray Barracks, Port Moresby. 
One of the highlights for Tony 
was walking his troops over the 
Kokoda Trail and finding previously 
undiscovered WW2 airplane 
wreckage.

The next postings included Staff 
College, Queenscliff, then Russell 
offices and JSSC, Canberra, then 
back to Melbourne before his 
dream posting attached to the 
Australian Embassy in Washington 
DC for 3 years. This was a wonderful 
time of travel and meeting new 
friends. 

He finally had to return home 
to Australia and was posted to 
International Logistics, Canberra. 
After a couple of years Tony 
resigned his commission having 
achieved the rank of Lieutenant 
Colonel. He remained in 
International Logistics as Deputy 
Director, where he was awarded an 
Australia Day Defence Medal for his 
‘pivotal role in the transfer of Nomad 
aircraft’ to the Indonesian Defence 
Force. Tony was later promoted to 
the position of Director, International 
Logistics, a position he loved and 
enjoyed until his retirement in 2013.

In 2015 Tony and Barbara moved 
to a lifestyle village. Tony was 
extremely active in his retirement 
enjoying his hobbies of furniture 
restoration and picture framing. He 
served on the Tuggeranong Men’s 
Shed Committee and the Isabella 
Gardens Residents Committee 
and acted as the Isabella Gardens 

Men’s Shed Coordinator assisting 
many residents with flat packs, 
framing, garden installations, etc. 
On the morning of 9 October 
2018 Tony suffered a fatal heart 
attack. Greatly loved, missed 
and survived by Barbara, Trudy 
and Craig, grandchildren, Luke, 
Courtney and Camille and great 
grand-children, Charlotte, Sophia 
and Arthur. 
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PADDY 
RYAN

Paddy enjoyed playing rugby for 
RMC so much that he stayed an 
extra year, graduating in December 
1972. After wishing us good luck 
in our enterprise, Paddy wished to 
celebrate with his 1972 class.

GRAHAM
SMITH

Family: Jan and I were married 
the first Saturday after grad (18 
December), so coming up to our 
50th wedding anniversary. As my 
father used to say – “you don’t get 
that long for murder”. No regrets 
though, it’s been a great 50 years 
(got to say that in case Jan reads 
this).

Two wonderful children - Michelle 
(born in 1973) and Paul (1975) – who 
we are extremely proud of. Michelle 
married Craig and has two sons, 
and Paul married Melissa and also 
has two sons. Three of the boys 
are excelling in sport (baseball and 
volleyball – unfortunately no Aussie 
Rules!!) and our eldest is especially 
talented in musical theatre (doesn’t 
take after me as I cannot hold a 
note or play a tune for the life of 
me!!)

The last 50 years: After Grad 
went to uni for two years to get an 
Engineering degree as Duntroon 
didn’t have a degree program for 
Mechanical Engineering for just 

two of us (Al Hunter and myself). 
Much easier to study there than at 
Duntroon as no distractions such as 
PT, drill lessons, parades etc, etc. 
– but Michelle’s arrival early in the 
second year, and learning how to 
be a father to a beautiful little girl, 
took up a fair bit of any spare time 
that we had.

After uni, started to be in the real 
army and earn my keep. The first 
posting was into a technical role in 
Melbourne where I was responsible 
for establishing repair procedures, 
maintenance evaluations etc, for 
equipment I had never seen or 
heard of previously – in at the deep 
end with a steep learning curve!! 

Then to a field workshop role with 
“real soldiers”. Here I learnt that 
there were more ways to be out 
bush than carrying a pack on your 
back, sleeping under a hootchie 
and digging trenches. Roughing it 
with a vehicle and trailer to carry 
everything, a full size tent with 
stretcher to sleep comfortably, hot 
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showers and mobile kitchen (and 
a borrowed back hoe to dig the 
trenches) - RAEME was obviously 
the way to go!!

After a staff posting in HQ off to 
Malaysia to assist in setting up a 
manufacturing and repair workshop 
for the Malay army as part of an 
Australian Defence Aid project. 
Great job!! Back to Aussie land 
and back into the same technical 
agency that I started off in (albeit 
with a new name, structure and 
location) and a few ranks higher 
than when I left. Unfortunately I was 
signing off and implementing a lot 
of the projects that I had initiated 5 
years earlier – so sadly disillusioned 
and decided to head to the private 
sector in 1980.

Too many different challenges 
to go through them all here; so 
in summary I picked up an MBA 
while undertaking several general 
management roles across a variety 

of industry sectors, including the 
Queensland Government, as well 
as having my own retail business 
for five years. 

Retirement: Retiring from the 
Corporate life at 67 I then became 
“a man of leisure”, but got too 
bored sitting around the house 
so decided to become a self-
employed, part time Handyman 
using the skills acquired when 
building and renovating a few 
homes through our married life.

Went into full time retirement late 
last year, but still have one major 
client (“she who must be obeyed”). 
We moved late last year to a small 
acreage in Wamuran (just north 
of Brisbane) and have spent the 
last 12 months changing it to the 
way that we want it. Very little had 
been done to the property, except 
building the house and putting a 
few fruit trees in. We have therefore 
done a lot of the work around 
the gardens (orchard, vegies and 

flowers) with Jan planning, site 
supervising, etc, and me doing the 
labouring (keeping me fit). I’ve now 
got a big shed for my tools and 
toys, so I’m a happy chappie too.

Health and wellbeing: Getting 
older unfortunately is making us a 
bit slower, but also making us relax 
more – so we are very happy with 
our current situation. Both Michelle 
and Paul and their families also 
live in Brisbane, so we catch up 
with them on a regular basis, with 
backyard cricket a constant visit 
activity.

In addition to a few more aches 
and pains I have had a few little 
health hiccups along the way with 
getting bowel cancer almost 10 
years ago (caught it early luckily, so 
fully recovered), and a pace maker 
3 years ago. As I’m now bionic, Jan 
and I are looking forward to our 
next 10, 20, …..years of our journey 
together.

GRAHAM
SMITH
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MIKE
SMITH

50 years of memories in a few 
lines since Graduation from RMC 
in December 1971. Now that’s 
tougher than either the 9 miler or 
the obstacle course, or doing a 
tactical midnight march through 
the jungle at Canungra in first class, 
or standing naked to attention in a 
shower session in winter answering 
‘character building’ questions by 2nd 
class!

But in summary, what a fantastic 50 
years since Grad it has been, with 
lots of learning and no regrets! And I 
feel so blessed to have been part of 
the class of 68-71, including all our 
early departures and late arrivals 
and to have known and been part of 
such a great band of blokes (sadly, 
we had no girls back in our day, 
which would definitely have made 
shower and evening toc sessions 
more enlightening).

A few brief highlights that I can 
recall: 

• An amazing 34 years of soldiering 
without combat or any major 
medical mishaps or PTSD (that 
I am aware of). I enjoyed almost 

all of it, learnt heaps, travelled 
to places unexpected and met 
some extraordinary people. I 
loved all my command jobs 
from platoon to brigade and 
experienced life-changing 
moments in PNG, Kashmir, 
Cambodia and East Timor. 
Scaling the cliffs from the ANZAC 
Cove towards Lone Pine with 
John Henry Coates as CGS was 
another indelible memory; as 
was sailing on the US Blue Ridge 
on military exercises only to 
realise just how (foolishly) reliant 
upon the US we had become. 
Sadly, we seem to have learnt 
little from our blind allegiances in 
WW1, WW2 and Vietnam, only to 
be repeated in Afghanistan and 
Iraq/Syria, and probably next 
against China which, if it comes 
to pass as seems likely, will be 
our greatest folly of all. 

• Post-Army since 2002, a rich 
time of learning and meeting 
some extraordinary people. 
Expanding the mind! Only one 
simple rule: leave your Army 
comfort zone and don’t keep 
doing what you have done for 34 
years, or associating only with 
those whom you already know – 
stretch, learn, renew. Not much 
money earned but so rewarding 
– development projects in really 
poor countries run by really 
wonderful local people; founding 
the Civil-Military Centre which 
achieved heaps before being 
sidelined by a new government; 
civil service in the United Nations 
in Nepal, Libya, Myanmar and 
Yemen; and constant association 
with academia particularly at the 
ANU and Griffith University. 

• Over the last few years a time 
to give back in semi-retirement 
– former National President of 
the United Nations Association 
of Australia, current Chair of the 
Gallipoli Scholarship Fund and 
now a Non-Executive Director of 
the Institute for Economics and 
Peace. Still working part-time to 
support my interests.

And through almost all of this, since 
our meeting in December 1972 and 
our marriage in May 1975, I have 
been supported by the remarkable 
Margaret. She continues to 
amaze me as wife, mother and 
grandmother - so I agreed to her 
recent double knee reconstruction 
so that she can continue to defeat 
me on the golf course and look 
after me in my old age. We are 
blessed with three wonderful sons, 
two beautiful daughters-in-law, and 
four special grandchildren. 

A man can be so lucky! And 
hopefully even more good news 
to come – I just don’t know what it 
is yet – before humanity destroys 
its planet through greed and 
inequality and goes to war with 
China. What is our National Security 
Strategy?
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STEWART
SNELL
Stewart entered RMC when he 
was 16. At the age of 15 he had 
committed himself to a career 
in the army. To Stew, it seemed 
like a natural progression from 
school cadets at which he had 
excelled, and would provide further 
education and a secure job with a 
defined career structure.

Stewart did not graduate with the 
class of 1971. As it turned out, he 
decided a military career was not 
for him. Although his time at RMC 
enriched his life, Stew resigned 
on 13 November 1971 before 
graduation in December. Permission 
to leave RMC was finally granted 
by the then Minister for Army, 
Andrew Peacock, requiring him 
to personally pay back his bond 
(which Stew later estimates was the 
equivalent of 6 months wages). He 
did this in instalments. Stew credits 
the army with, “allowing him to grow 
up on someone else’s time”. He had 
decided he wanted to be able to 
determine his own life and career 
trajectory.

Stew was able to find immediate 
work. He applied to the CSIRO and 
entered their graduate programme 
in Canberra. He was given time to 
attend lectures and finished his 
science degree part-time at ANU 
studying computer science and 
applied mathematics. Stew went 
on to work in leadership roles at 
both of the Divisions of Computing 
Research and Entomology, CSIRO.

While at RMC Stew met Kathy and 
became engaged in 1971. They went 
on to marry in 1972. So beginning a 
marriage – a partnership – that saw 
them inseparable for 50 years. Side 
by side they created a life and a 
family … always together.
In 1978 the family returned to 

Perth, Western Australia. Stew 
was recruited to work at the State 
Energy Commission of WA in a 
leading role in strategic planning. 

Several years later he joined QPSX, 
a company formed between 
Telstra and the University of 
WA to commercialize research 
projects. Initially Stew was in 
Business Development but he 
later went on to become the Head 
of Research and Development. 
Stew’s engineering team built and 
installed the first Metropolitan Area 
Network. The MAN can be thought 
of as the forefather of today’s 
internet. QPSX’s first generation 
equipment went on to be installed 
throughout Europe and the USA, 
under license to Siemens and 
Alcatel. The group moved on from 
QPSX to Jtec and then Ericsson 
with Stew being instrumental in 
each of the deals being done.

When the tech bubble burst in the 
early 2000s, Stew and 5 colleagues 
formed their own company ATAMO 
(And Then A Miracle Occurred) with 
Stew as CEO. Stew’s ATAMO years 
saw him recognized as a main stay 
of the innovation industry, giving 
advice and guidance for business 
development, funding ideas, 
marketing, or solving a particular 
engineering problem.

Stewart died in October 2019 
after a brief battle with pancreatic 
cancer. He had not retired.

VALE STU.
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Despite suggesting otherwise in the bio notes he sent 
to the editor, Mark graduated from RMC in December 
1971 following his interaction with the ACT Police. 
September 1972 saw Mark deployed to South Vietnam as 
Administrative Officer at 2 NZATTV. After returning safely 
to New Zealand in July 1975 he was appointed ADC to 
the Governor General of New Zealand. 

Mark enjoyed this role so much that he resigned his 
commission in August 1976 in order for him to pursue a 
career in commerce, initially working with the Fletcher 
Timber Company in a sales role. In 1979 he married Jan, 
subsequently fathering Douglas, Natalie and Thomas. 
Over the period 1981 to 1996, he worked for Carter Holt 
Harvey Ltd in various sales and general management 
roles.

From 1997 to 2004 Mark was the New Zealand General 
Manager for Viscount Plastics, a company that was 
based out of Melbourne. Feeling confident in his various 
commercial roles, Mark then managed his own company, 
Spyder Displays in Auckland from 2004 to 2012. Sadly in 
2009 Mark and Jan separated and were later divorced.

His love of golf and management then took Mark in 2012 
to him becoming the General Manager of The Grange 
Golf Club in Auckland, followed in 2014 to him marrying 
again, this time to Jann, in the romantic and historical 
setting of Gretna Green in Scotland. Continuing the 

MARK
STUART

golf and management theme, Mark in 2015 then 
became the General Manager of the Muriwai 
Golf Club in Auckland, a position he held until his 
retirement in March 2017.

Not content to enjoy the good life, Mark changed 
careers once again to become an Uber driver and 
successfully undertaking 11,000 fares since then.

Mark likes spending as much time as possible on 
the Gold Coast visiting his step daughter Monique, 
her partner Matt, and their two bonny sons Easton 
and Eden aged 6 and 1 (yes we haven’t seen 
Eden yet). He says that he would live on the Gold 
Coast tomorrow if circumstances permitted love 
the country except for Palaszczuk. Fortunately 
COVID is keeping him away from us and political 
controversy.

Mark believes his pinnacle points since graduation 
were becoming a father and finding a second life 
after a broken first marriage. He believes that being 
an Uber driver is his best job ever possibly because 
he loves travelling. Mark believes that the lowest 
points in his life was his broken marriage and the 
sudden death of his best mate Crunk – a loss felt 
by all of us.
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I graduated into RAAC and had 
an auspicious YO’s course by 
significantly smashing up my 
right hand and wrist as a result of 
not getting out of the way of the 
recoiling Centurion gun. However, 
due to good treatment, good luck 
and good physio everything came 
back to a new-normal within a 
few years. The most memorable 
aspect of the accident was that it 
happened at around 10.00am and 
the ambulance (plus medics) had 
left the firing line to go for their 
morning brew. Fortunately, the CO 
provided his car and driver to take 
me to hospital! I am also known 
for being cradled in the lap of 
one of the RAAC WO2 instructors 
on the engine deck of the tank, 
telling him in no uncertain terms 
how much it hurt.

RAAC roles were at 1 Armoured 
Regt, a stint wi th Army 
Recruiting, Instructor Armour 
at OCS and then 2 Cav Regt - 
with Doug Formby as CO, who 
was a pleasure to serve with. 
Regrettably, at this time I lost 
my military mojo and felt more 
interesting opportunities lay 
beyond Army. Having resigned 
in March 1979 to follow a career 
in corporate life, the other most 
memorable aspect of my military 
career was receiving most 
unexpectedly (as I had not served 
even 1 day in the ARes) a glorious 
certificate in 2008 acknowledging 
my 40 years “of loyal and 
dedicated service”. It takes pride 
of place on my desk!

Post military I had an interesting 
and rewarding corporate life 
leading various organisations 
including the Motor Traders 
Association, the Real Estate 

Institute, the NSW Chamber of 
Commerce and the insurance 
company LawCover, all of these 
being in Sydney. As well, I spent 
time again in Canberra as a Chief 
of Staff to one of John Howard’s 
ministers in his first government. 
This followed on from 9 months 
of sailing up the east coast in our 
42’ yacht. After LawCover I did a 
stint as GM Corporate Affairs at 
Sydney Airport before taking up 
the role of CEO of an east coast 
law firm. During this time, four 
colleagues and I established the 
insurance company RealCover. 
This company was later acquired 
by QBE. I retired from corporate 
life in 2012.

My two children (Kirstin, 48 and 
Duncan, 46) have both had 
their own successful careers 
and families. It’s a worry when 
your grandchildren have their 
21st birthday! Sadly, Irene 
and I divorced in 1999 and I 
subsequently married Lori. 
We live in Manly and travelled 
widely prior to Covid, including 
Antarctica. Travel is now around 
Australia in the proverbial 
Landcruiser. Lori is US born, so 
we have lots of US family and 
friends we are anxious to get 
back and see again as soon as 
normal life resumes.

2015 was significant as right on 
the average of 65 years I had 
a radical prostatectomy and 
radiation. Since then no problems 
and PSA remains “undetectable”. 

Along with twice weekly kayaking 
on the Harbour, some surfing, my 
new interest/hobby is welding – I 
share a workshop in Brookvale 
and mess about making art and 
much useless “stuff”.

DAVID
TAYLOR
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I could start this in a formal sense with a military 
photograph but I have always preferred the casual 
approach. However, what could be casually, more 
formal than a cadet dressed in the mandatory David 
Jones Harris Tweed and tie being farewelled on the 
overnight sleeper train from Adelaide to Canberra via 
Melbourne. They were the days! Farewells seemed to 
be a very regular feature of my early adult life.

As a frustrated field soldier sent to RAEME (mainly 
because of my electrical engineering degree), I did 
manage a fair amount of time in field units including 
nearly 3 years as an SAS (not RAEME) officer followed 
later by a posting to the Parachute Training School 
as the Trials Officer. A rewarding posting to 2/3 Field 
Regiment RAE was my luck where the CO, for whom 
I had a lot of respect, would continually goad me by 
saying in difficult circumstances, “you’re SAS, you can 
handle it”.

Whilst my career was generally unremarkable, I did a 
wide variety of things including basic and advanced 
engineering in Defence and Army HQ and a number 
of training diversions to foreign lands teaching survival 
and mountaineering skills to ADF personnel.
By the time 2000 came around with pension 
calculations and sufficient asset management, I had 
had enough of the politicking in higher level HQ’s and 
decided to retire gracefully and permanently from 
the workforce, concentrating on doing a variety of 
community work and regular travel. I also bought a 
10Ha property SE of Albury where I have lived for the 
past 20 years.

I am still in reasonable health and fitness, not helped 
by the number of serious crash landings in my 
parachuting career that cause recurring problems. A 
lot of cycling both road and mountain bike and long 
distance walking keep me mobile. I am a keen snow 
skier both downhill and cross-country and spend a fair 
amount of my time in Europe.

I am interested in the human effects of British social 
and military history around the period 1890 to 1930 
and am a keen book reader. I am also very keen on 
classical music and European opera/operetta and 
used the COVID lockdown period to sort out my 
favourite recordings which I have in high-quality MP3 
format for any classmates interested.

JOHN 
TREVIVIAN
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RUSSELL
TURNHAM

In 1968 I arrived at RMC confident that 
a challenging and rewarding Army 
career lay ahead, confidence even 
Point Hut couldn’t shake! I loved the 
camaraderie, the pomp, the Rugby 
and adrenalin of flat out over the 
obstacle course. By year-end the 
insights 4th Class provided led me 
to conclude my ambitions and plans 
might require course correction. As 
it turned out, in hindsight several 
course corrections!

Leaving Duntroon, I graduated 
Macquarie University, worked at 
Qantas, and subsequently Leyland 
Motor Corporation. LMC was 
undergoing a transformation from 
manufacturer to prestige vehicle 
importer, and circumstances led me 
to marketing. Initially attracted by 
the glamour, what 25 year old male 
wouldn’t, I soon discovered not only 
was marketing challenging I also 
had a flair for it. This culminated in 
my appointment in 1979 as National 
Marketing Manager for a now 
transformed business called JRA. 
This period also saw the start of an 
on and off involvement in the Army’s 
Perentie contract. A 1985 sabbatical, 
still pursuing the elusive glamour, saw 
a move to JRA’s advertising agency 
as Group Account Director. Two years 
working on Uncle Toby’s Muesli Bars 
and the Campaign Against Drug 
Abuse finally cured any delusions 

of glamour and in 1987,after a JRA 
restructure, I moved back to establish 
Land Rover Australia - though politics 
intervened and the restructure didn’t 
materialize quite as hoped!
Now more focussed, in 1989 I was 
appointed Vice President Marketing 
for what became Land Rover North 
America. Who can resist a job with 
President in the title? Then a fledgling 
operation, I loved living and working 
in the States, spending the next four 
years travelling the country and 
laying the groundwork for US sales 
growth. Apparently I also devoted 
energy telling UK Head Office how 
to run their business? Consequently 
1992 found me in the UK as 
Marketing Operations Director, Rover 
Group, responsible for Land Rover 
marketing in the UK, North America, 
Europe and Asia. An ‘outsider’ with 
an unconventional approach to 
marketing I thoroughly enjoyed the 
challenges and opportunities this 
role brought, resulting in another 
exciting four years which included 
development and launch of the all 
new Range Rover around the world.

In 1996, years of constant travel and 
the UK weather led to a return to 
warmer climes, a role as Marketing 
Director Volvo Australia and a 
challenge to change ‘Boxy but Safe’ 
to “Sexy and Exciting”. Ford’s purchase 
of Volvo in 2000 saw their focus 

switch to ‘shifting metal’ and my focus 
switch to corporate consulting. A 
number of years followed consulting 
to automotive companies and their 
agencies including Volkswagen, 
Toyota and Peugeot, and two 
frustrating years advising the NSW 
government on launching their 
purpose built CrashLab facility in 
Sydney.

How did my journey finally end up 
here? More by chance than plan, 
but along the way more than met 
expectations and has had its rewards. 
I met my beautiful wife Jennifer, 
whom I proposed to in Moscow, 
tied the knot whilst living in the US, 
spent our first anniversary in Ecuador, 
second in Paris, third in Amsterdam. 
I also have four amazing children 
including identical twin girls, two 
horses, two cats and a dog named 
Harley. I can’t claim life is more 
relaxed married to a wife with a busy 
successful career, who is an amazing 
pianist, competitive backgammon 
opponent, and has a passion for chilli 
in everything we eat! But together 
we’ve made and shared many happy 
memories and experiences, including 
a holiday in 2019 with two friends 
sailing alone through the wilderness 
of Alaska’s Inner Passage, proving life 
still has more adventures to offer.
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GERRY
WARNER

Together with six Old Mates, I 
graduated to the RAA, my corps 
preference. After attendance on the 
field artillery young officers’ course 
at North Head, to my surprise I 
headed to Woodside SA to start 
my regimental career as an Air 
Defender. I separated from the 
Army as a brigadier in April 2003 
after service of more than 36 years.

My postings included command at 
troop, battery, regiment and brigade 
level, appointments as Aide-de-
Camp and later Military Secretary 
and Comptroller to the Governor-
General, UN peacekeeping on 
the Golan Heights and in South 
Lebanon in 1978-1979 and staff 
jobs in Canberra and Sydney. In 
late 1980, I shared an attachment 
to a British regiment in Germany 
with John Cochrane before 
we served together as missile 
battery commanders in 16 Air 
Defence Regiment. This service 
was enhanced by our mutual 
appreciation of single malt scotch 
and fine claret. Australian Army 
Command and Staff College at 
Queenscliff followed, and I later 
attended the US Army War College 
in Pennsylvania in 1993-1994.

I was the senior Defence 
representative in WA 1996-1997, 
and my final posting was Chief of 
Staff Land Headquarters in Sydney. 
This four year stint coincided with a 
great increase in operational tempo 
and the Sydney Olympics, and 
provided extensive travel to some 
complex and interesting locations.

Most importantly, I married Gerri 
in December 1977 in my last days 
as an ADC. We were married by 
the late Father John Hoare at RMC, 
and then enjoyed a reception at 
Government House, that party 
being Sir John Kerr’s last as 
Governor-General.

After leaving the Army and settling 
in Perth, I was appointed to an 
independent inquiry investigating 
a power supply crisis in WA in early 
2004. My next role for more than 
seven years was as CEO of a Not-for 
Profit which owned and operated 
a significant portfolio of retirement 
villages and residential aged care 
facilities. During this period I was 
one of the three trustees of the WA 
ANZAC Day Trust which distributes 
funds to ex-service organisations.

Honorary service as RAA 
Colonel Commandant WA 
and Representative Colonel 
Commandant during the period 
2010-2019 provided the opportunity 
for contact with the Gunner family 
and the soldiers of the ‘Army after 
ours’.

 At the time of writing, I remain 
gainfully employed as a member of 
the Administrative Appeals Tribunal 
and the WA Mental Health Tribunal, 
and as a Deputy Chair of the WA 
Prisoners Review Board. I am a 
dedicated early morning walker 
and a keen but inelegant swimmer. 
I continue to develop competence 
in the kitchen, and despite Gerri’s 
despairing encouragement to 
abandon them, the Fremantle 
Dockers provide me with the 
highs and lows familiar to all their 
supporters. Post Army, Gerri and I 
have enjoyed some wonderful trips 
to Europe, and in the prevailing 
Covid-19 circumstances we have 
travelled to several WA regional 
locations for short but equally 
enjoyable holidays.



OLD MATES GAZETTE  73

RICHARD
WEBER

Current Situation: Live in Lane 
Cove. Self employed - still 
working as a design engineer 
generally seven days a week.

Recent History: I left the military 
in 1989, and moved to Buchans 
Point, north of Cairns, on land I 
bought in 1974 whilst posted to 
Townsville. I worked as a design 
engineer in Cairns for a year or 
so, then work took me to Sydney 
where I’ve lived in Lane Cove for 
the last 31 years. 

I worked for a couple of 
commercial consultants in 
Sydney before turning self 
employed in 2005. I worked 
on a range of good design 
projects in the Sydney area, 
whilst moonlighting on a part-
time basis as a senior lecturer at 
Sydney University in engineering 
design and construction.

The part time job became the 
thing that I devoted most of my 
time to over a 27 year period 
and the thing that gave me most 
job satisfaction until I stopped in 
2019 to attend to some health 
issues.

Military Career: Various 
Australian postings to 
Construction Engineer Units 

in Townsville and Sydney. A 
posting to Russell Offices, various 
overseas periods in UK, US 
and Germany. Resigned after 
a posting as CO/CI School of 
Military Engineering
 
Family: One Kelpie (rescue), one 
Grand-daughter, two children, 
son Ben – doctor in Sydney (job 
includes being one of several 
Swans AFL doctors) and scratch 
golfer. Daughter Katarina – 
founded a Sports Aerobics 
School in Sydney – now full time 
mum and one wife. My mother 
turned 100 in 2019 and died not 
long after.

Physical Health: Total Hip 
replacement in 2018, spinal 
surgery twice in 2019 and I now 
walk 10,000 steps per day and 
kick a football to best friend 
Kelpie.

Education: During the military 
years, I did extra degrees in 
Engineering Science at UNSW 
and Management Science with 
US Navy and did 1.5 years with 
German Army and at the German 
Military Academy in Hamburg.

Hobbies: Work, beekeeping – 
has been in my family for several 
generations. I’ve had hives in 
Lane Cove and other parts of 
Sydney Basin for 30 years. I had a 
share in a cattle farm at Oberon 
for a few years. 

Reflections on RMC and time in 
Military: Probably would not do it 
all again. A peace time army has 
the frustration of having to create 
work with limited resources. I 
read somewhere a few years ago 
that a retired officer reflected on 
the fact that the hate he felt in 
4th class, from senior cadets, was 
worse than the hate he felt from 

an enemy in war. I would like to 
track down a 1st class section 
leader in 1967 with loaded rifle. 

Living in Ack and Beer blocks 
in Kapyong Coy – for 5 years, 
I saved about 2000 km (400 
hours) of walking to Mess, 0800 
Parade, Defaulters, Classes etc, 
compared with Anzac Hall and 
Top Block residents.

Likes: Kelpies, red wine, Ross 
Eastgate’s prolific writing and 
his sense of humour. His own 
Facebook site and ‘his’ I YLI 
Facebook site are about the 
only 2 Facebook sites I look at. f 
hope he never stops. Jim Molan’s 
politics 

Personal faults: Putting things off 
(getting around to it)

Dislikes: Wokeness, left wing 
politics and commercially and 
politically driven alarmism, eg. 
Y2K bug, Australia having to take 
the blame for the natural cycles 
in global climate.  
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Rob left RMC on 7 January 1969. 
Rob sadly died on 2 July 2021 at 
his home in Neutral Bay leaving 
his wife Kerrie, children Matthew, 
Nicholas and Natalie to mourn his 
loss. 

Rob retired from being Adjunct 
Professor at the Universal Business 
School Sydney after more than 
45 years in business, Not for 
Profit organisations and Higher 
Education. His most recent role 
was directing the Alumni operation 
at Western Sydney University 
where he developed and 
implemented a major local and 
international change management 
plan to revitalise and communicate 
with Alumni, students, academic 
staff, donors, sponsors and 
other stakeholders of WSU. Rob 
previously held a number of 
senior professional roles at UNSW, 
including Director of the National 
Centre for Language Training, as 
COO of Educational Assessment 
Australia and as an international 
project manager for UNSW Global. 

ROBERT
WENDON

Rob was appointed Executive 
Director of the Civic Reform 
Association to reconstitute the 
organisation and set up a financially 
viable secretariat in the CBD and to 
attract funding to the organisation. 
Rob was elected to Mosman Council 
in 1983 and as well as serving as 
Deputy Mayor, undertook many 
Chair and governance roles within 
the Council and the local community 
until he left the Council in 1987. In 
other service roles, Rob had been a 
Director of the UTS Alumni Board, 
a Director of Mosman and District 
Hospital, a member of Sydney 
Rotary and a JRU team manager. His 
qualifications were in international 
business, communications 
management, marketing, teaching 
and assessment.

His death notice advised that “Rob 
was loved and respected by all who 
knew him. He lived life with humour, 
humility and generosity and will be 
dearly missed.” 
 

VALE ROB.
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• Student and then a member of the Directing Staff at 
the Joint Services Staff College, Headquarters ADF.

• SO1 (Long Term Capability Planning), Capability 
Division, Headquarters ADF.

After my discharge, I concentrated my efforts into: 
 
• Assisting Anne in her real estate business (Anne 

Williams Real Estate) which she had opened in 
1997; and

• Managing our family’s stud and commercial cattle 
business. While we ceased breeding stud cattle in 
2019, we continue to breed and trade commercial 
cattle at our Murrumbateman and Bowning (near 
Yass) properties.

I met Anne in late 1972 in Brisbane and we were 
married in 1975. Our son Ashur was born in 1986. Anne 
and I still live at Murrumbateman and Ashur, an IT 
Systems Engineer, lives in Canberra with his partner, 
soon to be wife, Chloe. Life has had its moments, but 
overall, it has been pretty good.

GLYN
WILLIAMS

Following graduation and allocation into the 
infantry, I served another 28 years before 
resigning in January 2000. 

During that time, my postings were:

• Platoon Commander and Assistant Adjutant 
8RAR and 8/9 RAR.

• ADC to the Commander 1st Division.
• Senior Instructor Infantry at the PNGDF 

Training Depot, Goldie River, PNG
• SO3 (Equipment) at the Directorate of Infantry, 

Army HQ.
• Company Commander 8/9 RAR, including 

a three month tour as OC Rifle Company 
Butterworth.

• Company Commander (Alamein), Corps of 
Staff Cadets.

• Student Army Command and Staff College, 
Fort Queenscliff.

• SO2 (Army Plans), Joint Exercise Planning Staff 
for Exercise Kangaroo 86, Headquarters ADF.

• SO1 (Overseas Allowances and Allowances 
in the Nature of Pay), Directorate of Service 
Conditions-Army, Army HQ.
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M.I.A
Despite great efforts by Vic assisted by others, a number of our 
mates could not be located. True to the spirit of “leaving no-one 

behind", we have included their names below.
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ROGER
BAKER
Roger departed RMC on 11 
December 1969.

DAVID
BENGE
We’ve been unable to track 
Dave down but we know that 
his major admission to Peter 
Frith occurred in the 1990s.

ANDREW
BEVAN
Andy left the class on 15 
March 1970 and later in 
December 1970 graduated 
from OCS into RA Inf.1990s.

JAMES
BURGESS
James left RMC on 22 May 
1968.

IAN
CAMERON
Ian departed RMC on 28 
August 1968.

GREG
CARTAN
Greg left the class and RMC on 11 
December 1969. He became a well 
respected academic and has published 
widely on leadership and management.

GLEN
DOWER
Glen left the class on 7 January 
1969. He chose not to contribute 
citing ongoing medical issues and 
his belief that this was about those 
who went the distance.

ROGER
ELSTON
We understand that Roger 
passed away in the 1990s.

ROD
GINNIFF
Rod left RMC on 23 February 
1968.

During the development of this 
magazine, Mike Hetherington 
began working as an investigator 
coming up with a photo of 
Rod taken in Taranto, Italy in 
September 2019. 

MIA
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Bob graduated in December 1972 after 
five years in Clink. He became a senior civil 
servant in NZ. 

RAY
GREEN
Ray after graduating into 
RAASC and attending Bob 
Bradford’s wedding in July 
1972, disappeared into the 
ether and remains MIA.

GREG
HANSON
Greg stayed with us until 16 
November 1970.

ALAN
HILL
Alan stayed in the class until 
10 June 1970.

JOHN
HUNTER
John worked in the logistics 
arena in Defence for a number 
of years but has not been 
seen since.

NEIL
HUNTER
Neil thought better of staying in the class 
and departed the College in December 
1970. Contact sin ce then has been sparse.

Pending firm contact with Neil, Mike 
Hetherington supplied this photo of Neil. 
It was apparently taken in 1998 when Neil 
“competed in the solo around the world 
sailing competition, Around Alone. 

BOB
BYWATER-LUTMAN

MIA
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GEOFF
MCPHERSON
After five years of study, Geoff 
graduated in 1972. 

CHIPS
NICHOLSON
Chips swam away from the 
College on 7 January 1969

ADRIAN
NISBETT
After resigning from RMC 
and leaving the class on 
16 December 1968 Adrian 
became a secondary school 
teacher at Knox Grammar 
College in Sydney for 
approximately 30 years.

Adrian apparently now lives in 
Durban, South Africa.

STEVE
PERRETT
Steve lasted the distance 
at RMC until 23 November 
1970. 

JOHN
REID
John left on 9 December 
1970 to attend OCS. 
In December 1971 He 
graduated from OCS into 
RAEME.

RICHARD
ROLFE
Richard left RMC on 15 March 
1968.

MIA
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BILL
ROSS
Bill graduated in December 
1972.

MICHAEL
SIMONS
Michael left RMC on 8 
November 1968.

STEVE
TROTTER

Steve decided to leave RMC 
on 9 November 1970. 

His image could not be 
located.

CHRIS
VAUTIN
Chris left the College on 8 
November 1968.

MIA
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CRUNK
A number of mates have passed away since January 
1968 namely Buck, Stan, Noddy, Larry Park, Mick 
Roseblade, Tony Rumball, Stu Snell and Rob Wendon: 
but one particularly poignant death struck home 
during the development of this journal. It was 20 years 
on 26 November 2021 since Daryl Crunkhorn suffered a 
heart attack and died leaving Lynne and his three boys 
to mourn his loss.

Daryl was always an active man appreciated not only 
by his family but also his class mates who remember 
him fondly. Bob and Rhonda Bradford well remember 
regularly partying with Daryl and Lynne in Townsville, 
Brisbane, Melbourne and Canberra – we are certain 
many others have similar fond memories.
In remembrance of Daryl, Lynne and her family 
gathered at his gravesite to pay their respects to Daryl, 
Dad, Granddad and a potential zombie. Lynne sent 
an email on the event to a number of OM and gave 
permission to include it in this body of work.

"Dear Old Mates,

On Sunday (28 November), the Crunkhorn family 
visited the cemetery where Daryl lies. Photo attached 
minus nurse Melleah who was on duty. He is still there. 
Freddie aged five wanted to know if Granddad Daryl 
is a zombie and if he would come out and frighten 
people. He was so disappointed in Granddad’s inability 
to perform this task. Lily aged three was similarly upset 
to not see Granddad as she was promised we were 
going to ‘see’ him. 

We adjourned to my house and the BBQ was cranked 
under the combined efforts of our three sons, albeit the 
discussion and preparation of spices and other BBQ 
essential facts took far longer than the cooking. To stall 
the hungry children they decorated my Christmas tree 
with as much gusto, orders and chaos as six under 
tens could muster, well pleased with their work. Oliver, 
11 months, was banned due to eating the decorations. 
My Christmas tree looks as if it was decorated by a 
bunch of stoned elves, perfectly lovely.
After lunch the children took to the water slide, the 
adults drank port, loosely supervised the kids, and 
listened to Daryl’s favourite music as the boys parodied 
excerpts from the film. Zulu.

Hopefully he is somewhere laughing his head off. 
[There you go Freddie, will that do].

Thanks guys. It is good to have you in our lives."

Lynne

CHRIS
VAUTIN
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