
From 1.45pm to 3.50pm, Thursday 28th 
September, our Museum is hosting a 
group of about 30 from the History 
Teachers Association of Australia(HTAA) 
National History Conference 2017 being 
held in Brisbane 27-28 September 2017. 
PNGAA’s Karen McPherson from 
Canberra is presenting a workshop about 
Exploring Australia’s Connection with 
Rabaul 1919-1945 which a visit to our 
Musuem is part. PNGAA, through its 
Rabaul & Montevideo Maru Group, is 
sponsoring the workshop including the 
hire of the bus to bring the group to the 
Museum. We will provide guides for the 
group during their visit, a wonderful 
opportunity to educate these influential 
teachers and increase NGVR & PNGVR’s 
exposure. 

 
Phil Ainsworth, 20 July 2017 

 
 

Since the publication of HTT 104, much has 
happened. The highlight of the period was 
the Association’s successful 75th Anniversary 
Rabaul and Montevideo Maru (R & MVM) 
Memorial Service at the Brisbane Cenotaph 
on 1st July, while the downside was to hear of 
our Museum Curator, John Holland’s 
ongoing health issues. John had a back 
operation on 26th April and then, several 
weeks later, was diagnosed with pancreatic 
cancer. John with the help of Jessica is 
approaching his treatment positively and 
maintaining his interest in the Museum. We 
are fortunate to have a strong committee and 
back up for every activity, with Colin Gould 
and Paul Brown stepping in to maintain the 
Museum whilst John is indisposed. We wish 
John the very best and thank Colin and Paul 
for filling the breach.  
 
Over 70 people were in attendance to hear 
our Patron, Major General John Pearn 
present an outstanding keynote talk at our 
75th Anniversary R & MVM Commemorative 
Service in the Hall of Memories at the 
Brisbane Cenotaph. Representatives of 
Government and kindred organisations such 
as the NSAAQ, as well as military cadets 
from Beaudesert were present. It is satisfying 
to see the more varied and increasing 
attendance at this annual Service. The 
service was followed by a delightful morning 
tea provided by the Association at the nearby 
Adina Apartments Hotel. Once again I thank 
Paul Brown and Colin Gould for the excellent 
arrangements which helped to make this 
important event a success. 
 
The Association was well represented at the 
Rabaul 75th Anniversary R & MVM Service 
on 22nd June with the attendance of Ian 
Sayers, Gerry Mc Grade and Phil Ainsworth. 
The Association was also well represented in 
Canberra at the 1st July, 75th Anniversary R 
& MVM Service, the AWM Last Post 
Ceremony and Commemorative dinner by 

D on  H oo k , 
Ross Johnson, 
Ian Sayers and 
Phil Ainsworth. 
The reports and 
photos for these 
m a y  b e 
reviewed on the 
relevant face 
book pages. 
 
Our next big 
activity is the 
talk by Philip 
Se l th  OAM 

about the WW2 Coastwatchers, particularly 

John Murphy in New Britain and Paul Mason 
and Jack Read in Bougainville. Philip was 
formerly the CEO of the Bar Association of 
NSW. He was contributing to the Australian 
Bibliography and discovered the Coast 
watcher story when researching for an entry 
for the Barrister who represented John 
Murphy at this treason trial. This event will 
be held in Everyman’s hut, Wacol at 
10:30am, Saturday 9th September followed 
by refreshments. The event is being co - 
hosted with NSAAQ and PNGAA. No charge 
will be made for either entry, the address, 
morning tea or parking. The speaker, Philip 
welcomes queries, so read up and come 
along with your challenging questions about 
Murphy and others. Please view the 
attached flyer and return your RSVP early as 
this opportunity is also being offered to many 
of our kindred organisations and 
community generally. Our Military 
Museum will be also open. 
 
Sunday 30th July is shaping up to 
be a busy day: our fund raiser, all 
day, Bunnings Sausage Sizzle at 
Oxley (volunteers wanted, please 
contact Colin Gould), the Light 
Horse Shoot at Fassifern Valley 
Ri f le Range (contact Phi l 
Ainsworth) with Ian Thompson and 
Jes Hansford already taking up the 
challenge and a Serbian Orthodox Church 
Community event with Paul Brown 
representing the Association.  
 
During August representatives from our 
Association will be attending the Kokoda 
Day Services at the Gold Coast on Tuesday 
8th August (Bob Collins) and at the 
Sherwood RSL on Sunday 13th August (Mike 
Griffin on 0409 643 845). For those that may 
be interested, there is a PIR luncheon at the 
Gold Coast on Monday 7th August (Phil 
Ainsworth). On Sunday 20th August the 
Kennedy Regiment has invited our members 
to attend its commemorative service in 
Townsville (Phil Ainsworth). At 10am on 
Saturday 26th August, there is a Milne Bay 
Battle 75th Anniversary Commemorative 
Service at Chermside, Brisbane (Phil 
Ainsworth). If you wish to attend any of 
these events please contact the names 
shown for details, if not beside their names, 
phone numbers and email addresses are 
shown on the rear page under office 
bearers.  
 
On Wednesday 6th September a Battle for 
Australia Commemorative Service will be 
conducted at the Light Horse Research 
Centre, Kittyhawk Drive, Chermside (Phil 
Ainsworth).  
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ROBERT GREGORY DAVIES 
860410 

 
I was born at Cremorne in Sydney, N.S.W. on 29th March, 1940. 
My father was William Thomas Davies, a Bank Manager with 
the Commercial Bank and my mother was Josephine Brown. I 

had two siblings, an older brother, John 
William, and a younger sister, Anne Maria. 
 
I attended primary school at St Mary’s 
Church, North Sydney, which was then run 
by the nuns, and high school at St Aloysius 
College, Milsons Point, still run by the Jes-
uit brothers. I left high school one year 
after completing the intermediate, when my 
father passed away. 
 
On completion of high school I commenced 
work with the MLC Insurance Company 
and worked there until I turned 21. 
 

I move to Papua New Guinea 
 
After a few years I was looking for something different in life 
than continuing with an Insurance Company so, in 1961, I ap-
plied for a clerical position with the Administration in Papua New 
Guinea, but was turned down because I had only completed 
one year after the Intermediate at school and they wanted staff 
with the leaving certificate (year 12). 
 
However they offered me a position in a training course as a 
primary school teacher to be held in Rabaul and I accepted this. 
This was termed an ‘E’ course – a crash course in teaching 
primary school as, at the time, PNG was extremely short of 
teachers. Each course at the time consisted of between 60 – 80 
students and the course lasted 8 months. It was held at the 
Malaguna Technical College and we were accommodated there 
also. 
 
We went to PNG on a DC 4 chartered aircraft which left Sydney 
about 10pm on 7th May, 1961, and arrived in Port Moresby 
about 5.30am the next morning, after a short stop in Brisbane, 
where one of the students did not get back on to the aircraft – 
must have had second thoughts. In all there were 58 students 
on the aircraft and about 12 others we met up with in Rabaul 
who were working for church groups in PNG to make up the 
total student teacher training group for the 2nd ‘E’ course. After I 
disembarked from the aircraft I wondered for a while why my 
winter pin-striped suit was bothering me. We were then flown to 
Rabaul on a number of chartered DC 3s and taken to Malaguna 
where the 58 students were divided into 2 classes. 
 
At Malaguna the accommodation was adequate; we ate in the 
same mess as the local students, except we ate approx. an 
hour later than they did. One of the expatriate (expat) caterers 
in town who catered for one of Rabaul’s major clubs did the 
catering for the mess and our laundry was also carried out by 
them. I was less than impressed with our first meal when I was 
served a whole fish with its eyes looking directly at me, but 
overall the food was good. 
 
Overall the course was fairly intense with a big emphasis on 
teaching English as a second language. My social life was 
pretty restricted as I found that I had to spend a lot of time 
studying, unlike some of the other students who seemed to do 
things pretty easily, and I certainly didn’t party like some. 
 
My first posting 
 
My first posting was to Raval Boarding School in East New Brit-
ain in December, 1961. To get to Raval one went from Rabaul 
along the north coast road past Wongaramut Plantation, then 
head south towards the middle of New Britain. It’s students 
were all grade 6 and come from local schools which did not 

cater for grade 6. The school had no transport but the other expat 
teacher at the school, Bob Cochrane, would often go on the week-
ends down to Wongaramut Plantation and get a lift into and out of 
town. After his arrival back at the school students returning from 
weekend leave would pick up all the food and supplies which Bob 
had managed to drop on his walk back from Wongaramut Plantation 
on his merry way home. About once every 2 or 3 weeks the admini-
stration (admin) used to send out a Landrover and transport the 
teachers – all 3 of us – to town for the weekend. The road was a 
pumice road and subject to extreme dust in the dry season and ex-
treme mud in the wet. The trip took about 50 minutes and was a 
difficult one in the wet. 
 
Towards the end of 1963 I suffered from a leg ulcer and left Raval 
prior to the end of the school year. 
 
Various postings around Rabaul 
 
Matupit Primary is near the volcano of the same name, just past 
Rabaul airstrip. Here I taught grade 3 and was involved in ‘shift 
teaching’ where you teach two classes - one class in the morning 
and another in the afternoon. 
 
During 1964 I came down with hepatitis and the doctor said I should 
be moved to a cooler place, so the Department of Education (dept) 
wanted to transfer me to Boroko, a suburb of Port Moresby. I re-
turned to the doctor and he stopped the transfer so I was sent to 
Malabunga, out of Rabaul towards the Baining mountains to finish 
the year. 
 
I finished the year at Malabunga and in 1965 was transferred to Na-
vuneram Primary, near the old airstrip – about half an hour by car 
from Rabaul, but slightly elevated, and was there until 1968. Here I 
taught grade 3 in the early days but later mostly year 6. By this stage 
I had purchased a Volkswagen and could get around easily. 
 
Housing was a one bedroom cottage where water had to be pumped 
up to the house. I did not employ any servants and did all my own 
cooking and washing. 
 
I join the Papua New Guinea Volunteer Rifles (PNGVR) 
 
I joined the PNGVR on 27th August, 1964, whilst at Navuneram, and 
was allocated the number 860410. My motivation to join was proba-
bly that a lot of people in the Education Dept at the time were mem-
bers and spoke well of it. I enjoyed my time in the PNGVR, espe-
cially the weekends spent on bivouacs. Our training consisted of 
drill, weapons lessons, navigation in the bush etc. 
 
One thing I did not enjoy was the experience of having one of my 
civilian equals in the administration, but a Sergeant in the PNGVR 
coming up to me and nitpicking about dress etc. There were some 
fairly ambitious types in Rabaul who came into this category. 
 
Some of the names I recall well and fondly are Major Harry Green 
and Sgt Joe Fisk. I travelled into town for night parades and biv-
ouacs from Navuneram. 
 
One thing in particular I recall about the PNGVR, I had to iron my 
uniforms and the only iron I had at Navuneram was a kerosene iron 
which, from time to time, used to puff out little bits of black soot, so it 
was quite a job to prepare a uniform properly. 
 
I was never really ambitious for rank in the PNGVR but after a cou-
ple of years was promoted to Lance Corporal. 
 
On one bivouac we went out to the Duke of York Islands and the 
island we held the bivouac on would not have been much more than 
30cm above sea level. Another bivouac we went out to Nordup and 
our section had to overnight on a slight ridge. I recall waking up in 
the morning and one of the chaps who had been on guard was miss-
ing – but his rifle, a Self Loading Rifle (SLR) was still in his position. 
The enemy had come up during the night and taken him but left his 
rifle. Strangely enough there was more of a fuss made over the fact 
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that he had left his rifle than the fact that he had been taken. 
 
I attended two camps at Mt Ambra, one in 1964 and the next in 1965. 
 
The 1964 camp started out a disaster as someone decided that B Coy 
would march from the airstrip to the camp. Many of the soldiers were 
new recruits and, not only were we completely exhausted by the time 
we got into camp, but many of our soldiers had extremely bad blisters 
to the extent that the skin was coming off their feet. 
 
At the 1964 camp our Platoon was taken to the small arms rifle range 
and instructed in how to handle and fire flares. The big problem oc-
curred when someone sent up a flare which didn’t travel very far into 
the air and just dropped. It landed in thick kunai grass and the whole 
hill caught fire. I believe it wasn’t just the hill that burned, but a lot of 
the valley behind. On this camp I still recall the longest toilet I had 
ever seen without a cubicle. The OR’s toilet was bush screened from 
the outside but had no inside partitions and all one saw was toilet seat 
after toilet seat for perhaps 20 metres. 
 
On another occasion we carried out a clearing patrol one morning and 
one of the Tolai locals from Nordup carried out the whole patrol with 
his boots on the wrong feet. 
 
The 1966 camp was carried out at the Butibum River, out from Lae. 
This was an extremely wet camp as it rained every day for the 14 
days we were at camp. We trained in the rain and mud and often went 
to wash ourselves in the river which was extremely shallow and one 
had to sit down to get a decent wash. 
 
It was on this camp that a new hand grenade was introduced and we 
were all given two grenades to throw. Our Platoon was behind a hill 
waiting to receive our grenades and also receiving instructions on how 
to throw. The throwing bays were on the other side of the hill and con-
sisted of sandbags set up into an E shape where two throwers and 
their instructors moved into the bays and threw their grenades one 
after the other. However one of the soldiers who had thrown before 
me had pulled the pin on his grenade and then accidentally dropped it 
in the throwing bay. We were all in battle order and his instructor had 
to lift him bodily and throw him over the protecting sandbags. When 
the grenade exploded it ripped large chunks out of the sandbags and 
the remainder of us had to throw out of the damaged bay. 
 
At one stage during the 1966 camp we carried out a Company exer-
cise. Our Platoon went out and we had to take up a position on a 
ridge above the river where the enemy would come and attack us. We 
sat on this ridge for a day or so and nobody came so it was decided 
that we would go back to camp via a short cut down a ravine near us. 
We followed this ravine and came to a dead end and really were com-
pletely lost. Eventually we were found and guided out. I remembered 
this because, towards the end of the exercise I was carrying one of 
our Tolai soldier’s rifle and gear as he was completely exhausted. 
 
I left the PNGVR on my transfer to Sepik Province in December 1968. 
I still find it strange that nobody told me there was a PNGVR unit in 
Wewak. I had handed in my gear and was discharged prior to depart-
ing Rabaul. 
 
I still highly value the friendships I made during my time with the 
PNGVR and also the new friendships I developed since returning to 
Australia and becoming involved in PNGVR Association activities. 
 
Transfer to Wewak in the Sepik District 
 

In January 1969 I commenced at the 
Wewak A School. An A school in those 
days meant that it followed the Austra-
lian curriculum whereby a T school fol-
lowed the PNG curriculum. I taught 
grade 5 and had 12 students in the 
class – a mixture of expat and local 
children. 
 
The school was up on the hill at Wewak 

and I also lived on the hill beside the Wewak Club, near the 
Police Station. I shared a house with Paius Kerepea, a young 
up and coming Boungainvillian Police Sub Inspector, who may 
have risen to the top job in the Police Dept had he not been 
murdered later in Port Moresby – possibly a payback murder 
of some sort. 
 
In 1970 I was transferred to Mongniol Community School, the 
new name for Primary T schools around independence. Here I 
taught grade 6, all local students, and had up to 48 students in 
the class at various times. 
 
I also taught at Mandi Community school, just out of Wewak 
past Brandi High School. 
 
By this time what was called ‘generalist teaching’ had been 
introduced to year 7. This meant that one teacher would teach 
all subjects for 38 periods a week with other teachers doing 
the preparation. 
 
I was the Primary School representative on the Board of Gov-
ernors of Brandi School whilst in Wewak up until Independ-
ence. 
 
In 1976 I was offered a number of different positions within the 
Administration in a training role. Jobs with Elcom, Telecom etc 
were offered but not accepted by me. I chose instead to join 
the Secondary Division of Education and taught at Brandi High 
School. Because I had a lovely house in town overlooking the 
ocean I chose to drive out daily – I was probably into my 3rd or 
4th Volkswagen by then. 
 
Whilst at Wewak I became a Councillor in the But Wewak 
Local Government Council, representing Wewak Hill, Ward 38. 
I commenced campaigning for the seat but nobody else nomi-
nated, so when the elections came up I was elected unop-
posed. I thoroughly enjoyed being on the local Council and 
stayed there for 3 years. This took me almost to Independence 
but I could not stand again as only PNG citizens could be on 
local Councils after Independence. At the time there were 3 
expats on a Council of probably 25+. 
There were some funny incidents on Council – one of the 
Councilors was a Sepik who ran the ‘black bucket bri-
gade’ (the toilet contractor), and every time he got up to speak 
he would commence “Mi gat savvy long dispela samting” (I 
understand this matter very well). He would speak and then 
promptly fall asleep. 
 
I move to Manus 
 
In 1977 I was transferred to Manus High School at Lorengau 
on Manus Island, in the Admiralty Islands, north of the PNG 
mainland. Here I lived at the school and was in charge of so-
cial science and english. Originally I was only in charge of 
social science but when the english teacher left I was given 
that also. I taught grade 10 and thoroughly enjoyed both the 
school and Lorengau. 
 
Manus Islanders are great sailors but, not being a confident 
swimmer, I did not enjoy getting out on the water a lot. 
 
There was a great general store at Lorengau, Edgell and 
Whitely – they baked bread, sold meat and groceries, and was 
the only store in PNG I encountered where you could pur-
chase a kilo of minced meat with a pink spot in the centre the 
rest being grey caused by freezer burn. I would often purchase 
a loaf of fresh bread and a lump of cheese and with friends 
enjoy it and a beer at the Club on Friday afternoons. 
 
Manus Islanders, on their home ground, are a very proud and 
demanding people. They are very proud, intelligent people 
who have high expectations and do not enjoy doing anything 
menial. They do not particularly like mainlanders, especially 
the Sepiks who ‘carry the buckets’ –empty the toilets, but, 

PAGE 3 



because they do not like to do that themselves, they are stuck 
with the Sepiks. You get a bit from the students at school – at 
one stage I said to a student “Pick up those papers” and he 
answered “Why?” I could only reply “Because the room will look 
a lot better without them there”. That is one example of them not 
wanting to do anything that someone may think is lowering 
themselves. 
 
Back to Australia 
 
When I returned to Australia at the end of 1979 I became in-
volved in running and building squash centres. Together with a 
couple of business partners we purchased a squash centre at 
Graceville and then built one at Daisy Hill, both southern sub-

urbs of Brisbane. Dave Keating, another 
PNG teacher with whom I had worked, 
Ron Antoine and two other business 
people from the Gold Coast, John Con-
nolly (later involved in ‘bottom of the har-
bour schemes’ and one of his friends 
were also my partners and, because I 
was a keen squash player, I became 
involved with them early upon my return. 
We also became involved in a squash 
centre in Toowoomba, Qld. 
 

Eventually the partnership split with some retaining Toowoomba 
and Graceville and myself holding an interest in and staying as 
Manager of the Daisy Hill centre. At the end of 1981, interest 
rates in Australia were high, I was losing interest in managing 
the squash courts as they were not doing as well as when we 
originally became involved, so I retained my share in the squash 
centre at Daisy Hill but retired from actively running it and then 
went back to PNG. 
 
With my share of the proceeds I purchased vacant blocks of 
land at Daisy Hill and Byron Bay. 

To be continued.  
This is Bob Davies story as told to Bob Collins. 

___________________________________________________ 
 

BANNERS 
 
The custom of presenting banners to Australian Army units 
started with the presentation of 20 King's banners in 1904 for 
service in the Boer War. 
 
The banners were presented by King Edward VII to 18 Light 
Horse regiments, RAA and the Australian Army Medical Corps. 
A further 23 were presented to infantry units in 1911. 
 
It was stipulated that the banners presented to the non-infantry 
units were not King's colours but "... honourable insignia pre-
sented (by King Edward VII) as a special mark of favour in rec-
ognition of valuable services rendered in South Africa during the 
1899-1902 war and that honorary distinctions are not to be 
borne on the banners". 
 
There are currently three types of banners within the Australian 
Army: 
�� the sovereign's banner, which may be presented to any 

corps or unit, including those with colours; 
�� banners presented by other members of the royal family. 

These may be presented to any corps which does not 
have an entitlement to standards, guidons or colours; and 

�� the Governor-General's banner for training establishments 
that do not possess a colour. 

 
Banners are accorded the same respect and compliments as 
the Queen's colours. 

WOl C.J. Jobson, RSM Ceremonial ADHQ 
___________________________________________________ 

Operation Market Garden WW2 
 
Paras using canopies to signal 
supply aircraft in front of the Hart-
enstein Hotel - the then HQ of 1st 
Airborne Division. 
 
The hotel is now an Airborne 
Museum dedicated to Operation 
Market Garden. 
 

In front of the hotel is Maj Gen Roy 
Urquhart who commanded 1st Airborne 
Divn. After the war Urquhart is reputed 
to have told his future son-in-law "No 
need for formalities - just call me Gen-
eral". 
 
_______________________________ 

 
 

The George Warfe Memorial Elementary School 
 
A school in Papua New Guinea was named in honour of former 
World War Two commando leader, George Radford Warfe, explains 
Darren Robins, who is the grandchild of a former member of the 
2/3rd Australian Independent Company, WX2048 H.W. ‘Bill’ Robins, 
who fought under the leader in the Wau-Salamaua Campaign. 
 
On the 14th of October, 2015, the primary school in Komiatum, 
Papua New Guinea was named in honour of George Warfe, for his 
service during the Wau-Salamaua Campaign. The then Major 
George Warfe was OC of the 2/3rd Australian Independent Com-
pany. 
 
In early March 1942, the Imperial Japanese Navy occupied the 
townships of Lae and Salamaua in the Mandated Territory of New 
Guinea. Between then and the re-occupation of Salamaua by Aus-
tralian and U.S. forces in September 1943, the campaign directly 
occupied 10-and-a-half Australian and American infantry battalions 
and three Australian Independent Companies, and on the Japanese 
side, at least ten infantry battalions and elements of several Special 
Naval Landing Forces. Colonel George Warfe DSO MC, then a ma-
jor, was OC of the 2/3rd Australian Independent Company, which 
served in the Wau-Salamaua Campaign between late January and 

mid-September 1943. 
 
George Warfe was born in Victoria and with 
the exception of his overseas military service, 
spent almost his whole life and career in his 
home state. It was George Warfe, along with 
Ken Mackenzie, who jointly chaired the first 
meeting in early 1946 that resulted in the 
birth of the Commando Association of Victo-
ria. Komiatum (now spelt Kamiatum) was a 
village and ridge just inland from the Japa-
nese coastal base of Salamaua. Komiatum 

Ridge dominated the enemy L of C between Salamaua and their 
most forward defensive outpost of Mubo. The Kamiatum area now is 
a collection of family ‘camps’ in the Burali Valley between the Kamia-
tum and Bobdubi Ridges. Local industry consists mostly of subsis-
tence agriculture, with some cocoa, and further inland, coffee grown. 
 
A small but well-presented war museum in the Buiumbui camp was 
named the Bui Warfe War Museum after the nearby stream which 
was named in honour of then Major Warfe in 1943. Since the build-
ing of a new elementary school at Kamiatum, it was desired to also 
name this in honour of Colonel Warfe, as a representative of the 
thousands of Australians who served in the area during 1942-43. 
The official dedication was on the 14th of October 2015. 
 
Source. Vic Govt Anzac Centenary website. Ed note. NGVR oper-
ated frequently n the Komiatum area both before and after the arrival 
of 2/5th Ind. Coy. 

PAGE 4 



FRED HARGESHEIMER 
One of the great stories to come out of World War II  

 
Major Fred Hargesheimer (May 7, 1916 – December 23, 2010) 
was a former pilot of the USAAF who was shot down dur-
ing World War II over Papua New Guinea in June 1943. He later 
became a philanthropist who helped the village that had hidden 
him from the Japanese. 
World War II 
 
Hargesheimer served with the 8th Photographic Reconnaissance 
Squadron of the U.S. Army Air Corps during World War II. He 
was flying a Lockheed P-38F-4 on a photo reconnaissance mis-
sion on June 5, 1943, over the island of New Britain, Papua New 
Guinea, when his plane was attacked by a Japanese Ki-45 
Nick fighter. Despite his injuries and jammed canopy, he was 
able to parachute to safety. For the next month he fought to sur-
vive in the jungle. He was found by members of the Nakanai tribe 
after 31 days. They sheltered him for five months in the village of 
Ea Ea, risking their lives to protect him from being found by Japa-
nese soldiers. He met up with Australian Coastwatchers (Ian 
Skinner’s party) who moved him inland. On February 5, 1944, 
Fred, along with other downed airmen, was rescued by the sub-
marine USS Gato. He was awarded the Purple Heart, the Silver 
Star, the Distinguished Flying Cross, the Air Medal, and 
the Asiatic-Pacific Campaign Medal. After the war, he returned to 
his hometown of Rochester, Minnesota, where he raised a family 
of his own. 
 
Philanthropy 
 

Hargesheimer corresponded with a mis-
sionary to learn how the tribe that kept him 
safe had fared and in 1960 returned to the 
island. He was told that they needed a 
school. He came home and raised $15,000 
over three years, "most of it $5 and $10 
gifts," and then returned with son Richard in 
1963 to contract for the construction of the 
school. The simple four-room schoolhouse 
became known as the Airmen's Memorial 
School. Hargesheimer returned many times 
for the next 40 years, building a library as 

well as infrastructure for the 
village of Ea Ea, now known as 
Nantabu. From 1970 to 1974 
he and his wife, Dorothee, lived 
there. He was known by the 
locals as Mastah Preddi, a 
corruption of Master Freddie. In 
2000, he was proclaimed 
"Suara Auru," or "Chief War-
rior" in the native language. 
Hargesheimer returned in 2006 

for his last visit. Dur-
ing the trip, he visited 
the site where the 
wreckage of his old 
P-38 had been re-
cently found. Harge-
sheimer also at-
tended the opening of 
a new library at the 
Noau school.  
 
Contact with his 
attacker 
 
In 1999, aided by 
amateur Japanese 

historians of World War II, he contacted the wife of the man who 
had shot him down. He had always wondered why the pilot had 
never taken the time to finish him off when he was parachuting to 
the ground. By then the man, Mitsugu Hyakutomi of Yamaguchi, 
Japan, was suffering from Alzheimer's disease. His wife said that 
her husband had always said that he could never shoot down such 
defenseless parachuting fliers. 
_____________________________________________________ 
 

The War in Papua  
The Executions at Higaturu  

From the book “Kokoda” by Peter Fitzsomons 
 
When the Japanese landed at Buna in 1942 missionaries from the 
nearby Anglican Mission at Gona, Fr Benson, two other priests, 
Sister May Hayman and Sister Mavis Parkinson left to make their 
way to another Mission on the Lower Kumusi River, where they 
rested for a few days. 
 
Alerted by some soldiers of the 39th Bn that the Japanese were 
advancing they moved off together with the soldiers, some native 
mission staff and 5 American airmen who had been shot down 
over Gona. 
 
They were ambushed by the Japanese and Fr Benson became 
separated. Two days later they were ambushed again and this time 
three soldiers were killed, three wounded and bayoneted to death 
by the Japanese with two other soldiers being captured shortly 
afterwards and executed. 
 
The sisters came to the village of Dobodura which they thought to 
be friendly. However a councillor by the name of Embogi betrayed 
them to the Japanese who executed them. Fr Benson was cap-
tured by the Japanese and spent 3 years in captivity. 
 
Other scattered Australians along the north coast, including 9 from 
Anagara rubber plantation and a nearby mission, including 2 
priests, 2 female missionaries, a young woman and a child were 
betrayed by the natives and taken to Buna beach and beheaded. 
 
From the memoirs of page 354 Tom Grahamslaw OBE. 
“Recollections of ANGAU”. 
 
Months later I learned that Hanna and Holyoake had left Ambasi 
shortly after Hanna had spoken to me. On the following day they 
caught up with a party comprising the Gona missionaries (Rev. 
Benson, Miss Hayman and Miss Parkinson), a detachment of 
P.I.B. commanded by a Lieutenant Smith, a European Sergeant 
whose name I forget, and several American airmen whose aircraft 
had been shot down. The party was endeavouring to make its way 
inland when it was attacked by Japanese troops, who were guided 
by Orokaiva natives. All the members of the party, with the excep-
tion of the Rev Benson, were able to escape. He was elderly and 
made no attempt to avoid the Japanese. Presumably because of 
his age his life was spared and he was taken to Rabaul where he 
remained as a P.O.W. until released in 1945. 
 
The party, with Lieutenant Smith in charge, made its way to a vil-
lage in the Sangara area (name forgotten), where it was provided 
with food and accommodation by the village people. The people 
professed friendship and even offered to provide the party with 
carriers on the following morning to transport foodstuff and equip-
ment. When morning came the Village Constable explained that 
the carriers had not arrived, but would be available later that morn-
ing. His explanation did not satisfy the native members of the P.I.B. 
who informed their European supervisors that they suspected 
treachery. Unfortunately, the Europeans did not believe them. 
Later that morning Japanese troops, led by the village people, ap-
peared and opened fire. The native members of the P.I.B. detach-
ment, who had been expecting trouble and in consequence were 
prepared, were able to escape. Several of the Europeans were 
killed in he first burst of fire. Two ran into the bush where they were 
pursued and speared to death by the village natives. Lieutenant 
Smith, who also got away into the bush, was made prisoner by the 

PAGE 5 

 A computer beat me at chess once. 
 But, it was no match for me at kick boxing 

Fred with pupils of the  
Airmen’s Memorial School in Ewasse, 2004  
Ewasse was the second school he had built 

in the district. 



village constable, whose 
name was Embogi. Embogi 
acted in a friendly manner 
towards Smith for the first 
day or so, providing him 
with food and shelter, before 
handing him over to the 
Japs for execution. 
 
Miss Hayman and Miss 
Parkinson were captured by 
the Japs who took them to 
Popondetta. They were kept 

in one of the coffee buildings for at least a day before being exe-
cuted. 
 
Mavis Parkinson was an attractive young woman in her early twen-
ties. She was engaged to a Lieutenant in the Australian Army who 
was stationed at Port Moresby. Miss Hayman, who was several 
years older, was engaged to an Anglican Missionary named Vivian 
Redlich. They were high-spirited intelligent young women and it 
was always a pleasure to call on them during my occasional visits 
to Gona for discussions with the missionary in charge, Reverend 
James Benson. 
 
Relish lost his life several weeks after the enemy landing at Buna, 
when he walked overland from Kapa Kapa in a courageous but 
abortive attempt to rescue his fiancée. He joined the party led by 
Captain Austen and the Reverend Henry Holland of Isavita Mis-
sion. 
 
It was not until several months later that I got the horrible details, in 
an unexpected manner, of the murder of the two women missionar-
ies, but I will tell it in its proper place. I am already ahead of my 
story. 

 
Later in his memoirs 
 
Shortly after restoration of native administration ANGAU officials 
arrested an ex village constable named Embogi and a number of 
his compatriots for the betrayal and killing of the Ambasi potters 
named Hanna and Holyoak, the Gona Mission teachers Miss Hay-
man and Miss Parkinson, two European members of the P.I.B. and 
several American airmen. Embogi and four other natives from the 
Sangara area were sentenced to death. 
 
One morning the A.D.O., Captain Frank Moy, and myself were in 
our newly constructed office at Higaturu preparing reports for 
Headquarters, when a jeep arrived from the airstrip at Popondetta 
carrying a passenger with the rank of Captain. The back of the jeep 
was piled high with rope. Frank looked at me and called out “Here 
comes Neck Stretch”. It took me a moment before the significance 
of his remark sank in. 
 
The new arrival introduced himself as Ron Hicks of R.P.C. (Royal 
Police Constabulary) Headquarters. He produced copies of war-
rants for the execution by hanging of Embogi and the four other 
condemned men. Hick wanted to know if we had a gallows. I re-
plied “No” and at the same time pointed out that one could not be 
constructed at short notice as the only tools on the station were 
one hammer and one saw. We had no nails. 
 
Hicks then announced that a tree would have to do. Accompanied 
by Captain W. R. Humphries, who was at the time conducting in-
vestigations into major crimes committed during the period of en-
emy occupation, he went in search of a suitable tree. They arrived 

back a couple of hours later sweating but successful. 
 
Hicks was anxious to get the job over and done with. However, I 
informed him that, firstly, I would not act until the originals of the 
warrants had been received and secondly, the condemned men 
would have to given the opportunity to bid farewell to their rela-
tives. 
 
The hangings took place several days later in the presence of 
thousands of people from nearby villages. I addressed the multi-
tude in Motu, which a number understood, explaining fully why 
the men were being executed. To make sure that the words sank 
in, the Station interpreter repeated what I said. 
 
It was a grim experience, which I shall never forget. Each man 
was given a chance to speak and each elected to do so. Em-
bogi’s speech had a profound effect on all present. He had a 
sonorous voice and was obviously a gifted orator. The gist of his 
speech was the he went wrong because he was uneducated and 
did not know better. He freely admitted his crimes and said that 
the punishment he was about to receive was just. He concluded 
by enjoining his people to heed what the Government said and to 
obey its laws. 
 
Embogi was one of the first people to report to me after our 
troops entered the Buna area and I had taken a liking to him. 
However, it was not long before I heard whispers that he had 
been on friendly terms with the Japanese, had played a major 
part in the betrayal of the Europeans and had actually partici-
pated in the killing of the P.I.B. Lieutenant and others. He was 
obviously a bloodthirsty type but he met his end like a man. 
 
The other four also spoke up like men. They freely admitted their 
guilt and said they were prepared to pay with their lives. 
 
I lay awake most of that night listening to the drums beating and 
the wailing of the mourners in the villages adjacent to Higaturu 
and re-living he events of the day. I had seen death in various 
forms during the preceding twelve months but nothing affected 
me as deeply as the hangings of Embogi and his fellow murders. 
Perhaps it was the courage they displayed when the time came 
for them to die. Be that as it may, the punishment meted out to 
them was in accordance with their own tribal code of “an eye for 
an eye...” 
 
Still later in his memoirs 
 
Accompanied by McCauley I set out on a patrol and was about 
two days inland when a messenger arrived from Claude Cham-
pion at Higaturu advising that instructions had been received from 
Port Moresby to construct a gallows. Claude also advised the 
receipt of warrants for the execution of seventeen natives con-
victed of wilful murder. I replied telling Claude to go ahead with 
the gallows and at the same time fixed a date for the executions, 
which would allow sufficient time for the relatives and fellow vil-
lagers of the condemned men to reach Higaturu. 
 
By the time I returned to Higaturu, Claude, with the able assis-
tance of the station clerk, Nansen Kaisa, had constructed a gal-
lows with two trapdoors from bush materials in accordance with 
specifications received from Headquarters. It was a very good job 
although not a labour of love. With good reason they regarded it 
as a disagreeable duty. 

 
The gallows 
were situated in 
the centre of 
what could be 
described a 
natural amphi-
theatre several 
miles below 
Higaturu. Higa-
turu and its 
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environs were crowded with natives as far afield as the mountain 
country above Kokoda. 
 
News of the approaching executions had reached the American 
Forces in the Dobuduru-Oro Bay area, of whom there were about 
20,000. Fearing that there would be an influx of Americans wishing 
to see the spectacle, I requested the Commanding General to 
place our area out of bounds to his troops. He kindly acceded to 
my request. 

 
The day before the 
hangings relatives and 
friends of the con-
demned men trooped 
through Higaturu wail-
ing and beating drums. 
These groups included 
women who had 
gashed their foreheads 
and cheeks until the 
blood welled. As a 

group reached the flagpole near the office their wailing would sud-
denly cease and they would pound the earth in unison with their 
feet. These expressions of grief accentuated the feeling of depres-
sion, which permeated Station personnel, Europeans and Natives 
alike. 
 
On the morning of the executions the hillsides surrounding the 
gallows were packed with thousands of natives and there was a 
hushed silence as we appeared. 
 
The procedure was as follows: The condemned men would be led 
two at a time from the station to the gallows. I would then mount 
the gallows and inform the multitude of the crimes they were being 
punished for. The men would then be asked if they wished to 
speak. With but two exceptions they elected to do so. On conclu-
sion of the speeches the men would be mount the gallows where 
they would be blindfolded before being led on to the trapdoors. The 
bodies would then be released and the bodies would disappear. I 
might explain that the gallows were built on posts about 10 feet 
high. These posts were surrounded by hessian to ensure that the 
dangling bodies could not be seen. 
 
The detailed instructions from Headquarters, based on old English 
rules, provided that each body had to hang for 30 minutes after 
which it was examined by a medical officer who had to declare that 
life was extinct before it was cut down. The bodies would be 
moved out of sight before the next lot of two condemned men were 
led down. In some instances, where the relatives so desired, the 
bodies were handed to them for burial. Otherwise, they were bur-
ied in the station cemetery. 
 
With but one exception the condemned men who spoke recanted 
their evil ways when addressing their people. In one instance, the 
speaker attributed his acts to his lack of education and the fact that 
he was not a Christian. He called upon his people and village 
councilors in particular, to ensure that thereafter the children were 
brought up as Christians and that all went to school. The exception 
was a man who had been a village constable. His speech was 
short and to the point. He said, “ The Government is about to kill 
me. My wives must follow me.” 
 
The whole grisly job lasted from about 8 am until the late after-
noon. When it was over, Jack McKenna and I moved around the 
village people. “Do you agree that everything is square now?” we 
inquired. “Yes we agree” they replied. 
 
I spoke to the two wives who had been instructed by their husband 
to kill themselves. One was elderly, the other quite young. “ He 
was a bad man who has been made to pay for his crimes and you 
should take no notice of his talk” I said. I then spoke to the village 
constable and to the village elders and requested them to watch 
the women to make sure they did not kill themselves. Some time 
later I received word that the young woman had hanged herself. 

The village elders had kept an eye on her for about a week and 
then relaxed in the belief that the danger period was over. It tran-
spired that there was no need for concern about the older 
woman. She made it clear that she regarded his execution as 
good riddance. 
____________________________________________________ 
 
Montreal D-Day pilot returns to France for Legion of 

Honour award 
 
As a Royal Air Force pilot flying almost daily missions against 
Nazi targets in Europe, Dr. Peter Roper never really expected to 
live past his early 20s. 
 
It didn't help that he flew Typhoons, the RAF's lethal ground at-
tack fighter-bomber with a grim habit of trapping pilots as they 
tried to bail out. 
 
Roper said the life expectancy for young pilots in some Typhoon 
squadrons was about three weeks. "We knew it was going to 
happen to all of us, at least we expected it to," he recalled re-
cently. "We were lucky to be alive a month — so we made the 
most of it. 
 
The trip back highlight will be the presentation of France's highest 
award for military or civilian achievement, the Legion of Hon-
our. All Typhoon pilots who took part in the Battle of Normandy 
are entitled to the award for the key role they played in the cam-
paign. 

 
Roper will receive his 
at the chateau where 
he was taken after 
being shot down 
while hunting Ger-
man tanks near the 
Allied beachhead on 
June 7, 1944. Roper 
managed to get out 
of his burning Ty-
phoon despite a foot 
that was almost sev-
ered by an anti-
aircraft shell. 
 
He parachuted safely 
into a farmer's field 
and was taken in by 

villagers in Monts-en-Bessin, 
who snuck him through Ger-
man lines in a horse-drawn 
cart to a doctor in a town 
nearby.His rescuers are long 
since dead, but Roper is 
determined to receive the 
honour in front of their de-
scendants and his Montreal 
family. 
 
Roper can think of no better 
setting for the ceremony than 
the old, battle-scarred cha-
teau that's been semi-
officially renamed Chateau 
Peter Roper by its owner, 
whose father, the Baron 
D'Huart, played a key role in 
the wounded pilot's rescue. 
 
"I had this idea that it would 
be nice if the French could 

see it being presented. If it could be presented in France, particu-
larly if it could be presented in Normandy in the chateau where 
the Germans kept me prisoner," he said. 
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Peter Roper photographed with his Typhoon 
in Holland, 1945. He returned to action after 
being wounded and taken prisoner in Nor-

mandy. He was liberated by American forces 
on Aug 4, 1944 

Peter Roper photographed on June 
8, 1944 - the day after being shot 

down over Normandy. He is pictured 
at Chateau Haute Fecq near Monts-
en-Bessin with Ghislaine D'Huart, 

daughter of the Baron D'Huart who 
helped rescue him 



If possible, Roper said he would like to leave his Legion of Hon-
our medal for the people of Monts-en-Bessin to share. 
 
Roper attributes his deep appreciation for the risks the villagers 
took in part to being wounded and "the great deal of feelings of 
resilience, strength and appreciation of others' help" that comes 
in such moments. 
 
He extends that appreciation to a German army captain who 
saved him from an SS lieutenant who wanted Roper executed. 
 
The captain ordered the pilot sent to an SS hospital instead, 
where Roper was given much-needed blood and a welcome 
shot of morphine. 
 
"I didn't mind [the SS blood]. I felt a lot better at the time. I don't 
think it changed my personality, and it's circulated out by now," 
Roper said. The captain was killed in a later stage of the fierce 
Battle of Normandy, and Roper always makes a point of visiting 
his grave 
 

Source CBC News Montreal 29th May, 2016. 
___________________________________________________ 
 
The End of the New Guinea World War 2 Agony 
 
Massed Australian troops, lined on either side of the small Cape 
Wom airstrip at Wewak on the morning of 13 Sep 1945, 
cheered when the senior Japanese officer, Lt Gen Hatazo Ada-
chi, surrendered to the General Officer Commanding New 
Guinea Force, Lt Gen Horace (later Sir Horace) ‘Red Robbie’ 
Robertson. Gen Robertson received a samurai sword from Gen 
Adachi at the conclusion of the surrender. 
 
After leaving two Army jeeps which had conveyed them to the 
airstrip, Gen Adachi and his staff of four officers were marched 
under a guard commanded by Maj Douglas Burrows MBE about 
400 metres to the surrender dais. Sgt Jim Huxley of the New 
Guinea Volunteer Rifles (NGVR) and the Australian New 
Guinea Administrative Unit (ANGAU), who became a well 
known and admired citizen of Lae, witnessed the surrender. 
After the war, when Jim Huxley was a journalist with the Austra-
lian newspaper, he was given a set of prints by an Australian 
soldier who also witnessed the surrender. These previously 
unpublished photographs were printed in the Weekend Austra-
lian 16-17 Jan 1982. More than 35,000 Japanese soldiers were 
fighting in northern New Guinea when the Japanese Empire 
capitulated. Most of these soldiers were taken to Muschu Island 
off the coast of Wewak to await ships to take them to Japan: 
several hundred, including Gen Adachi, were removed and 
placed in other POW camps pending trial on war crimes. On the 
formation of the 18th Army, Adachi commanded over 120,000 
troops. 
 
Lt Gen Hatazo Adachi commanded Japanese forces in New 
Guinea from Nov 1942 to the end of WW11, arguably he was 
the best known Japanese General after Lt Gen Tomitaro Horii 
who commanded the enemy forces on the Kokoda Track and 
who drowned in the Kumusi River towards the end of that cam-
paign. Adachi was appointed Commander-in-Chief of the newly 
formed Imperial Japanese 18th Army on 9 Nov 1942 at Rabaul. 
The 18th Army included the 20th, 41st and 51st Divisions. The 51st 
was mostly destroyed on their way to Lae from Rabaul during 
the Battle of the Bismark Sea: only 2420 including Adachi and 
his staff survived when eight transports and four destroyers 
were sunk. He also became the Commander of Occupied New 
Guinea, succeeding Gen Haruyoshi Hyakutake. 
 
Hatazo Sabura Adachi was born in 1890 into an impoverished 
Samurai family in Ishikawa Prefecture. His family situation pre-
cluded him from entering the Imperial Japanese Navy, however 
he was able to go to the Tokyo Cadet Academy and then to the 
Imperial Japanese Academy, graduating in 22nd place in 1910. 
He was posted to the 1st Imperial Guards Division then gradu-

ated from the Army War College in 1922. He was able to avoid being 
involved in the political factions during the 1930s which stood him in 
good stead. His serviced took him through a number of staff and 
admin positions within the Imperial Japanese General Staff. His next 
posting in 1933 was to the Railway Guard of the Kungwangtung 
Army responsible for the security of the South Manchurian Railway. 
During the Second Sino Japanese War in 1934 he was promoted to 
Colonel and in 1936 given command of the 12th Infantry Regiment. 
During the ‘Shanghai incident’ he got a reputation for leading from 
the front; unfortunately he received permanent damage to his right 
leg in a mortar barrage. In 1938 he was promoted to Maj Gen and 
given command of 38 Brigade. By this time he had a reputation as a 
‘soldiers general’, sharing living conditions of his troops and inviting 

open discussion with 
his staff. In Aug 1940 
he was promoted Lt 
Gen and was com-
mander of 37 Division 
at the Battle of Shanxi. 
Adachi was Chief of 
Staff of the North 
China Area Army 
through 1941-42 dur-
ing the scorched earth 
campaigns against the 
Chinese Army. The 
General’s military 
career covered the 
period 1910-45: he 

was a recipient of the Order of the Japanese Rising Sun. 
 
Adachi was sentenced to life imprisonment by the Australia War 
Crimes tribunal in Rabaul: the result was less than expected given 
the atrocities committed under his watch. Adachi committed suicide 
on 10 Sep 1945 in his cell. Prior to his death he wrote several let-
ters. Perhaps one of the most significant was the one he wrote to his 
officers and men in the POW camp at Rabaul. Here in part is the 
General’s mea culpa: 
 
“I felt it a great honour to have been appointed Commander-in-Chief 
at a time when the issue of the day was to be settled, and posted to 
the point of strategic importance in order to ensure the tide of war 
moved in our favour. However, notwithstanding that my officers and 
men did their best in the exceptional circumstances, surmounting all 
difficulties and that my superiors gave me the utmost assistance, the 
hoped for end was not attained, because of my inability. Thus I 
paved the way for my country to be driven into the present predica-
ment. The crime deserves death. During the past three years more 

than 100,000 
youthful and prom-
ising officers and 
men were lost and 
most died of mal-
nutrition. When I 
think of this, I 
know not what 
apologies to make 
to His Majesty the 
Emperor and I feel 
that I am over-
whelmed with 
shame…I have 
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demanded perseverance far exceeding the limit of man’s endur-
ance of my officers and men, who were exhausted and emaci-
ated as a result of successive campaigns and for want of sup-
plies. However my officers and men all followed my orders in 
silence without grumbling, and, when exhausted, they suc-
cumbed to death just like flowers falling in the winds. God knows 
how I felt when I saw them dying, my bosom being filled with pity 
for them, thought it was solely to their country that they dedicated 
their lives. At that time I made up my mind not to set foot on my 
country’s soil again but to remain as a clod of earth in the South-
ern Seas with the 100,000 officers and men, even if a time should 
come when I would be able to return to my country in triumph.’ 
 

Acknowledgments. The Weekend Australian  
Sgt Jim Huxley  

Wikipedia  
Thank you Bob Harvey-Hall 

The Fading Barrier  

LOST TRIBE FOUND 
Taken from the Australian Army Journal No 216,  

May, 1967. 
 
Lately much emphasis has been placed, not unduly, on the purely 
operational roles of the Australian Regular Army, whether with 
the Royal Australian Regiment or with the SAS Regiment. The 
Pacific Islands Regiment, however, has an additional interest in 
this field that is both military and exploratory, and to which the 
medium reconnaissance role is well suited. Such was the case in 
August 1966 when a company-sized operational exercise was 
mounted in the border area with West Irian, out from the Green 
River Patrol Post. 
 
Aims of the Operation 
 
The main aim of the exercise was to carry out operational training 
in the role of PIR, and also to gain the goodwill of those of the 
local population with whom contact was made. It was realized 
during the planning stage that these aims might be difficult to 
achieve, since no information was available about more than half 
of the area which it was proposed to traverse. 
 
Troops Taking Part 
 
The troops participating comprised `A' Company 2 PIR from We-
wak, supported by a single Cessna 180 from X Division Aviation 
Regiment, with two officers and two senior NCOs attached from 1 
RAR. The normal attachment of members of the Royal Papuan 
and New Guinean Constabulary to each platoon patrol was 
made, but it was noted that their customary effectiveness dimin-

ished as the patrols penetrated into areas that had never known 
the influence of Administration Patrol Officers. 
 
Sequence of Events 
 
The activity was planned in three phases: 
 
�� The positioning of each platoon patrol in its area of respon-

sibility. 

�� Detailed patrolling within those allotted areas. 

�� Final regrouping and return to Wewak. 
 
During Phase 1, all personnel, rations and stores were flown in 
RAAF Caribou aircraft to the Green River Patrol Post, a distance of 
180 miles. Among the stores were an assault boat, a 40 horse-
power outboard motor and the accompanying fuel stocks, all of 
which had to be perched precariously on a tractor and trailer for 
further movement to the Sepik River, a distance of some eight 
miles over corduroyed tracks. Subsequently this craft facilitated the 
crossing of the river and movement along some of its tributaries. 
Two of the patrols moved directly south from Green River across 
the Sepik to their areas still a further twenty miles south. The third 
at first travelled towards the border before changing direction south 
to its final patrol area. No time-table was applied to these phases 
as Phase I varied from 5 to 11 days depending on the patrol's 
route. 
 

Phase 2 saw patrols penetrating into their separate, allocated ar-
eas of responsibility and the establishment of patrol bases. As the 
area was unmapped, sub-unit patrols proceeded from these bases 
and the resulting information influenced the commander in the posi
-tioning and route to his next proposed base. As the standard of 
patrol reporting from the Pacific Islands' NCOs in charge of sub-
unit patrols improved, so the movement of the patrol base became 
more confident with sub-unit patrols actually regrouping on the new 
base. Many was the time, however, when the razorback limestone 
ridges and moss forests would not allow this procedure. 
 
Phase 3 was comparatively simple as indicated by the fact that one 
platoon took nineteen days walking to reach the terminal point of 
their patrol but only five to return to the start-point, using informa-
tion collected en route. 
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To my men friends, be careful: 
 

After my recent Prostate Examination at the hospital, which was 
one of the most thorough examinations I've ever had, the doctor left 

and the nurse came in. 
 

As she shut the door, she asked me a question I didn't want to 
 hear....She said… 

"Who Was That Guy?" 

Discharge certificates for NG and NX64759 Frank Stedman who left 
the NGVR in August 1940 when his term with the Bank of New 

South Wales in Rabaul had finished. He later joined the AIF in the 
Armoured Corps and served with 2/6 Armoured Regt. Written on the 
NGVR discharge certificate are the words “Special Police Aug 13, 

1939 to 23 Nov, 1939, then above”. Does any reader know what the 
“Special Police” refers to? 
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Topography 
 
Maps of the area close to the Sepik River had been printed only 
seven months earlier and were reasonably accurate. As the 
patrols progressed to the area known as West Range, however, 
the detail became less accurate, and eventually a stage was 
reached where even the map detail was only a blank green 
shading with notations indicat-ing hills. 
 
In all directions immediately around the Green River Patrol Post 
(300 feet above sea level) the area is swamp cut by slow-
flowing, meandering rivers which are tributaries of the Sepik. 
These con-ditions exist for 25 miles (40km) on the patrol routes 
until suddenly they give way to the West Range area which rises 
to an altitude of 7,000 feet (2,133m). These mountains are very 
steep, and narrow on top, formed of lime-stone and scarred by 
huge landslides. After rain the creeks in the narrow valleys be-
come raging torrents. 
 
Vegetation 
 
Vegetation ranged from the usual sago palm, kunai and secon-
dary growth in the swamp areas to primary jungle on the moun-
tains with some secondary growth along the creek banks. The 
primary jungle on the mountains gave way to moss forest at an 
altitude of about 5,000 feet (1,524m). Water problems were 
overcome at this altitude by squeezing the moss into Millbank 
filter bags. 
 
Advance to Contact 
 
It was during Phase 2 of the operation that 1 Platoon, com-
manded by the writer, penetrated an area never before seen by 
white men to make contact with a group of people previously 
unknown. It happened this way. 
 
Within a week of leaving Green River, the foot hills of West 
Range area were reached. However, once the summit was 
reached, a descent had to be made below the cloud cover to 
receive our resupply from the light aircraft. Resupply complete, 
the patrol moved as a unit south-east across several smaller 
ridge lines and finally cut its way into a comparatively large river 
valley, a total drop of some thousand feet from the first ridge 
line. Here a patrol base was established and sub-unit patrols 
investigated the valley floor. 
 
The platoon then moved directly south along the river line climb-
ing to a height of 5,000 feet (1,524m). There was no doubt by 
this time that we had reached the headwaters of the Idam River, 
a tributary of the Sepik. From here the patrol continued along a 
ridge line that ran east. At this stage the cutters recruited from 
villages close to the Sepik began to show signs of apprehension 
about going on. How-ever the constable accompanying the pa-
trol, by dire threats, persuaded them to remain, and that after-
noon another resupply was taken at a DZ constructed on top of 
another 5,000 feet (1,524m) razorback ridge. Freezing winds 
from the snow-covered Star Mountains to the south-west howled 
through the base that night and it was impossible to keep warm. 
The cutters suffered particularly as it was quite obvious that they 
had never before ventured to such an altitude even though their 
home ground was only a matter of a few miles away. 
 
The patrol continued in a generally south-easterly direction down 
from the ridge lines into the mere trickle which was the headwa-
ters of the Right May River, another major tributary of the Sepik. 
As this river was followed downstream the patrol passed through 
gorges several hundred feet (over 100m) deep with near vertical 
stone walls. 
 
It was also while following: this riverline that the patrol crossed 
what was either a human or animal pad - the first seen in four-
teen days of climbing and tumbling over ridge lines and river 
lines. Faintly discernible, the pad led from one side of the river-
line to the other. It passed through what was the first patch of 

secondary growth located in many days. This was thirty metres in 
width and had the appearance of an abandoned garden but was very 
old. The track from here onwards was better defined and excitement 
ran high throughout when the leading scout found a flat, roughly cut 
piece of bamboo, two feet in length, that was fire blackened at one 
end and gave all the appearances of being a 'fire stick' or perpetual 
match. Close behind this discovery a recently ringbarked log was 
seen. 
 
The pace quickened and within another fifteen minutes the signal 
was passed from the front - a house! It was newly-constructed, less 
than a month old, and showed evidence of having been occupied 
within the last thirty-six hours. To follow the track further was a les-
son in tracking techniques but finally another house was reached, 
again deserted, but faint chopping was heard in the distance. The 
platoon went to ground and the constable, scout and the writer 
edged forward; the policemen's technique, however, must have left 
something to be desired! A shout went up and all but one of a group 
in the clearing fled to the bush. 
 
The Lost Tribe 

By shouting the only greeting he knew in the Idam language, the 
constable managed to coax this survivor to approach, but his appre-
hension grew as the scout and I appeared. His curiosity over-came 
his fear, however, and after some mutual staring, he laughed; 
strange hands were touched in a form of greeting and he laughed 
again. 
 
The remainder of the platoon then appeared, and gifts of beads and 
a steel knife were given to our guest. At this stage it was revealed 
that the language of cur cutters from Idam and that of this man were 
vaguely similar and interrogation was possible, although it is felt that 
a lot was lost in translation. 
 
He could not be encouraged to call forward his wife, children or pigs 
who had fled to the bush, nor could he conceal his amazement when 
he learnt that we had come from the north across what we now knew 
was a hostile natural boundary. He directed us on to a well-
established track still leading south but would not accompany us 
from his own home ground. 
 
It was along this track that we surprised another four men who fled to 
the bush and could not be coaxed to come close. This was under-
standable as the sight of thirty obviously armed strangers must have 
been terrifying. So it was decided to establish a base and remain in 
it, showing no outward signs of aggressive intention. At the same 
time security was maintained at a high standard just in case these 
people were grouping and putting new barbs on their arrows. 
 
Our actions must have convinced them of our friendly intentions and 
after a wait of a day, small groups approached to watch our activities, 
receive gifts, be interrogated and generally have their curiosity satis-

 The Maitrifutika Bridge between Waterbung and Chuave, Eastern High-
lands, 1944. 
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fied. They obviously had never seen a white man before and one 
can easily imagine how deeply they must have been impressed by 
his magic: by his ability, for example, to talk to a giant roaring bird 
in the air that dropped eggs in their garden for the strangers to col-
lect, break open and eat. It was at this stage that sub-unit patrols 
were recommenced and slowly a picture of this group's habits and 
culture was built up. 
Habits, Culture and General Description 
 
These people of the Sebi Valley, which is their local name, were a 
much healthier, more vital group than their cousins from across the 
range in the Sepik Valley. Throughout all the patient questioning 
there was a friendly but guarded attitude by both parties but they 
did not dodge any questions that were put to them through the in-
terpreter or by means of sign language. 
 
The men generally wore their hair long at the crown but had shaven 
foreheads. About the forehead some wore a shell head-band or 
string woven cap. All wore beards until given a demonstration of the 
power of the razor blade, many of which were given out as gifts; 
they turned out to be a two-edged weapon, however, as our census 
was confused by the number of clean-shaven faces appearing. 
Noses were pierced in three places and bone or wood slivers were 
passed through them. Ears were treated in the same fashion. 
Beads, tusks or shells were generally worn about the neck and 
were the only ornaments except for a belt of bamboo or tusks and a 
phallocrypt that ranged in shape from shells to part of a human 
skull. A few wore plaited grass bands about the upper arms or calf. 
 
All of the men carried bows and arrows that were of a particul-arly 
high standard of manufacture. The bows were of a blackened palm 
with a bamboo string, with a spare string attached to the bow on the 
outside. The arrows had long, hardened tips and each was de-
signed for a specific type of target - pig, man, or bird - the `man' 
arrow having two sets of reversed barbs to complicate extraction. 
Stone axes and bone knives predominated but there were a small 
number of steel knives that had found their way into this valley by 
barter along ancient trade routes. 
 
There was a lesson here for the modern soldier. These primitive 
men always had some type of weapon at hand at all times. This is 
because they live in constant fear of attack from another group. It is 
this fear that made tracking them so difficult. They do not develop 
tracks and when walking they bury the foot under the fallen leaves 
and humus, thus eliminating foot prints. If a group is moving to-
gether they often break track and follow various routes, regrouping 
further on, so as to confuse any tracker. The 'bridges' over the 
mountain torrents are merely saplings, sufficient to carry one man 
but light enough to lift and throw into the torrent to delay any pur-
suer. 
 
Any such pursuer would have only about thirty minutes of pursuit as 
these people live in single family houses that all appear to be 
evenly spaced that distance apart. Each house is tactically sited in 
the middle of a clearing, surrounded by gardens. From the house 
all likely approaches can be observed because they are about 
eighteen feet above ground level, standing on a scaffold of rela-
tively thin saplings. There is only one means of entry to the house - 
a grass ladder which is drawn up each night. This was the explana-
tion given to us for the way in which the houses were constructed. 
Once the grass ladder was drawn up, any would-be attackers 
climbing the scaffold would make the building shake, thus causing 
all the animal bones hung from the roof to rattle and giving suffi-
cient warning for defence measures to be taken. 
 
This constant fear of attack was one of the reasons that the patrol 
sighted very few women or children although they were obviously in 
the area. Those we did see had short hair, beads about their necks 
and short grass mini-skirts with babies in 'bilum' bags hung over the 
head. Children were usually dressed in the same fashion as the 
older members of their sex. 
 
Because of their dispersal over a large area there appeared to be 
no social structure but respect was paid to the elders and the dead. 

Immediately after death, the body is laid out on a platform in the 
vicinity of the house. After the flesh has decomposed, the skele-
ton is secured in the fork of a tall tree in the jungle, being reached 
by building a scaffolding around the trunk. After the skeleton is 
secured the scaffolding is demolished. No signs of skeletons were 
found but one sub-unit patrol did find the decomposing, nude 
body of a young woman on a platform near a recently lived in but 
deserted house. It is still not known whether it was the patrol's 
presence or the body that caused the evacuation. 
 
Birth appears to be a simpler affair with the women bearing their 
children inside the house, not in the bush as is the custom with 
the majority of primitive groups in the Territory. Again it indicates a 
fear of attack from neighbours. 
 
There was no real evidence of the group being inbred although 
this state must exist as there is no migration. Marriage is purely a 
matter of the male suitor reaching a verbal agreement with the 
parents of the girl and then the occupation of an in-law's house or 
their own. There is no bride-price to be paid as elsewhere in the 
country. 
 
The newly-weds' home would be eighteen feet or so above 
ground level, as previously stated, with one or two rooms and an 
external verandah running along three or perhaps four walls. 
Once the single ladder is drawn up at night all possessions of the 
occupants are either inside the house or on the verandah: sago, 
chickens, pigs, fire and weapons. No one ventures to the ground 
after dark although in this connection no taboo or magic beliefs 
became evident throughout the interrogations. 
 
Many photographs were taken of topography, dropping zones and 
the people encountered during the patrol. Unfortunately patrol 
conditions and high humidity destroyed the emulsion and these 
records were lost. 
 
Comparing Notes 
 
On regrouping at Green River it was revealed that the other pla-
toons did not have the good fortune of 1 Platoon. Though each 
platoon's area had not been penetrated previously 3 Platoon did 
make contact with a small group that had never before been en-
countered by PIR or Administration patrols but these people did 
know of the existence of the patrol post and were beginning to live 
a kind of centralized village life. 
 
All patrol commanders now flew over their patrol routes for confir-
mation, and the writer's flight revealed a large number of houses 
that we had not visited in the time we had available. These ap-
proximate positions were plotted, and discussions began with the 
Green River patrol officer who had once served at the May River 
Patrol Post. The talks led to the conclusion that there is still an 
area of unexplored territory between the extent of our 'A' Com-
pany patrols and the most distant patrols ever mounted either 
from the May River or Telefomin Patrol Posts. 
 
Conclusion 
 
The writer hopes that readers, quite apart from the military and 
professional aspects of this patrol, will perceive the high level of 
interest and keen sense of personal achievement that were 
shared by all members. The suspicion of the presence of a primi-
tive race of people in this area had been confirmed. Thirty-one 
people - nine-teen men, five women, two boys and five girls - 
were counted, and more are awaiting discovery. Every member of 
`A' Company who experienced the excitement of this first encoun-
ter is hopeful that he will be chosen to take part in PIR's next jour-
ney of exploration.  
 
Second-Lieutenant Sayce graduated from OCS in June 1965 
and had since graduation been a platoon commander with 2 

PIR, stationed at Wewak when this article was written. 
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OLD 666 
 
Old 666, B-17E 41-2666 was a World War II B-17 Flying For-
tress Bomber which was assigned to the United States' 43rd Bomb 
Group in 1943 and was the aircraft piloted by Lt. Col. (then Cap-
tain) Jay Zeamer on the mission that would earn him and 2d 
Lt. Joseph Sarnoski each a Medal of Honor, and every other mem-
ber of the crew a Distinguished Service Cross. 
 
By 1943, Old 666, tail number 41-2666, had suffered heavy battle 
damage and had gained a reputation as a cursed bomber, often 
coming back from missions with heavy damage. Grounded at Port 
Moresby Airport, it was parked at the end of the runway where 
other aircrews could cannibalize it for needed parts. A military pho-
tographer told Zeamer, "I know where there’s a bomber, but no one 
will fly it anymore because every time it goes out it gets shot to 
hell!" 
 
Captain Zeamer, who had been unable to acquire a new bomber of 
his own because of discipline problems within the crew, had the 
bomber towed out of the 'bone yard' and, with enormous effort, not 
only restored the badly battered aircraft to flight status but made 
many changes. 
 
They included increasing the number of machine guns from 13 to 
19, replacing the waist gunners' standard single guns with twin 
guns, replacing all. 30 cal machine guns with the larger and more 
powerful. 50 cal, and adding a fixed-position gun that could be fired 
from the pilot's station. Zeamer's crew put guns where they did not 

even need them, and left spare machine guns on the aircraft's 
catwalk; if a gun jammed at a critical moment they could dump it 
and quickly replace it. They also mounted a gun behind the ball 
turret near the waist. These modifications made Old 666 the most 
heavily armed bomber in the Pacific Theatre.  
 
In the months of missions that followed, Zeamer's crew was so 
busy that they never had the time to adorn their bomber with the 
traditional nose art, commonly seen on aircraft of that era. Though 
many subsequent accounts refer to the bomber as "Lucy," that 
was not a title Zeamer and his crew ever used. The only markings 
the converted B-17E bore was the tail number—the bomber be-
came known as "Old 666". 
 
In May, Zeamer and crew made a skip-bombing run on 
a Japanese aircraft carrier, swooping within fifty feet of its decks. 
A few days later on a daylight bombing raid over Rabaul, Old 666 
came in so low it was brushing the roofs of the housetops. On a 
night mission over Wewak the Japanese gunners on the ground 
managed to fix the flight of incoming American bombers in the 
glare of several large searchlights, but, in an audacious display of 
airmanship, Zeamer dived on the positions, shooting out three 
lights and damaging two others. 
 
On a May 5 mission over Madang, Old 666 was hit more than 60 
times by anti-aircraft fire, the stabilizer was shot out and the oxy-
gen tanks exploded, yet the aircraft landed safely and was quickly 
patched. 
 
Mapping Mission 
 
On June 16, 1943, a request went out for a special mission: an 
unescorted, single-ship mapping mission over hostile territory. 

Capt. Zeamer and crew 
volunteered. Taking off 
at 4 a.m. to make use of 
cover of darkness, 'Old 
666' and crew headed 
for Bougainville, where 
they were instructed to 
take reconnaissance of 
the Japanese controlled 
island, to determine 
logistics and enemy 
strength for the upcom-
ing Invasion of the Solo-
mon Islands. 
 
The flight required flying 
over 600 miles (970 km) 
of open sea to reach the 
target. By 7:40 a.m., 
with only 22 minutes of 
flight-time remaining to 
complete its mission, the 
crew of Old 666 claimed 

to be intercepted by at least 17 Japanese fighters (15 A6M Ze-
ros and 2 Ki-46 Dinahs) of the 251st K�k�tai (Air Group), com-
manded by Chief Flight Petty Officer Yoshio Ooki. However Japa-
nese reports only write about 7 A6M Zeros of the 251st K�k�tai 
intercepting Old 666. After making a pass at the heavily armed 
tail, the fighters came in against the normally lightly armed nose, 
only to find that this specific bomber possessed much-heavier 
forward firepower, resulting in two A6M Zeros being claimed shot 
down. 20mm cannon shells from a third Zero smashed into the 
cockpit and nose, wounding both Zeamer and Sarnoski before 
being claimed shot down itself. Sarnoski crawled out of the nose 
to seek first aid attention, but when a Ki-46 Dinah attacked nose-
on, he returned to his guns, claimed it shot down and then shortly 
thereafter collapsed. 
 
However the official Japanese records show that only one of the 7 
intercepting A6M Zeros of 251st K�k�tai (Air Group) was badly 
damaged by the defensive fire of Old 666 with two more being hit 

  

Koreipa 
(Central 

Highlands) 
rest houses 

during 
WW2 

Capt Zeamer 

A typical B-17. This is not ‘Old 666’   
 Below. A B-17 at Port Moresby after being shot up. 
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by.50 BMG rounds. They all returned to base safely. As such 
this incident could potentially be seen as another example of 
major overclaiming or underreporting of aerial victories dur-
ing World War II, but absolute verification is lacking. 
 
The second attack wave knocked out the plane's oxygen sys-
tem, forcing the bomber to dive from 25,000 feet (7,600 m) to 
8,000 feet (2,400 m), where the crew could breathe normally, in 
just a matter of seconds. By 8:45 a.m. the American bomber 
was over open seas, and the enemy fighters, low on ammunition 
and fuel, were forced to turn back to Bougainville. 6 out of 9 of 
Old 666's crew were dead or wounded in varying degrees, their 
aircraft heavily damaged. It was during the return flight that 
Zeamer lost consciousness and Sarnoski, still manning his guns, 
died. Upon landing, co-pilot Lt. Col. (then 1st Lt.) J.T. Britton told 
the ground crews to get Zeamer first, but the ground crew said, 
"He's gone!"; Zeamer, however, was not dead, and lived to re-
ceive the Medal of Honor; Sarnoski was awarded his Medal of 
Honor posthumously. In one of the most decorated flights in 
history, the rest of the crew received Distinguished Service 
Crosses. This mission was featured on the History Channel 
show Dogfights, episode title "Long Odds" 

 
Source Wikipedia 

THE DEFENCE OF BENA BRIDGE 
 
The Bena Bridge, as its name implies, spans the Bena River not far 
from Goroka on the road to Lae. It is a one-way concrete structure 
erected when the new highway between Goroka and Kainantu was 
built in the late ‘sixties. At this point the highway had been re-routed 
from the old bridge which spanned the river in a narrow gorge up-
stream a couple of kilometers or more. 
 
The new bridge was an important piece of infrastructure as it was on 
the Highlands Highway, the main arterial route linking the coastal 
port of Lae with the highland provinces. If it were destroyed it would 
cause great inconvenience as, although the old route remained as a 
much degraded secondary road, it could not handle the semi-trailers 
which now carry the bulk of freight coming into, and going out of, the 
highland provinces. 
 
With this in mind I drew up orders for a weekend exercise to take 

An ad for Talair, owned by Denis Buchanan, later Sir Denis Buchanan, 
the first Patrol of our Assn. Thanks Martin Sullivan. 

Another leaflet given to the Museum by Stan Burton, NGVR, 
(dec’d). Again it would appear to be a fairly early in the Japanese 

invasion version and reads :-  
PEOPLE OF NEW  GUINEA             

Government Announcement     
 

Our warships and PT boats have blocked the Japanese ships from 
entering. The Japanese on our shores are unable to be supplied 

with food, they will be stealing it from you. It’s not good if the Japa-
nese stay in your area, toilet all over the place, and you will get 

very sick. Give this note to the Japanese and if they want to sur-
render, alright, bring them to our soldiers. You will be paid for this 
work. If the Japanese want to continue fighting, don’t worry, you 

must get well away from the area. 

At the swim meet, after the blonde came in last competing in 
the breast stroke, she complained to the Judge that all the 

other girls were using their arms. 
Behind every angry woman stands a man who has 

absolutely no idea what he did wrong. 
Been there, done that, then been there several more times, 

because, apparently, I never learn. 

A nice, clam, and respectable lady went into the chemist, walked up to 
the chemist, looked straight into his eyes and said.  

“I would like to buy some cyanide”. 
The chemist asked, “Why in the world do you need cyanide?” 

“I need to poison my husband” the lady replied.  
The chemist’s eyes got big and he exclaimed,  

“Lord have mercy! I can’t give you cyanide to kill your husband. Abso-
lutely no! You CANNOT have any cyanide”.  

The lady reached into her purse and pulled out a picture of her husband 
in bed with the chemist’s wife.  

The chemist looked at the picture for a moment and said,  
“You didn’t tell me you had a prescription”. 
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The cadets, though, proved more active although they had no suc-
cess, either in attacking our platoon harbor, or getting over the river 
and harassing the patrol defending the other end of the bridge. 
 
My recollection is that not a great deal of activity enlivened that par-
ticular exercise. Guards were rostered, went on and came off duty, 
felt important when trucks slowed down when approaching them, 
and kept motley records of vehicular movements. 
 
On one occasion, because not much was happening, I decided to do 
a quick recce up the highway to see if I could detect any signs of 
activity. I took one soldier with me. We were about 300 yards up the 
road when we sensed movement ahead. My companion and I 
slipped into the road-side drain and lay there silently. It turned out to 
be a lone villager heading home, but some fifty yards behind him 
was a young man carrying a rifle, a high school cadet. Further back 
headlights began to penetrate the darkness as a truck outbound 
from Goroka rounded a distant corner and slowly lumbered into 
view.  
 
The poor fellow. He must have got the shock of his life, because 
when he got abreast of me he looked down and gasped at the sight 
of a white face peering up at him from the drain. At the same time 
the cadet was all but upon us, silhouetted by the headlights, and 
certain to discover us as our surrounds brightened. Immediately the 
two of us opened fire towards the cadet and he took off, running 
back up the road.  
 
This was all too much for the villager because, without muttering a 
word, he bolted like a startled colt. When we returned to the harbor I 
was told that somebody had appeared out of nowhere, running flat-
out as though he had seen a ghost, crossing the bridge and disap-
pearing into the darkness on the far side. 
 
Exercising with 7pl. C Coy PNGVR on the Bena River. Goroka Dis-

trict, Eastern Highlands Province. c.1970 
 

Thank you Rick Giddings. HTT is always looking for similar stories 
from PNGVR members. Please send to Editor Bob Collins whose 

contact details are on P.16. 
______________________________________________________ 
 

From Bill Bickerton—Anzac Day, Manjimup, W.A. 
 
ANZAC day at our RSL club in Manjimup, Western Australia. Yours 
truly with our Manji manikin in (almost) full Juniper green rig. I re-
ceived most of the uniform from John as a donation to our museum/
display a couple of days before 25/04. We didn't manage to drill a 
hole in the boot to fit over the steel pin but we got close. Flash for 
hat badge and a couple of other items to tidy up and we probably 

have the only 
PNG uniform 
display outside of 
t h e  N G V R /
PNGVR mu-
seum. Our secre-
tary Ted Middle-
ton served at 
PNG HQ as a 
Nasho sigs Sgt. 
We took delivery 
of the M113 APC 
i n  Feb ruary 
2016. If you can 
read the at-
tached plaque it 

shows that Rex Brown, our club President, was an APC commander 
in Vietnam and by an amazing coincidence this exact same vehicle 
was in his troop. 
 
We have a pretty good display in our club including an SLR and 
a.303 Lee Enfield, several uniforms, rat packs etc etc  
______________________________________________________ 

place at the new Bena Bridge. I wrote-up a scenario in which 7 
Platoon was warned that an attempt to blow up the bridge would 
be made by an insurgent group. Our orders were to move into 
the area, secure the bridge, and by means of active patrolling, 
keep the enemy from making any attempt upon it. 
 
For that purpose we moved out to the Bridge one Saturday after-
noon, made camp on the western (Goroka) side and set guards 
on its eastern end. Their task was to be a visible presence, to 
protect the bridge and to record descriptions and registration 
numbers of those vehicles which passed over it during the pe-
riod of the exercise. 
 
On this occasion we had two ‘enemy’ groups ranged against us 
but working independently of one another. Firstly, we had our 
old nemesis, the Goroka High School Cadets who had proved 
our equals on a number of previous exercises. Secondly, we 
were opposed by a small group of District Administration field 
officers – the 'kiaps' of Papua New Guinea fame. 
 
We had exercised with the kiaps once before and were do so on 
a third occasion, unfortunately while I was on leave, so I was not 
able to join in the high jinks which their involvement presaged. 
We needed free-thinking strategists to oppose us in the role of 
enemy insurgents, and they had the potential to be just that. The 
kiaps, unfortunately, sought a fun-night in the bush and, provid-
ing they remained sober, the opportunity to outwit us if such 
opportunity arose.  
 
Not that the kiaps lacked skills of their own. They were all field 
police officers, auxiliaries by another name, so they had many 
ideas and skills which fitted in well with what we were trying to 

achieve. They were 
armed with rifles 
and ‘Jungle Car-
bines’ which they 
had brought in from 
their outstations. 
Our Warrant Officer 
Instructor had man-
aged to get some 
blank.303 rounds 
from the cadet unit 
HQ, so the kiaps 
could make as big a 
‘bang’ as we could 
with our L1A1 
(7.62mm) rifles. 
 
The kiaps moved 
into the exercise 
area independently 
of 7 Pl. They settled 
into the tall cane 
thickets which bor-
dered the Bena 
river for much of its 
length. They knew 

where we were but we had no idea where they were, and we 
didn’t find out where they had been until the exercise was over. 
That alone indicated to me that it would take much effort to lo-
cate an enemy who hid himself in such a place. Probably the 
only way to flush him out would have been to set fire to the cane 
and trust that the smoke would force him to flee. 
 
The kiaps had provisioned themselves and, true to form, they 
brought along enough beer to victual a regiment, and there 
weren’t more than about half a dozen of them. No wonder that, 
having settled in for the night, we saw nothing of them until the 
following morning. After the exercise was over I visited their 
camp site and it reminded me of a fire-base littered with ex-
pended shell cases, so thick on the ground were empty beer 
cans! 
 



PAGE 15 

From Barry Beaman—Anzac Day at Port Douglas  
 

Marg & I were on a 
cruise to Singapore 
this past Anzac 
Day and the ship 
put on a splendid 
Dawn Serv ice 
which we attended 
along with about 
100 other passen-
gers. Later in the 
m o r n i n g  w e 
docked at Port 
Douglas and we 
attended their 

march followed by ceremonies which were held in the local An-
zac Park. I followed up by losing a few dollars playing 2 up at 
the local hotel.... such is life. 
___________________________________________________ 
 

Bob & Dawn Harvey-Hall in Brisbane 
 

Bob Harvey-Hall 
and wife Dawn 
who live in Mel-
bourne spent a 
few days in 
S o u t h - e a s t 
Queensland late 
May catching up 
on friends. Bob 
was the long 
serving A Com-
p a n y  C o m -
mander in Lae 
and was the 
author of our 
PNGVR history 

book which was self published by the Association in 2015. This 
is a photo of Bob and Dawn on Mt Cootha viewing Brisbane on 
a fine autumn day.  
_________________________________________________ 
 

Vale Cpl James DUTTON 
159340.  8.2.1927—3.5.2017 

 
Jim (James) DUTTON, Queen’s Police Medal 1972, Police 
Long Service and Good Conduct Medal 1971 passed away on 
3.5.2017 after a long illness at Caboolture. Born at Caloundra 
on 8.2.1927, after his early days spent on a dairy farm he held a 
position locally with U.S.A. forces before being appointed to the 
Queensland Police Force on 19.12.1947 and served until 
28.11.1948. He was appointed to the Royal Papuan Constabu-
lary and New Guinea Police Force (sic) on 28.12.1948. He 
separated in accordance with terms of the Permanent Officers 
Employment Security Scheme on 3.7.1975 at the rank of Super-
intendent (1/c) He served at Moresby, Wau, Samarai, P.H.Q., 
acting Commissioner, Special Branch, Public Relations, 
Mt.Hagen, Bougainville and finally at P.H.Q. in 1974. 

The first PNGVR Ball at Ela Beach RSL. 1952  Cpl Jim Dutton (2nd 
from L), Lt Bill Kerr and Cpl Dave McLaughlan.  

The person on L is unknown. 

After the Mount Lamington volcanic explosion in January 1951 
(which wiped out the patrol post at Higatura, along with an estimated 
35 expats and some 3000 local natives, he was sent to Embi/
Popondetta to assist in the recovery. Shortly after the Papua New 
Guinea Volunteer Rifles was formed in early 1951, he served as Cpl. 
s/n 159340 in Moresby H.Q Company for two years, contemporane-
ously with RPNGC. Early in his police career with colleague, Vince 
Nielson was the owner of Ilimo chicken farm near Moresby. Given 
the choice to be either a chicken farmer or a police officer by Com-
missioner Normoyle, he chose to be a police officer while Nielson 
kept the farm. 
 
On returning to Australia, he served as court sheriff at Pomona, later 
publican at Minto, grew strawberries and owned “Sadies” Cleaning 
Service. He was one of the early police officers who spoke the lin-
gua franca of Papua, Police Motu and also Hiri Motu. He was a foun-
dation member of the Caloundra Surf Saving Club. He is survived by 
his widow, Joan, and six children. 

 
M.R.Haye.s RPNGC 1959-1974; PNGVR 1961-1963 

 
LEST WE FORGET 

______________________________________________________ 
 

Vale Sgt CHARLES F.R. SCHUSTER 
435817  26.3.1943 

 
Charles was born in 
Adelaide and went to Le 
Fevere Boys Technical 
High School, and then 
Adelaide Teacher’s 
College.  
 
He served in Adelaide 
University Regiment 
and was awarded the 
Efficiency Medal for 12 
year’s service. 
 
He was a teacher in 
Goroka, PNG, and was 
Pl Sgt of 7 Pl C Coy 
PNGVR whilst there. 

 
On leaving Goroka 
he studied Special 
Education at Univer-
sity of Qld and 
graduated in 1974. 
 
In 1983 he was 
P r i n c i p a l  o f 
Cranleigh School, 
ACT, leaving there 
in 2003.  
 
He had a keen inter-
est in model trains 

and during his life he lived in Adelaide, SA., Goroka, PNG, 
Beenleigh, Qld, Adelaide again and Canberra, ACT.  
 
Whilst in Canberra he was actively involved with the Association and 
over the years attended the Laying up of The Colours and also An-
zac Day services plus Reserve Forces Day Celebrations with the 
small ACT contingent. 
 
He is survived by his wife Janet and three sons, John, David and 
Paul. 
 

LEST WE FORGET 
______________________________________________________ 



18th Century, 1900, 1940, 1960,  1990, 2000, Today 

REPLICA MEDALS OR MOUNTING OF MEDALS 

A reliable source for medal work is National Medals, 
natmedals@bigpond.com , Ph 07 3871 0600 Ask for Greg 

Faux, mobile 0419 196 172. Located at 13/200 Moggill Road, 
Taringa, Brisbane, 4066 

FUNCTION DATES 

New Guinea Volunteer Rifles and Papua New Guinea Vol-
unteer Rifles Ex Members Association Inc, 
Includes former members of the PIR, PIB and NGIB.  
For correspondence contact Secretary, Colin Gould,  
email pngvr@optusnet.com.au , phone 0424 562 030      

(The Secretary, P O Box 885, Park Ridge, Qld, 4125) 

For Military Museum enquires contact Colin Gould,  
email pngvr@optusnet.com.au , phone 0424 562 030  
or 
Paul Brown,  
email paulbrown475@gmail.com, phone 0402 644 181 

(NGVR/PNGVR Miliary Museum, Corner Boundary Road & Fulcrum 
Street, Wacol, Qld, 4076) 

Membership fee payments to Treasurer, Doug Ng,  
email douglasng@iinet.net.au , phone 0413 014 422 

(NGVR & PNGVR Ex-members Association : BSB: 064006 - A/C: 
10001126) 

Website Master: Trevor Connell  
email trevor.connell@internode.on.net, phone 0409 690 590  

www.pngvr.weebly.com (all back copies of HTT may be obtained 
from our website) 

Facebook Master: Kieran Nelson ,  
email kierannelson@bigpond.com , phone 0412 236 013 

https://www.facebook.com/groups/ngvrandpngvrmilitarymuseum/ 

Harim Tok Tok Editor: Bob Collins, email         bob-
collins@bigpond.com , phone 0413 831 397 

President: Email p.ainsworth@kingco.com.au to get on members 
electronic distribution including Harim Tok Tok (you will receive it in 
colour, earlier and can adjust the print size to suit) 

Sun 30th Jul.  
Light Horse shoot at Fassifern Valley Rife 

Range 
— Paul O ates on 0412 752 000 or 

Boonah.vista@bigpond.com  
Tues 8th Aug.  

Kokoda Day, Cascade Gardens, 
Broadbeach.  

All ex PNG servicemen welcome  
— Bob Collins             
Sun 13 Aug.  

Kokoda Day Sherwood RSL  
— Mike Griffin 0409 643 845  

Wed 6 Sep.  
Battle for Australia Day  

— no details as yet.        
Sat 9th Sep. 

Philip Selths talk on the Coastwatchers at 
Wacol 

— Colin Gould on 0424 562 030 or 
pngvr@optusnet.com 

Sat 23 Sep.  
Assn Committee Meeting at your 

museum. 

Sun 30th July   
BBQ Bunnings.  Assistance required 

— contact Colin Gould. 

MUSEUM  EVENTS 

A hungry lion came across two men. One was sitting under a 
tree and reading a book; the other was typing away on his 
typewriter. The lion pounced on the man reading the book 

and devoured him. 

Even the king of the jungle knows that readers digest and 
writers cramp  





To: NGVR & PNGVR Ex-Members Association, PO Box 885, Park Ridge QLD 4125

Prepurchase before 1 March 2016 at the discounted price of $45.00 per copy
(Retail price after the book launch will be $50.00) 

After the launch, please send me ....... copies of KEEPERS OF THE GATE at the prepurchase price of $45.00
plus $20.00 p&h each (more if overseas)

❏  Enclosed please find my cheque, made payable to NGVR & PNGVR Ex-Members Association, for $................  OR

❏  I have transferred $................ to NGVR & PNGVR Ex-Members Association, BSB: 064006 A/C: 10001126

Name: ..........................................................................................................................................................  Email or Phone No.: ..................................................................................................

Delivery Address: ...............................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................   

......................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................... P/Code ..........................

If transferring funds electronically, please be sure to include your name with your transfer,

then either post this form or email details of your order

For more information, please contact Phillip Ainsworth—p.ainsworth@kingco.com.au (email)—0418 730 348 (mob.)
Kieran Nelson: kierannelson@bigpond.com (email)—0412 236 013 (mob.)

Who were the Keepers of the Gate?
The New Guinea Volunteer Rifles (NGVR)
—one of the few Allied military units engaging 
the Japanese in New Guinea in early 1942.
With aggressive patrolling and reconnaissance 
the gate to the New Guinea Goldfields and 
central range south to Port Moresby and 
Australia remained closed to the enemy.

Armed with WWI light infantry weapons, 
no air or artillery support, few rations, minimal 
ammunition supply, meagre medical services 
and limited communications, this poorly-
trained force was used to exhaustion and 
disbanded. 

Many of the men never served again due to 
the deprivations suffered; others, after rest 
returned to New Guinea and served in the 
Australian New Guinea Administrative Unit 
(ANGAU) and units which needed their PNG 
knowledge and experience.

This is not a history of NGVR. These are the stories of thirty-seven NGVR soldiers—stories which reveal 
why they were in New Guinea as civilians at that fateful time, their wartime and postwar experiences and 
the effect on them and their families.

The stories were written as told to Bob Collins, who served in PNGVR, the postwar CMF unit in Papua 
New Guinea. He met many ex-NGVR men and saw many areas where NGVR operated on the frontline. 

We are grateful to this small band of courageous and adventurous men, the Keepers of the Gate
—our front line of the Pacific War —and these stories are a legacy these outstanding men deserve. 

To: NGVR & PNGVR Ex-Members Association, PO Box 885, Park Ridge QLD 4125  

Purchase for $50.00 per copy  
Please send me ....... copies of KEEPERS OF THE GATE at the purchase price of $50.00  

plus $20.00 for postage for each copy ordered , if required (overseas purchasers will need to allow more)  
o Enclosed please find my cheque, made payable to NGVR & PNGVR Ex-Members Association, for $................ OR  

o I have transferred $................ to NGVR & PNGVR Ex-Members Association, BSB: 064006 A/C: 10001126  
Name: .......................................................................................................................................................... Email or Phone 

No.: ..................................................................................................  

Delivery 

Address: ............................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................ 

........................................................................................................................................................................................................                        P/Code ..........................  

If transferring funds electronically, please be sure to include your name with your transfer,  

then either post this form or email details of your order  
For more information, please contact Phillip Ainsworth --p.ainsworth@kingco.com.au (email) --0418 730 348 (mob.)  

                                                                                                                     Kieran Nelson: kierannelson@bigpond.com (em 



An invitation to attend a talk by Philip Selth OAM about the 
COASTWATCHERS 

who played a vital role in the Pacific War 
In his book The Coast Watchers, Eric Feldt, the Godfather of World War 2 Islands Coast Watching Service, 
tells us that the Coastwatchers ‘played a part, in importance, far beyond their number and status, at the 
same time unorthodox and interesting. If they had not existed, Japan would have been defeated just the 
same, but later, and at a higher cost of life’. 

Philip Selth OAM, the recently retired Executive Director of the New 
South Wales Bar Association and CEO of the Australian Bar 
Association, came across the former New Guinea Patrol Officer 
Captain John Joseph Murphy during his writing of a biography of Eric 
Miller QC, whose wife was Murphy’s cousin. Miller QC represented 
Murphy when court martialled on charges of treacherously giving 
information to the Japanese after being landed on New Britain to set 
up a coast watching station. This story lead to Philip spending what 
little spare time he had over the past five years researching the 
stories of the Coastwatchers. This research has lead him to have 
hundreds of files locked away in Archives disinterred for the first time 
since they were put away at the end of  the war, and to trace 
relatives who often had little, if any idea, of what their relative had 
really done during the war. 

In his address, Philip will tell of the story of two Coastwatchers, Jack 
Read and Paul Mason, of whom Admiral Halsey said that the 
intelligence they signalled from Bougainville had saved Guadalcanal, 
and Guadalcanal had saved the South Pacific. He will also refer to 
the life of John Murphy. These stories need to be told.

Sponsored by the: 

New Guinea Volunteer Rifles & Papua New  
Volunteer Rifles Association,
National Servicemen’s Association of Australia 
(Queensland Branch) and 
Papua New Guinea Association of Australia  

Where: Everyman’s Hut in the Wacol Military Heritage Precinct, 907 Boundary Road, Wacol, 
Brisbane 4076. When: 10:30am, Sat 9th Sep 2017. No charge – wheelchair friendly venue and 
morning tea by PNGVR & NSAAQ. Parking: Onsite with nearby street parking available. Public 
Transport: Richlands, Darra & Wacol Rail nearby with taxi ranks & Uber available.  
RSVP: 1st Sep Contact: Colin Gould 0424 562 030 / pngvr@optusnet.com.au or www.pngaa.org  
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
Coastwatchers network of teleradios 1941-42  Location map of venue 



This book is a collection of personal stories, 
memories and reflections that enhance the 

history of civilians and soldiers living in Rabaul, 
Kavieng and the New Guinea islands at the 
outbreak of World War II, who suffered a fate 
that is seldom acknowledged—
when the Japanese bombed, and subsequently 
invaded Rabaul, the capital of New Guinea, 
in January 1942. 

The stories also cover the largest maritime 
disaster in Australia’s history, where 1,053 
prisoners of war and residents were loaded onto 
a Japanese merchant vessel, Montevideo Maru. 
All perished at sea when the unmarked boat was 
sunk by a US submarine on 1 July 1942 off the 
coast of the Philippines.

When the War Came, published to 
commemorate the 75th anniversary of this 
period in the New Guinea Islands, validates and 
brings into focus the actions and characters of 
young men, who left home to willingly serve 
their country, and then literally vanished off 
the face of the earth; of nurses and missionaries 
who volunteered to stay to help both the war 
effort and the local people; and of civilians—
both men and women—caught at home 
on WWII’s Pacific front line. Alongside are 
incredulous stories of escape and survival in an 
environment that threw every obstacle in their 
path. Their journeys deserve to be heard, too.

As I gathered more material, anger bubbled just below the surface, not just because of official silences and 
bungling or the terrible waste of life, but because so few knew about the tragedy of Montevideo Maru, even today. 

How, when more Australian men died on Montevideo Maru than Australia lost during the Vietnam War,
was it not a discussed part of our history?

For those of you that had family members or friends involved in this time of our history—or are just interested in Australia’s 
past—When the War Came, with over 460 photographs and 540 large format pages, is an invaluable addition to your library. 

This is a vital chapter in a tragic conflict that should be better understood, and hopefully more deeply remembered. 

To: PNGAA, PO Box 453, Roseville NSW 2069

admin@pngaa.net—www.pngaa.org/site—www.memorial.org.au

Prepurchase before 31 July 2017 at the discounted price of $55.00 per copy
(Retail price after 31 July 2017 will be $60.00 per copy) 

Please send me ......... copies of WHEN THE WAR CAME: NEW GUINEA ISLANDS 1942 at the prepurchase price of $55.00 per copy
plus $20.00 p&h each (more if overseas) *

❏  Enclosed please find my cheque, made payable to Papua New Guinea Association of Australia Inc., for $................  OR

❏  I have transferred $................ to PNGAA, BSB: 062-009, A/C: 0090 7724 (Please  use your name as a reference and notify contact details by email to admin@pngaa.net)

Books pre-purchased prior to 16 June 2017 can be collected on 1 July in Canberra, if you wish to collect in Canberra, please tick box  ❏  

Name: ...............................................................................................................................................................................  Email or Phone No.: ....................................................................................

Delivery Address: ......................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................... P/Code ................

For more information, please contact Andrea Williams: E: admin@memorial.org.au

* Books will not be available for postal delivery until after the book launch at the 75th Anniversary, Canberra on 1 July 2017

This is a vi


