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Foreword.

What a wondenful idee it was by Monrie Fenton to write the histony

of No. 7154 Radan Station Truscott, using Diatry neponts and stories cf
the people invofved n iis operation and day fo day Life.

Pensonally, T was pleasantly surprised when he asked me to contribute
this Forewond Lo the beok, and aduised me T was the most seniox peison
in rank and date of posting he had been abfe to contact. This is a
‘dubious’ honour, as iL makes one realise just how much age has caught
up with us,

This brief histony put fogether by Morrie wilf sunefy baing back wonderful
memor{es of out youthful days spent in this remote axea of Noath West
Ausinalia - ihe tough times and the happy times - the gneat camaraderdie of
senvice Eife, and above aff, that great feefing of being a0 young and
heafthy.

My atay there was highfighted by the shooting down of the Japanese
Dinah in 1944,

1 believe Mornie Fenton shoufd be thanked by aff ex- No. 154 Personned
for his effornt {n coffecting all of the infoamation and anecdotes includ-
ed in this book, and ensuring that the reaf stony of No. 154 be recorded
for postenity. I'm sune the book wiff bring pfeasure to us all and
enabfe us fo refive part of our sexvice Life.

1¢ has been my pleasure to have contributed in some small way.
46555

Saf. Keith Backshall,

Radar Operator,

Ng. 154 Radaxr Station,
TRUSCOTT. (W.A.

HARENHR AR
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154 RADAR, TRUSOOTT.

1944-45.

1 spent some five months as a young L.A.C Radar Operator on 154

Radar Station - from January to May 1945. So there are probably

many men who are far more knowledgable than I to write of the station,
for with the end of the war approaching, those five months were
pretty uneventful.

At the same time, I feel better able to write of the station than
those who would try to read its history only from the notes in the
Station Diary. And for over forty years, 1've had memories of the
place, of the characters I met, and memories in the anecdotes I
wrote.

154 Radar existed for two years only. It was not a front-line
station, and saw little enemy action. To its great credit, it
prchably saved the lives of a few of our airnmen.

But there was samething unigue about it - its equipment, its location,
its purpose. And its one positive encounter with the enemy was to
become unique, too, for the Dinah recce shot down in July 1944 from
its plots was the last enemy plane shot down over Bustralia in W.W.2.

This 'not too serious' history, or story, is written as a tribute to
the men of all ranks and musterings who lived, worked and served on

154 Radar, Truscott. Looking back after some 45 years, our experiences
there seem unigque too,- an excursion into what even today is

known as the ‘remote' Australia, - real frontier country.

In no way is this record intended to be an exhaustive treatise on
Radar gear, its circuitry and its performance. These are touched on
only generally - besides which, the operator generally knew little
about such things.

It is written as a simple story of the station and the men.

Morrie Fenton,

27 Lasscock Ave.,
June, 1990, LOCKLEYS. 5032.
Revised, February 1995.



These INTERNATIONAL vehicles axe identicaf Lo those of 154 Radar station.

Above. An International mobife GCT sfation Leaving 1 RIMU, Sydney.
The vehicfes comprise : Recediver van - aerdaf taaifer in
transport form - Transmitfer van (nofe extra head xoom) - and
one frailen with Lister diesed gemenaton.

Befow. The Inteanational Recediver van of 155 Radar heads convoy back
to Peath from Exmouth.
Four atations wene equipped with similgnr vehicles and Mk.V
equipment - fwo in Austrafie and two in New Guinea.

{Photos - Georae Day and Jach Betfess.)




THE _‘'EVFRYMAN'S HISTORY' OF AUSTRALIAN RADAR.

World War 2 Radar is no secret to anyone these days, - that is, the basic
principle of the transmission of V.H.F. radio pulses, and the receiving

back of echoes from any targets encountered in the beam is readily understood,
if not the exact manner in which it all works. But in the war years, the
equipment components - the circuits - the location of stations were all
classified information - an even bigger secret then than the Jindalee ‘Over
the Horizon' Radar project is today.

There was no radar station operating in Australia's north when the Japanese
attacked Darwin, though cne was then being constructed near the town.

England had been developing radar for several years, and some of their

second series ACO (Advanced Chain Overseas) were brought to Australia. These
were costly, and difficult to instal, involving almost permanent installation,
for they had two tall, wooden towers. These proved unsuitable in the Pacific
region for that reason.

The British also developed a set known as the CHL, or Chain Hame Low Flying,
to detect lowflying aircraft which may have been missed by the other stations,
This was modified and made suitable for use in tropical conditions, and

these when sent overseas were Xnown as COL, or Chain Overseas Low Flying.

A network of long range early warning stations was gradually built up
around Australia, giving a connecting screen of radar coverage across the
north, and some measure of warning cover to southern cities and key centres.
Same of this equipment had been made in England,- but an increasing number
of stations were set up using Australian made equipment, known as AW, or
Air Warning. These were long range sets in steel framed towers, with power
generated by large motor units, From these were then developed the LW/AW,
or Light Weight Air Warning sets which were of light, portable construction,
uncomplicated, very efficient, and giving excellent results. These used
smaller Ford 10 generators, or similar, and the entire station could easily
be transported and quickly set up for operation.

The long range stations 'searched' for aircraft plots up to 150 miles from
the station, sending out searching radio pulses, and receiving back echoes
from any target touched. The stations themselves were located in same
pretty remcte, unlikely places - lonely islands and capes and so on.

What still is not so well understood is that when unidentified or enemy
planes were to be intercepted, the fighter planes were controlled and directed
from specialised radar stations known as GCI stations, (Ground Control
Intercepticon) and one has only to read history to discover the disastrous
results for fighter aircraft in Darwin before GCI radar was introduced.

These stations were sited to give a concentrated coverage to key target

areas where fighter planes were able to give protection, and the role of

the station was to direct the aircraft to the best position for the inter-
ception of any suspect aircraft, placing them to their best advantage as

to height and speed in both day and night copditions.

The development of the GCI equipment makes interesting reading.

From the experience gained in the Battle of Britain, it was found that
the reporting methods of the early warning stations were not suitable for
the fast, accurate interception of enemy aircraft, and far more accurate
and detailed information was required on height, speed and position. So
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was developed the PPI tube, (Plan Position Indicator) which displayed the
aircraft as woving dots or blips on the face of a map-like CRT tube that

had a residual effect - rather like the weather radar seen today. When

that PPI tube was placed next to a COL range and height tube with its accurate
readings, then the GCI set came into existence, with a Contreller able

to direct fighter aircraft from the information he saw on the face of the
tubes and on the plotting board. An accurate estimation of height could
quickly be made with a special control which in effect split the aerial,

or array, into two, and two 'lobes,' or beams of radio pulses, were projected
upwards with shorter range but greater height. A comparison of the echoes,
and a chart, gave the aircraft altitude reading.

S0, with aircraft first being located and tracked on long range, early
warning sets such as the AW and IW/AW sets, and those plots being passed

on as they came within the shorter range of the GCI station after being
identified as 'X'plots or enemy aircraft, the Controller could then plan

and direct the interception from the PPI tube and the Range/height tube

of the two consoles, having all necessary information available instantly

to help him place his interceptors to their best advantage, His means

of communication was by R/T (Radio Telephone) direct to the interceptor
aircraft.

This explains in broad cutline the purpose of the two principal types of
radar sets, the Early Warning and the GCI stations, There were other
variations and refinements, such as IFF identification which showed an
echo to be Friend or Foe. And there were shipping echoes, false echoes,
W/T and R/T comminications, and so on, but these need not be explained
in this simple description.

England, Canada and the U.5.A. all made GCI equipment, and in Australia,
American equipment was medified to develop the successful LW/GCI set.

The equipment of 154 Radar was the English ODL/GCI. The station was mobile,
with the gear being mournted in large American trucks at 1 RIMU, an RAAF
technical unit in Sydney. Despite being mobile, the station was capable

of remarkably accurate plotting results, and its efficiency was immediately
apparent to the operators who used it.

HEFRES N




TRUSOOTT. .. ... A brief outline of 58 O.B.U.

In 1943, there was a need to establish another Operational Base Unit as

close as possible to the enemy occupied islands to the north of Australia.

The nearest Australian mainland was the northern Kimberley area, which to

all intents was completely uncccupied, the only settlement of any kind

being a lenely Aboriginal Mission Station then known as Drysdale Mission,
administered by a Spanish Catholic order. But an airstrip had been con-
structed at Drysdale by the Aborigines, and this was usable in the dry

season by medium bomber aircraft. So 58 Operational Base Unit was establish-
ed at Drysdale in March 1943 under the command of F/Lt. Bragy, and from

April, Hudsons and Beaufighters 'staged' through the unsealed airstrip.

On 27th. September, 1943, the enemy bambed and strafed the Mission, killing
Fr. Thomas Gil ard 5 Aborigines. The airstrip was attacked also, sustaining
little damage, but the Mission itself suffered badly. 317 Radar had been
established nearby, and fortunately gave about 30 minutes prior warnirg

of the enemy attack.

It was feared that more attacks would follow - also a more suitable airstrip
location was necessary for the heavy bombers being used in increasing
numbers. Early in January 1944, approval was given for an all weather

air base to be constructed on Anjo Peninsula, some 15 miles from Drysdale.
It was to be suitable for use by heavy bombers, 7000 feet long and 140

feet wide, with dispersal facilities for eighteen heavy bambers. During
its comstruction, extra provision for an additional eighteen heavy aircraft
was approved, and at this stage the total cost was estimated at less than
$400000.

At this critical time, Spitfires from Livingstone airstrip - 457 Squadron —
were stationed at Drysdale, and several enemy planes were plotted by 317
Radar, but no further raids cccurred.

Initial work on the new airfield was carried out by an advance party fram
No. 1 Mobile Works Squadron, after which the work was taken in hand by

No. 14 Mobile Works Squadron, and Jim Trevor of South Australia, recalled
a few memories of his time on Anjo with his works sguadron: .....I was

19 years of age, and most of my mates were in their thirties and early
forties in 1942 when Airfield Construction was moving into gear. I was
privileged to meet and serve with same great men during my tropical tours.
One such man was F/Lt. Tom Butcher who early in 1942 surveyed the 'top
end’ and included in his survey work was Truscott - of course it was not
known as such then..... Truscott was built by No. 14 M.W.S. which was
made up of men who had already spent a tour in the Worthem Area, and they
were mambers of the original No. 1 M.W.S. All the senior N.C.0.'s were
capable works supervisors.

Truscott took just three months to build, and we arrived there on Anzac
Day, 1944, and in that time we constructed 20 miles of roads - 61 miles

of taxi-ways - built 100 odd buildings - laid 5 miles of water mains - and
we left Truscott before it was put to much use to take part in the invasion
of Morotai..... &

Drysdale was used as a staging unit for the last time in July 1944, and

58 OBU then moved to the new airfield which had been named TRUSCOTT Alrstrip
in honour of the famous RAAF air ace 'Bluey' Truscott, killed tragically

at Exmouth, W.A., in March 13943.

A flight of 6 Spitfires formed the principal defence For the new strip,
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and these were to alternate fram squadrons at Darwin. The ground control
station for the fighters was 154 Radar, the new COL/GCI station set up
at Truscott at the same time. Radar stations 317, 319 and 344 were to
provide early warning radar cover. Further defence for Truscott was
provided by the 54th. Camposite AA Regt and the 67th. Searchlight Bty.

Truscott airstrip was used for the first time for operations against the
eneny on 16th. July 1944 by 4 Beaufighters from 31 Squadron. They had been
operating at extreme range, and had little fuel left when they landed at
Truscott.

Heavy and medium bomber aircraft, Liberators, Venturas and Mitchells used

the strip in increasing numbers, and there were also occasional visits

by small numbers or more exotic airgraft - Mosquitoces, Beaufighters, Lightning
photo recces, while Catalinas of various squadrons often rested at West

Bay while on ASR or minelaying missions.

Early in 1945, even the most unchservant airmen at Truscott became aware

of the new construction works being carried out at the northerly end of

the strip. This was to provide a big increase in heavy bomber dispersal
accommodation, and also provide increased safety for the laboring Liberator
bombers which dppeared to need all of the available strip length when taking
off fully loaded. However, the end of the war signalled the abrupt end

of all the extension work.

154 Radar (also its identical sister station 155 Radar) was formed in
December 1943, It was setup and began operating at Truscott in July 1944,
and was cbviously planned from its inception as an essential part of the
alrstrip defence, taking over from the ill-fated 16! Radar, a mobile TM/GCT
which had flown on to Exmouth a week or two before.

Truscott's role as an operational airbase ended with the cessation of hostil-
ities, but it did remain in use and 154 Radar stayed 'on air' plotting

the approach and departure paths of the many Australian planes used to

fexry hare our POW's and other evacuees from the islands. Converted bombers,
transport planes and flying boats continued to stage through Truscott and
West Bay, and 154 Radar saw to their safety for some time after the early
warning stations had closed down.

The final entry in the station Diary of 154 appears to be in October 1945,
and the station left Anjo at the end of Novewber. The offical closing
date for 154 Radar appears to be April 1946, and there is no record of
the disposal of its Doover vehicles or the equipment.

i e WHHRRERS
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POSTED 1O 154 RADAR STATION.

I enjoyed Christmas with 132 Radar at Darwin, and soon afterwards, my
posting to 154 Radar came through, and strangely, I had no idea then where
154 was, other than that a plane trip to 'fruscott Airstrip' was the way

to get there! This was all duly arranged through the usual Air Force chapnels
- our Orderly Room clerk and the C.0., then 105 F.C.U. and Transit - and
eventually T found myself on the back of a truck ‘with all my worldly gear
endowed, ' on my way to RAAF Darwin, where once again I was 'In Transit'
waiting for a plane.

Duties around the station buildings were the order of the day - cne I well
recall was scouring the officers' urinals with steel wool in elevated build-
ings just repaired and occupied again after the air raids.

Anyway, one moxning about 4 or 5 o'clock, there was a call for L.A.C Fenton,
and there I was in the departure shed , one or two weak light globes burning -
black as pitch cutside - and a tropical rain storm fairly pelting down.
Gradually it became lighter, but still the rain came down in buckets.
Outside, the C.47 stood like a wet shag on a sandbank, wings extended to
dry, almost appearing to shiver as the sun came up and the vapour rose
around it from the quickly warming hard stand area.

Eventually it was announced that flying could start, and the bods in transit
started sorting themselves into groups, some lucky codgers flying south,
some to Truscott, or Milingimbi, Gove or other northern strips.

Climbing into the plane with all ny gear was quite an act in itself - the
engines were already twning over and warming. Up went the kit bag and
rifle, off came the back pack and through the door. Then up the little
steps hooked around the footplate, and I was on board with a few other

chaps and a lot of gear and boxes already lashed down and ready to go.

wWe left our gear heaped against the rear bulkhead; and we had the choice

of lying on it or sitting in one of the bum-shaped metal seats which could
be extended fram a long row along the side of the fuselage.

Then suddenly with a roar, it was 'up tail' and away - to bank over Darwin
and set a course of about 240 degrees cut over Joseph Bonaparte Gulf and
down in the general direction of W.A.

In all, the trip took a couple of hours, and at the cruising speed of a
Dakota, this meant about 300 miles. Then suddenly underneath there was

a large airstrip with a rough control tower, and several dispersal bays
where aircraft, looking remarkably like the Spitfires we saw on the films,
could be seen as we turned in to land. And indeed, Spitfires they were -
in all about 6 or more - and as I climbed down to the ground, 58 OBU
revealed more of its set up.

The strip served as a 'Forward Base' mostly, with bomber strikes to the
islands starting from there. Liberators, Mitchells and Venturas were the
principal visitors to "top up' before starting north; and at its Marine
Section, the long range Catalinas rested both before and after their long
24 hour patrols.

It was a real bush camp, with a few sheds and shelters made from rough

bush timber, black iron and steel mesh sheeted with sisalkraft, all scatter—
ed among the low trees and scrub. The strip itself was of immensely strong
interlocking steel mats of Marsden matting - and it had a large 'hump’
about half way along where it fell away into the distance, no doubt a big
help to heavily lcaded bambers when taking off.

The 154 truck was there - a big GMC battle waggon type of thing - and with

same mail and stores tossed on the back, in I got with the driver, then

off through the scrub on a seven or eight minute drive to 154 Radar camp.
5



The only real building as such was the Mess and kitchen - the men's mess
and canteen at one end - the smaller sergeants' mess at the other with

the cook's domain in between. Here there was a wood stove, a frig of sorts,
and some tubs made from 44 gallon drums cut lengthways. Outside were more
of these to wash our dixies, one with a fire underneath for hot soapy water,
the other with cold, rinsing water.

Nearby was a tank on a high stand — the only camp water supply which was
filled every day or so; a bench rade from boxes to wash and scrub clothes
on; and a rail and hook contraption to hang bucket showers on. The usual
tropical latrine was nearby too, - a double burner thing made of 44 gallon
drums sunk in the ground with a few sheets of black iron averhead all with
a bit of screening made of sisal.

The rest of the camp was of tents scattered through the bush over several
hundred yards altogether - probably ten or so tents in all - some sleeping
three or four men, or a couple of sergeants. There was one Orderly Room
tent with the C.0.'s guarters behind, and a guards' tent was alongside

the track where the trucks drove into camp.

I was allotted a bunk in the Operators' Tent - a comfortable double thing
with plenty of room for a table and benches. Sam, Mac., and 'Blue' were

my tent mates, so there were four of us sleeping there, two across the

end, and two along the sides. There was che electric light glcbe for nights,
and an electric jug for brews. Lockers and shelves were made from boxes,
and the tent sides were of strutted black iron which could be propped up

for coolness.

About 200 yards further through the bush was the 'Doover' line-up and fuel
store of dieseline. There were the two large vans with the receiver equip-
ment and the transmitter, two open sided trailers with the diesel generators,
and the mobile aerial trailer was a further 50 yards ahead again.

The station had been 'On Air' for six menths only when I arrived, so I

was probably replacing one of the original operators — and my stay was

to last 5 months.

Other than the basic accommodation described, the camp had no other facilities
- not even one of the small folding billiard tables from the ACF that we
occasionally saw at some stations, so apart from their Doover shifts, the
men had three places to gather - their tents - the Mess - or the ablutions
area. So it was no wonder that 'spinebashing' and brew making were the
principal ways to relax, for there wasn't even one comfortable chair to

sit on. Other than Sam's of course, for that more senior champion had
scored an old steamer chair from samewhere.

letter writing and reading were the big time-killers,- bocks, magazines
and occasionally newspapers when their lucky owners had finished with them.
Sometimes there was a walkabout expedition, with three or four going cut
together; and a couple of times each week there was a movie show on at

the strip.

There was a small beach near the station - Anjo Beach I think we called
it, or Butcher's Bay, where a bit of swimming and netting was done. 1
remember a small shark once becoming frenzied in the net and biting the
leg of a net puller who got too close - and I recall Sam from our tent
being the popular organiser and leader in most of these excursions because
of his ability to find his way home again through the scrub which all had
a disorientating sameness about it. Thinking back, its fortunate that
crocodiles were'nt encountered on these excursions, for we certainly gave
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them no thought, nor were we warned to be on guard against them.

Strangely, although there were aborigines in the area, and we saw them at
the strip occasionally, to my knowledge none ever visited 154 Radar, despite
the track from the strip to the station which would have led on to the

bush country and the beaches. Yet other radar stations proved irresistible
to aborigines, and they were actually encouraged to stay around the camps

to assist with odd jobs in return for rations and tobacco. So there were

a few unavoidable fatiques at times - water carrying, wood carting - though
most of these routine tasks were taken on by the guards, I quess.

The camp was actually shared with 319 Radar which had moved to Truscott
from Drysdale at the end of July 1944, though in truth because of the
different operating schedules, the two groups mixed mainly at meal times
and on excursions to the heach or pictures.

While I was there, we operators enlarged our tent, built an operations
rodan, and improved the canteen attached to the men's Mess - but mostly

we were left to our own devices, and provided we appeared on shift at the
appointed time, we suffered little supervision or discipline. The day

was marked by two things - the next time on shift - and the Mess gong.
There was no cammunal wireless, no announcements, no parades. We certainly
knew when a C.47 came in, then we would listen for the truck to come back

- and we knew the next gong signalled 'Mail.' And possibly a posting away.

154 Radar was a good example of a real bush station where a good cook was of
paramount importance. We had a cook and an assistant, and both did their
utmost with the tinned stores which seemed to provide the 'base' for most of
the meals, other than one or two after the C.47 had brought some fresh

meat from Darwin, and some fresh bread. There was always jam on the table,
and sauce to help the M. and V. pie go down, or the cold bully beef. Gener-
ally the meals were plain, enlivened with tinned fruit and sometimes jelly,
with an occasional feed of fish, and sometimes eggs for breakfast. It

was the brews made in the tents, though, that were the real 'get-togethers,'
when the parcels from home were brought out containing fruit, cake, biscuits,
and scmetimes a bit of fresh fruit or short-bread which had samehow survived
the long trip up north, These were all carefully shared and passed around
to go with the coffee or cocoa brew made with rich tinned milk and water.

January in the Kimberleys also meant the wet season — the weather was hot,
humid and oppressive. Unlike other stations where I had spent a few months,
there were no cooling sea breezes, no views of sparkling seas. The camp
seemed to bake in the bush which stopped any real breeze, and at times

the whole camp seemed to stifle. Even at 132 Radar there had been a pleasant
outlook, over a lagoon with water ~lilies and waterbirds, while wallabies
came out to play in the cool of the evening. But here all seemed contained
as part of the hush, and the feeling was rather claustrophobic in comparison.
The only wildlife in evidence was a cautious goanna which foraged around
the open sided tent, meanwhile keeping a wary eye on the occupants.

By March, the oppressive humidity seemed much less, and the 'walkabout'
expeditions started with Sam, Mac, and 'Blue.’ Together we explored the
camp surrounds, sometimes following the coast - sometimes following the
small creek beds. I can recall being loaned a boat by the Marine Section

on one oecasion for a fishing expedition, but as no fish were caught, no
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further forays by boat were attempted, even though we did come upon a large
shark basking in the shallows. Sam blazed at it with his rifle, ard the
thing tock off like a rocket.

There was the 16 mm picture show at the strip which was reqularly patron-
ised. And our sick parades were alsc held at the strip where there was
a small hospital with an M.0. in attendance. I remember being sent back
to Darwin on a Catalina for a few days when I broke a tooth, and the M.O.
thought it should be repaired rather than pulled out, After the dental
session I returned to Truscott on the regular C.47 mail and food run.

KHHENAB A




THE DOOVER AT 154 RADAR.

The operation of GCI stations in the north posed siting and manning problems
very different to the early warning stations. Their long range search
patterns usvally saw them set up on a high site facing out to sea in the
general direction of any possible enemy aircraft. They were invariably
lonely and isolated, and operated with a small 'on duty' crew.

GCI stations, with their limited range of 50 to 80 miles, operated very
differently. They were not so isolated, more often than not being located
close to the target area (which could be as large as a town or as amall

as an airstrip) and cperated with a larger crew, up to as many as five
men. It was essential also that the 'Doover' be sited in a saucer shaped
open area which tended to deflect the search beams into the desired high,
upward pattern for close, accurate interceptions.

154 Radar was placed close by Truscott airstrip, so named in honour of

8/1dr Keith Truscott, who lost his life tragically over the sea at Exmouth,
W.A. Truscott airstrip was a forward Australian OBU, one of a chain of
similar airstrips across northern Australia, and was literally carved ocut of
the scrub at the most northern part of the Kinberleys. Liberators, Mitchells,
and Venturas,- Aussies, Americans and Dutch regularly used the huge airstrip,
wiile Catalina flying boats refuelled and rested at the Marine Section

at West Bay.

A couple of flights of Spitfires from Darwin squadrons were the principal
guardians of the place, and these were operated on rotation from 54, 457

and 452 Squadrons. These were controlled by 154 Radar, a mobile type COL/GCI
unit of very impressive efficiency, though the 'Doover' was a rather untidy
line of five vehicles, parked under camouflage netting. The double frame
array was mounted on one four wheel trailer vehicle; the dual console
receiver, the plotting table and switchboard were all mounted in one Inter-
national van, and the large transmitter in another. The large Lister diesel
generating units were mounted on two more open sided trailers. In all, an
amazing amount of equipment to be crammed into such a small space 'on wheels,'
The radar equipment was English, and very up to date. Several stations were
equipped with similar sets which were mounted into the vans in Sydney at

1 RIMU, while the aerials had arrived as complete units.

The Controller, (sometimes the C.0.) two operators, a plotter and recorder
were reguired to crowd into the tiny receiver van when the set was operating,
and the lack of air and space caused the heat build-up to becaome almost
intolerable at times, though there was an annex of sorts over the doors,

and later a small control room was built when the statiom changed its every
day mode of operating. Despite the operating difficulties at times, all the
gear worked efficiently and reliably - that is, with the exception of the
aircooler and fan.

A large area around the 'Doover' vehicles was roughly cleared to help push
the beams into their upward pattern. In the Receiver van, there was the
large console with a residual trace PPI tube and a split trace CRT for
range and height, and a Selsyn type aerial control which could be motor
turned for fast searching, then switched to hand turning for accurate and
maximum echo. The Spitfire connection was simply a small speaker box fixed
to the roof, with a selector switch for 'A' and 'B' channels on R/T.
Somewhere closeby outside lived the W/T operator hooked in via a line fram
the small switchboard just inside the van - and opposite the switchboard
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was an almost upright plotting board.

The GCI set and its controls looked very similar to the long range M.V
COL, but there the similarity ended, for the set was operated in an entire-
ly different manner. The range trace was calibrated to half the distance
of the long range set, and could be 'split' or doubled with a comparison
of the split echoes, or their comparison ratio, being referred to a height
chart to give altitude. The aerial turned very rapidly to give a quick
succession of plots; and of course the Controller in charge, with his R/T
link to the fighter pilots was the main difference from the long range
Doover scene.

Earlier GCI equipment mounted in big Crossley vehicles had hand turned
aerials, cranked around by an operator stationed in the aerial cabin,

but 154 Radar, and its sister stations equipped with International wvehicles
had very precise Selsyn motor aerial controls which rotated the array very
rapidly under motor control. With that control disengaged, the aerial was
hand controlled, with the aerial motor responding precisely to the hand
turned wheel at the radar console, and so eliminating any surging. The
PPI operator was responsible for the aerial which was a little unusual,
for normally the CRT or range tube operator would be seeking the maximum
echo on his tube; but once the target spot appeared on the PPI tube, the
method seemed to be just as accurate. These several differences fram the
ardinary long range set represented the latest refinements on English
equipment used for controlling interceptions.

Real 'X' plot emergencies at 154 Radar were few, though the station was
called on in numerous local emergencies when our efforts were really worth-
while. Towards the end of the war, the station often worked on a stand-

by roster, but could be 'On Air' and fully manned in minutes. And 154
Radar also took the role of control approach unit, acting as the eyes of
the airstrip control tower by passing on plots of all aircraft flying within
about fifty miles of the airstrip.
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154 RADAR Histoxy Notes, mainly from the Station Diary.

154 Radar Station first appeared 'on paper' as a Unit in December, 1943, and
as with many other newly formed stations, its first administrative details
were attended to at Richmond Airbase in N.S.W., the 'Alma Mater' of Austra—
lian Radar where a high security school had been established for instruction
of most types of gear.

Keith Backshall, of Perth, joined the unit scon after its formation, as a
Sergeant Operator, and recently he mentioned those early days: "I arrived
at Richmond Base, N.S.W. on 6th. April 1944, having been transferred from

7 Radar, Wedge Island in S.A., and when I got there it was partly formed

and about ten others were already assembled.

"We stayed at Richmond until 12th. May 1944 when after loading the trucks
onte a ship at Sydney, we left for Darwin via Melbourne, Adelaide and Alice
Springs by troop train, and then truck convoy to 44 Radar Wing Darwin,
arriving there on 28th. May, 1944."

At Darwin, the men of 154 assisted in unloading the gear which had now
arrived by ship, and the trucks and trailers were brought to 44 Radar Wing at
Coomalie Creek where it was assembled and prepared for testing.

At this time, the station complement was listed as 41 men, congrising the
€.0., a W.0., and 4 Sergeants and 35 men, the unusually high nurber being
on strength to establish and set up the station as quickly as possible after
arriving at its new site.

The men were now able to operate and test the equipment, and although space
was at a premium inside the Receiver van, they could not fail but be impressed
with the efficiency of the new equipment.

Two large truck/vans housed the principal equipment, the nerve centre being
the receiver van which was equipped and set up as a amall operations room
with the double tube receiver cabinet placed crosswise behind the

truck cabin, but with sufficient room to give access to the back panels.

On the right, just inside the double rear access doors was the small switch-
board with about ten lines; and on the left was the plotting table with
adjustable back lighting. The small amount of central open space in front
of the receiver was meant to hold up to five men altogether, and this could
only be described as a very tight squeeze indeed.

The van was lined with a type of plywood, coloured and varnished, and there
was a tiny air conditioner intended to keep the place cool, a task which
was to prove impossible for the small unit in the tropical conditions of
northern Australia.

The large transmitter was fixed lengthwise in the second van; and the two
generating units were installed in two covered 4 wheel trailers with open
curtained, or screened sides. The aerial, or array of several demcuntable
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frames, was erected on a third large 4 wheel trailer with a heavy open
chassis and screw down stabilisers. On this was a large geared turntable
with an upright aerial cabinet housing the machinery of the thing.

The gear was operated and tested over same ten days, and proved quite satis-
factory. All too soon,the order was given to pack ready for embarkation
at the Port of Darwin, with F/Lt. A.Williams as 154's first C.0. The pro-
cession of vehicles set off for Darwin early on 21st. June, and the run

of 40 miles or so was completed without incident. At about the twelve mile,
Knuckey's Lagoon was passed where the big new RWG/GCI had been installed
at 132 Radar. The original 132 mobile station in Crossley vehicles, the
forerunner of their own new gear, had moved down to Adelaide River where
it was now renumbered and had become operational again as 150 Radar,

At Darwin, the entire station was loaded aboard the JOHN OWEN, a new Ameri-
can 'Liberty' type vessel of 7200 tons gross. The vehicles were the last
items loaded on board as deck cargo, and at 1900 hours, all had been carefully
and safely stowed. The JOHN OWEN was then ready to sail.

Two days later, on 23rd June, the vessel dropped anchor in West Bay, Anjo
Peninsula, the most northerly part of the Kimberleys; and at 1300 hours,
the unit prepared to disembark and unload. Temporary accommodation was
made available at the camp of 14 Mobile Works Squadron which had built

the new Truscott Airstrip. Their camp was within a mile or two of the
Marine Section heing established at West Bay. .

Unloading the freighter proved a lengthy operation, despite the "all hands
to the job" instruction on these occasions, for barges provided the ship
to shore link, and these could only be grounded on solid dry land at time
of high tide. The large variations between high and low tides along that
coast meant little could be achieved at other times. However despite the
slowness in unloading the freighter, the C.0. and a Survey Officer, F/0
Morgan, inspected the selected site for the station north of the strip on
26th. June; and two days later a team moved in to begin the layout of the
camp area.

The full complement of 154 Radar personnel arrived at the camp site on
4th. July, and three extremely busy weeks followed as the radar equipment
was brought ‘on air' and the camp was set up and occupied.

There were some immediate priorities to be observed in setting up camp

for 40 men. An adequate water supply had to be found or organised quickly -
carp hygiene had to be observed and latrines set up. Kitchen arrangements
were essential, and comminications had to be established; and of course,

the radar gear itself, the very reason for all the activity, had to be

set up in its operational location with the power lines laid on and the
aerial assembled. fThe equipment was actually in a state of readiness after
its recent testing and operation at Radar Wing, and was brought 'On Air’
after the large generators were started, and operators' shifts were drawn
up with all technical perscnnel now on duty.

Then construction of the kitchen and Mess building was started, its design
being simple yet adequate for the normal station complement, having a flat
skillion roof of black iron, with open fly-proof sides protected by iron,
sisal paper and iron mesh. There was a kitchen and store centrally placed,
with the Sergeants' and Officers' Mess at one end, the larger men's Mess
and the station canteen at the other.

And while the men of the station were attending to their tasks under the
watchful control of the Sergeants and W/0 Ashdown, the C.0., F/Lt. Williams
and F/0 Morgan of 12 Survey and Design searched for a suitable water source,
also for a site for 319 Radar which was caming in from Drysdale to be closer
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to the new airstrip.

Both of these tasks were carried out quickly, and by 17ch. July, the tents
of the camp were set up and scattered through the bush, while the kitchen
and Mess were well under way. The station itself was 'On Air' and in commun-
ication with the strip Fighter Contrel, also with Darwin, though R/T commun-
cation for direct control of the Spitfires from 154 Radar had yet to be
established.

The 20th. July was to prove the highlight of 154's history, though this
fact was certainly not then apparent, of course. Two descriptions of the
day's events have survived, differing only very slightly in detail. But
from these two versions, it becomes clear that 154 Radar and the Fnglish
pilots of 54 Squadron, RAF, played the key roles in the shooting down and
des truction of the last Japanese plane to be intercepted over the Austra-
lian mainland in W.W.2.

THE LAST ENEMY PLANE SHOT DOWN OVER AUSTRALIA IN W.W.2.
20th. July, 1944.

The first warning of an intruder aircraft in the area was received from

an early warning station at Cape Levegue, W.A. At the time, all the RAAF
stations on Anjo Peninsula were recovering from a transition period. 58
OBU had just transferred operations from Drysdale to Truscott. 154 Radar
was still working up to peak efficiency, and establishing its camp after
having arrived fram Darwin. 319 Radar was about ready to transfer from
Drysdale to Truscott; and the radar eyes for the airstrip were the LW/AW
stations on Sir Graham Moore Island and on Montalivet Island down the coast,
The 154 GCI equipment was working and was operational, but the R/T link
fram the Receiver cabin to the Spitfires had not yet been established. So
while the station could actually plot any planned interception, any instruc—
tion from the Controller in charge could only be commmnicated through the
FCU R/T at the airstrip operations unit.

The Spitfires were 'Scrambled' at 8.50 a.m., and were back on the ground

at 9,30 a.m. In that time, the three Spitfires of 54 Squadron, RAF, climbed
to a height of 27000 feet, with one plane deployed over the Drysdale Mission
area - the enemy reconnaissance plane was intercepted and shot down just
north of Truscott, with the plane falling into Vansittart Bay, and the
Spitfires were back on the ground.

The 154 Diary records......"Plots were passed to the Fighter Control Unit
every 45 seconds, and filtered heights at regqular intervals, and in so
doing supplied the necessary information to the Controller, which enabled
him to vector the fighter to a position 1000 feet below and slightly behind
the target, this enabling the Spitfire to attack from the blind spot.

No attempt was made at controlling directly from the GCI as up to the date
in guestion, a Controller had not been allotted, nor was the UHF R/T

set up complete.......”

Reith Backshall, the Sergeant Operator at the time, recalled the interception
recently....."The equipment we had was relatively new, and had an effective
range of only 50 miles. It was capable of giving a screen projection of the
target and the interceptors, and could also calculate the height of the
target to within 100 feet. The operation was handled by two radar operators
with a pilot as flight Controller. The Controller was in radio contact

with the fighter planes, and in fact it was he who scrambled the Spitfires
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and gave them flight details progressively to ensure them intercepting the
Japanese plane before it reached the strip.

As far as I can remember, the Controller was F/Lt. Mailey, who was a son
of the former Test cricketer, Arthur Mailey. We received a 'Tally Ho'
from the Spitfires when the Dinah aircraft was slightly north of our base,
and we went outside the vans to watch the dogfight. Tt was a very short-
lived affair, and the Dinah was soon in flames and diving earthwards.

It crashed in the ocean sare miles north of cur camp, and was in fact found
by an Australian airman at low tide that day.....

..... The pilots of the Spitfires visited the Radar camp that day, and from
memory I am sure they were British pilots who had been in Australia for
only a short time......"

The Spitfires were in fact piloted by English pilots of 54 Squadron. An
extract from the Squadron's unit history sheet tells of the short action......
+."F/Lt. Gossland, F/Lt. Meakin and F/Sgt. Knapp formed the Sguadron's
detachment at Truscott. They were "Scrambled' at 0850 hours by the Controller
and F/Sgt. Knapp was 'Vectored' to Drysdale Mission. The two officers
sighted the Dinah at 27000 feet, and as they approached the target from
astern, they saw the aircraft dropping clusters of aerial fragmentation

bombs which fortunately burst below and behind them, F/Lt. Gossland made

his attack from the port stern, and his fire was seen to strike both engines,
the port wing and the fuselage. The Dinah fell away in a steep dive, and
F/Lt. Meakin followed. )

He attacked and fired, and the starboard wing broke away. Flames burst

from the Dinah, and it fell to crash into the sea about five miles north

of the Truscott strip..... "

A salvage crew later recovered the aircraft, and it was left in the bush
intand from the West Bay Marine Section.

Later from Japan came the information that the plane had belonged to the
70th. Independent Flying Squadron of the 7th. Flying Division, The crew
had comprised pilot and cbserver, Army Lts. Kioshi Iizuka and Hisaoitch.
The aircraft had been based in Timor, and was described as a Type 100
Tactical Reconnaissance Type 2, 1940 Model KI 46 Dinah.

More recently, the few remains of this aircraft, the last enemy aircraft
to be shot down over the Australian mainland, have been identified and
recovered, to be placed on exhibition in Perth at the Aviation Museum.
The interception took place over what was and still is the loneliest and
most remote part of Australia, and this short, sharp action on 20th. July,
1944, so scon after 154 Radar had arrived at Truscott is the station's
principal claim to a place in Australia's war history.

After this very early and successful interception action, it seemed rather
an anti-climax to be settling down again into the daily schedule of jobs
and priorities, but the work was taken up again with enthusiasm, and a
week later the camp was to all appearances finished, with the Mess and
kitchen completed, an elevated water tank in position nearby with bucket
showers and clothes washing arrangements all close together.

Scattered through the bush were same ten tents for the station personnel,
with some of these already being improved to suit the whims of their new
tenants, with extensions, floors, tables, lift-up sides and so on, and
these various tent improvements were to continue as long as the camp existed,
and suitable items could be begged, borrowed or scrounged.
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The phone and power lines had been laid on through the camp area, using
trees as posts; and where the main track entered the camp from the airstrip,
the guards had set up their tent, with the C.0.'s tent and Orderly Room
tent nearby. Throughout the entire site, few trees had been removed, and
with the camouflaged effect of the thick green and black paint applied
liberally to tents and equipment, the camp itself would have been hardly
vigible from the air.

5/1dr. Chiltern, Cammanding Officer of 44 Radar Wing, visited the new sta-
tion on 27th. July; and on the following day a high pressure group of
officers arrived - G/Cpt. Chamberlain, the Director of Radio Services -
G/Cpt. Jeffrey, Comanding Officer of 1 Fighter Wing -G/Cpt. Counsell,
Principal Medical Officer MWA — S/Ldr. Grout Smith, Area Radar Officer —
and F/It. Armstrong, Officer Commanding 105 FCU Detachment, ANJO. Probably
the recent successful interception was the reason for such & large group
s0 soon after the station's arrival on the peninsula; and Keith Backshall
also remembers the visit of the English Spitfire pilots to 154 Radar soon
after their victory.

At this time, the station strength was still considerable - 1 Officer,

1 Warrant Officer, 4 Sergeants and 35 men.

Early in August, 319 Radar - an IW/AW station which had been located at
Drysdale, arrived at Truscott under the command of Act. F/Lt. Hammer, and
became a 'lodger! unit at the 154 camp. Their tents were erected mainly
to one side of the camp, but the Mess and ablutions were shared, and the
two groups of men mingled for outings to the beach and pictures. 319 Radar
stayed at their chosen site until October 1945.

The chain of early warning Radar stations protecting Truscott airstrip

was now made up of three stations, and all three were operating with IW/AW
equipment. There was 344 Radar, down the coast quite a distance on Monta—
livet Island, and thought of as a hard, outback station with few comforts.
317 Radar was on Sir Graham Moore Island about twenty miles out from Truscott
where an American LORAN Master Station was also located,(and a few extra
amenities could occasicnally be expected for that reason) - and 319 Radar
was now on Anjo near the strip where a 16 mm picture show operated a couple
of times each week. Their radar cover of the strip was complemented by

the specialised GCI equipment of 154 Radar also sited near the airstrip.

August passed with no further excitement. Two officers were attached to
154 Radar to gain experience as GCI Controllers; and on 14th. August, the
first tests of the R/T between the station and the Spitfires were success-
fully carried out. Then followed a series of practice interceptions at

high altitude, controlled from the Receiver cabin, and using the Spitfires
as both target and interceptor aircraft. These were considered to be very
successful.

Then there were visits by another group of officers - S/Ldr. Kennet, Deputy
Principal Medical Officer, MWA - 8/Ldr. Ryan, the Area Electrical Officer, —
and F/Lt. Russell, Area Filter Officer. F/O. Hibbins from 44 Radar Wing
also was attached to the station for a week while he searched for a more
suitable station site, apparently unsuccessfully. All these visits must
have put considerable strain on the limited resources of the Officers'

Mess - very much so on its accommodation capacity, for it was very smalll

September can best be described as a ‘settling down month,' and the set
was adjusted to its maximum efficiency. The cperators were familiarised
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with the capabilities of the gear, and also made aware of any possible
difficulties that they could encounter, There were radar Jjamming tests

- camouflage inspection and testing - and there were more R/T tests. Ex—
tensive calibration checks were carried out, and the aerial was adijusted,
matched and phased. The stationary diesel engines, the generators and

the station motor transport were all checked, and finally a new height
chart was produced, this being the means of estimating aircraft altitude
when the double array was 'split' to receive two echoes on the range trace,
a comparison estimate of these being referred to the chart from which the
altitude could then be calculated. And so after all these checks and adjust-
meni:, the station was considered to be as efficient as possible for its
tasks.

Late in the menth when it was hoped a quieter time could be expected, a
tent in the Sergeants' lines was camplétely destroyed by fire, indicating
that the one thing overlocked was the camp fire drill!

There were three 'stand-by' alerts in October, with 154 Radar being alerted
by W/T messages from 105 FCU. One proved to be a Mosquito - another was
revealed to be a Beaufighter, and the third a quiet old DC3 going about

its affairs.

It had been decided after the extensive testing in the previous month that
the performance of the eguipment could be improved by felling all trees
within 100 yards of the aerial. This involved much work and sweating -

and resulted in the ruining of the careful camouflage work which was thought
to be completed.

There were more practice interceptions - and on 30th. October, one Spitfire
was Vectored to intercept 4 Mitchell medium bombers returning from an oper-
ational flight. Fortunately, the crews being on the ball and alerted,

the Spitfire was not challenged by the rear qunners!

Two distinguished visitors this month were G/Cpt. Jeffrey, C.0. of 1 Fighter
Wing, and G/Cpt. Walker, C.0. of 105 FCU.

November began with more practice interceptionsz, in the belief that 'practice
makes perfect.' F/Lt. Mailey and the C.0Q. controlled the exercises, and

it was decided that some error had now appeared in estimating the altitude of
the target aircraft. A test flight was arranged immediately, and this
indicated that the height calculation was definitely in error, caused in
all prohability by the removal of the trees around the Doover, which in
turn caused an alteration to the vertical polar diagram, or the 'lobe’
pattern.

F/0 Berry was attached to the station as Controller, and further exercises
were carried out, witha Spitfire making three special runs at 10000 feet,
15000 feet, and 20000 feet, so that re-calibration of the array could be
completed.

On 16th. November, S/tdr. Carver, the Anglican Padre from Darwin visited
154 Radar, this being the first visit by a Padre to the camp, though church
services were held at the OBU camp. The same day, a fierce electrical
storm cut all telephone communication between the station and the FCU at
the strip, and contact was immediately made by W/T. This was maintained
until all lines were serviceable again. and with the completion of a new
height chart for the range operator, two successful interceptions showed
that the height estimation was again correct.

On 27th. November, the station went 'Off Air,' - and after 45 minutes the
mechanic discovered that the 10 core cable between the aerial and the
receiver had been eaten out by termites, and for ‘'seconds' they had tried
portion of the wooden crates containing the spare CRT tubes.

At this time, there were 20 Personnel on strength.

16



December proved to be a very guiet month at 154. On the Ist., a party
drove in to the OBU recreation hut for a church service, conducted by F/Lt.
Beckett; and later in the month Wing Commander Douglas of 79 Wing visited
the Fighter Control.

Meanwhile, down at the Doover, repair work was being carried out, and by
the 17th., an elevated platform had been constructed between the Receiver
van and the aerial to carry the cable connection. This was made as termite
proof as possible with pitch and oil; and then a further day was spent
painting the aerial cabin and the frames.

On 12th, January, 1945, the Controller, F/Lt. Mailey took over command

of the station, and F/Lt. Williams returned to 105 FCU which shortly after-
wards changed its name to Air Defence Headquarters {ADHQ)}. The small refrig-
erator air conditioner in the Receiver cabin had became faulty, and operating
corditions had been made very unpleasant in the very small space. The

unit was serviced by a visiting technician from 5PWO, and an inspection

of the station was made by the AOC North Western Area, Air Conmodore
Charlesworth., F/Lt. Lewis called to inspect and report on the generating
units, and a weatherproof hut was built near the Transmitter van to house
all the WY and R/T gear, so improving conditions for the operators and
mechanic.

F/0 W.W.Waldron assumed command of the station in February, and G/Cpt.

Walker, C.0. of ADHQ, visited the unit to explain the implementation of

a new system of operations in which 154 Radar would act in liaison with

the airstrip FCU and Control Tower in introducing a new method of controlling
the approach and departure of all aircraft to and fram the airstrip.

The construction of an Operations Room commenced as an extension and enlarge-
ment of the Receiver cabin. This was to contain a large grid reference

map of the area to show all aircraft courses and paths, and a large display
board was prepared to list daily details of aircraft ETA's and ETD's. The

GCI equipment appeared very suitable for this method of strip approach,

as aircraft could be watched almost to touchdown.

While the room was being constructed, a storm covered the area in a thick

pall of dust, and a call from a flight of four Spitfires brought the station
into an emergency search exercise. The planes were quickly located north
west of the peninsula, and past the strip in zero visibility over the sea.
They were ‘Vectored' back to Truscott airstrip.

On 27th. February occurred the most puzzling incident in 154's history.

A plot was received which was thought to be an enemy aircraft, the time

being about 10 p.m. on a moonlit night. The aircraft was located, and

was pletted flying at low altitude towards the coast about thirty miles

from the station. The aircraft plot was covered by radar jamming echoes
which were confusing, but the echo of the target plane could still be detected
and plotted. A yellow alert was issued by F/0 Waldron, but the echoes
disappeared as the target reached the coast. The Spitfires were not scrambled.
The general opinion seamed to be that the target must have been a seaplane.
(Strangely, the puzzle was solved soane 49 years later when a story was

told in 'More Radar Yarns' cencerning a Hudson approaching the coast

carrying contraband cigarettes, These were hidden in a sack containing ‘window,’
the strips of foil used to confuse Radar, and the surplus window was thrown
from the plane. The dates of the two incidents co-incided!)}

March to May, 1945.
The daily routine continued and became well established over this period
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of three months. with 154 Radar acting in its new role of Control Unit

for Truscott airstrip. There were several practice interceptions to maintain
the GCI skills, and there were routine gear ealibrations and equipment
checks. Australian squadrons of Liberators and Mitchells were now the most
frequent visitors staging through Truscott, and the 'Black Cat' flying

boats seemed to be calling more frequently at the West Bay Marine Section.
154's new Commanding Officer, F/0Q 'Snow' Waldron proved himself an energetc
and popular officer, and was very anxious to improve morale. He called

in at the men's tents at brew time for a talk, a mug of tea, and a cigarette;
and he introduced the idea of having a social night at the beginning of

each month, mainly quizzes, talks and concerts, with a brew and a few bottles
of beer or lolly water.

The station dealt with three very real emergencies - on 23rd. March when

a Liberator crashed after take-off into Vansittart Bay and alr/sea rescue
attempts followed - and an May 3rd. when the Spitfires were scrambled and
directed to a lost C47, and the Dakota was then able to follow the fighter
planes back to Truscott - and again on 19th. May when the Direction Finding
equipment on a Liberator broke down, and 154 was able to pass course bearings
to the strip operations from where they were relayed on to the plane to
bring it home.

May 20th. was the worst day ever for Truscott, for Liberator A72-160 exploded
on take-off, and a Spitfire burst into flames on landing.

June camenced with an attempted interception which caused scame concern,

as the 'X' plot was showing no IFF. The interception was not successful,
however, and it was afterwards revealed that the unidentified plane had
been a Mosquito. Probably it had shown the Spitfires a clean pair of heels!
F/Lt. McColl, an R.C. Padre, visited the unit on the 13th., and on 17th.

a new idea was attempted - a cricket match between 154 and 319 Radar Stations.
Unfortunately, the result was not recorded.

Regular equipment tests and exercises were carried out to maintain effic-
iency, and a visit was made by F/0 Harris, the ADHQ Radar Officer. W/0O

Jack Scadden and his maintenance team spent some days on the equipment,

and the station camouflage was inspected. ©On 21st. June, the staticn was
put on a search for an overdue Spitfire due to land at Truscott, and no
plots had been picked up on the plane. After a very anxious search period,
the station received advice that the Spitfire had not taken off!

Early in the month of July, F/0 Beeston took over command of the station
from F/Lt. Waldron, who had received his promotion while at 154. At the
monthly unit party on 12th. of the month, the departing C.0. took the oppor-
tunity to say 'Farewell' to the men, a typical gesture from a popular C.O.
which would have been appreciated. The new idea of sporting matches con-
tinued with an Australian Rules Pootball match being played on the 15th.,
and a cricket match against the AWC on the 22nd. The cricket match resulted
in an astonishing win by 100 runs and an innings for Radar - and the football
match also gave 154 a victory.

On the 28th., a cricket match was played against Signals with an easy Radar
win, and in a return football match, Radar again defeated the OBU. OQuite

a big month on the Anjo Sporting Calendar, and what a reputation Radar

must have earned for itself.

Despite the scaling down of activities, the gear was maintained and tested,
practice interceptions were carried out, and on the 24th., a Spitfire was
scrambled after an 'X'plot which proved to be an Air Sea Rescue launch on
an IFF test run. There was also an 'X' plot on the 30th. when a Spitfire
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The Radarx Transpoat.

Above. The big GMC fransport of 154 Radan off to the beach
for a few hours' redaxatdion. Men grom 319 Radar are
afso on board,

Befow. The 'work truck.' The radat men ai the Truscatt astrdip
waiting for supplies and maif. The tail of the (47
can be aseen above the men.




Above. The Deover fine up of vehicfes from the camoudfaged, o4
noxthern adide.

Befow. The gendal in its assembfed fonm and ready to openate,
Frank S{ubba, radar mechanic, and Jack Mefcaffe, Sgt. Fitter
DMT are shown at the aeriaf, behind which can be seen the
naised platfonm carnying the cable f{rom the vehicfes, The
cabfe was eaten out by teamites when fying on the ground.

“"!Phatoa - Keita Backashaff and Sian ledgex.)
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154 Radan.

Abgve. The Doover Line-up of vehicfes, from the 'open', on access
side. Note that the trees have been feffed to improve the
fobe pattean.

Bedow. The Recedver consofe. From fthis posifion interceptions were
controfled. At the Left {s the aeriaf control; the PPT tube
which gave the beanings; the CRT on zange fube whdich gave

range and hedight cafoulation. Test equipmenit at the right.
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Above ;

One of the Spitfires at Tauscoil adnsinip, controffed
faom 154 Radaxr.
Befow;

The 154 GMC fransport meeis the C47 at Thuscott aqiastndip
to coflect supplies and mail.

(Photos - Yim Trevor and Bayan Wardfe.)

22




was scrambled. After flying through the target area three or four times, it
was realised that the plot was caused by a 'meteorological phenomena.' In
height and track, it resembled a slow moving aircraft.

August 1945,

Early in the month, a couple of visitors fram ADHQ who were friends of

the C.0. stayed on the station for a short while, and oystering proved

a popular past-time....Truscott oysters had earned a deservedly high reputa-
tion. And a new fishing net arrived from Area Welfare, while local plans
were brought into play to catch the really big one in camouflage netting.
On the 6th. August, two practice interceptions were held, and both proved
unsuccessful. The lack of both Radar operator practice and fighter pilot
practice was blamed. A cricket match was played against the AWC on their
home ground, and this resulted in yet another win for Radar.

News came through of an anticipated Japanese surrender, which proved a
great cause of celebration at the monthly party - and the camouflage-cum—
fishing net provided a good feed,

August 15th., 1945. V.P. Day. Japan accepted the Allied surrender terms,
- and the station promptly went 'Off Air', though the day on the station
proved to be quiet. Next day a 'Victory Bash' was held in the new Recreation
Hut just recently completed, and on the 17th., the entire unit excepting
Duty Personnel went on a picnic, with a follow up picnic held the next

day at Anjo Beach on Vansittart Bay.

Advice was received that 319 Radar, the 'lodger'station at the Radar camp,
was to be closed, and a Farewell get-together was held in the Recreation
Hut. The OBU lent their piano for a most enjoyable and successful evening.
On the last day of the month, yet another picnic was held at Anjo Beach.
Obviously the men were becaming impatient to be on their way hame - " the
difficult position is fully appreciated, and we are endeavouring to get
the most cut of our stay at Truscott.” (Diary note.) To this end, Bryan
Wardle, Frank Stubbs and Bernie Geraghty received permission to plan

and to set out on a local expedition towards the head of Vansittart Bay -
undoubtedly this was the most ambitious of all Walkabout trips made From
154, and the trip was carefully planned to take up to six days, using all
knowledge available for water, course planning etc. The three found the
going extremely arduous, and even somewhat frightening when trying to find
their way back to the strip in such lonely, isolated country, and they
were relieved when their course eventually brought them without warning

to the airstrip. Their trip has been well recorded by Bryan.

September 1945 was to be the final month for 154 recorded in the Diary,

and early in the month, another good day was spent by the unit down at
Anjo Beach. On the day following, Sgt. John Metcalfe, the Fitter DMT left
the unit to 'go south' on discharge; amd soon afterwards, LAC Frank Stubbs,
a Radar wechanic, also returned to Darwin. Both men had spent a relatively
long time on 154.

On the 12th. of the month, the 154 softball team toock a trip to Sir Graham
Moore Island by barge to play the local team. Somehow the arrangements
had been mistaken, for the 317 Radar team proved to be 'non est.' But the
Americans on the LORAN station immediately picked a team, and an interesting
and enjoyable match was played. This time the result was not recorded,

sc it can be assumed the 154 team lost to the Allieg!

The station was back 'On Air' on the 14th., guiding two Liberators in to
Truscott. The radios were partly U/5, and so the 'Vectors,' or course
directions and bearings were passed by a complicated relay system.
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Quite a large volume of air traffic was to be expected over the next few
weeks as Liberators and Mitchells from Darwin staged through Truscott on
their way to the Islands to drop supplies to POW's and Dutch internees;

and by the 20th., the increase in traffic was quite noticeable. On the
26th, of the month, the first of the POW's and Dutch arrived, and they
seemed fairly fit, perhaps because of the Australian supplies they had
received. And on the next day, ancther party arrived including same Dutch
women - said to be the first women to land on Truscott Airstrip. And yet
another party of evacuees arrived on the 29th.

There were two entertainments this month at the OBU, and these were espec—
ially welcome because the picture shows had became almost non-existent. Four
musical artists presented a comcert and played classical music records;

and on 3rd. October, the Army concert party, 'The Tasmaniacs,' put on gquite
a good show. 154 men were at both, of course.

And with the comment the 'Radar again proved itself in being instrumental
in saving the lives of two alrcraft crews who were in distress,' - that
‘Morale on the unit is exceptionally high,' the 154 Radar Diary concludes
finally with the comment....'on the whole, the unit is a happy one.’

And that's how I, too, remember 154 Radar, Truscott.
POSTSCRIPT.

By the end of Sepfemben, 1945, both 344 Radar and 319 Radax had departed
from Truscott, Leaving 317 Radan cpenating from Sin Graham Moore I+land, with
154 sTilE 'On Air' close to the airstndp. Meamvhife, the navigationaf

LORAN stations on Sin Grgham Moore and Champagny lsfands continued operating
Lo assist aircraft fLying to and from the islanda nonth of Australia, and
were beding increasingly staffed by RAAF Radar crews as the Amendcans theae
deparied fon home.

AL 154 the daily routine continued quietfy - ainrcraft feaving or approaching
Truscold wene thacked, so giving greaien control and safety. At the 154
camp, no doubi The Recreation Hut completed just before the end of hostilities
as da fodnt 154/319 facility offered some additionaf means of unif comfoxt
and relaxation,verny wefcome aince the OBU pictures, and maif and ration
dediveries had aff become sometimes uncertfain.

A few men had been posted back to Daswin. Three others from 154 wexe posted
to LORAN -Bernie Geraghty, Bob Aithen and 'Sfim' Ward. An entinedy new
crew saw to the fast few weeks of the station, and to the packing and moving
of the technicaf gean. The Doover - the International #nucks and trailers,
apparently were seady to move out, and 317 Radar alfso had closed, packed,
and moved grom the {sfand to Truscott.

Meanwhife, down the coast at Champagny, the RAAF veasef 06-16, a smalf

100" coasial steamer of 300 tons, had dropped a cargo of fued for the isfand
LORAN sfation. Capiain Vic. Pedersen, the welf known Truscoti 'Salve,’
arnived by Catalina fo join the vessel which then moved #o Kunmunya M{ssion
Lo pdck up his Tiger Moth aircraft which had fonce-Panded nean there the
month before. T4 task accomplished, 06-16 nosed its way back to Weat

Bay, Tauscoft, anniving there fate in November.

154 and 317 Radar personnel, and alf Radar gean and equipment were fLoaded

on board, and the vesself then saifed for Damwin on 29th. November, 1945.
Meanwhife, 154's C.0., Paddy Beeston, refutned to Darwin on a Fainmife

ASR crafil (probabfy HMAS AIR SATLOR) where he became Adjutant at ADHQ.

The finaf 154 crew was reconded in @ photograph, included in this atony.

So ends the story of 154. HRBEHRE R
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The final crew af 154 Radaxr:
Back Row; L-R. 'Bluey' Kedth; Russ Ames; Harny Baifey;
Chanfie Wrnight; 'Wiz' Campbeff; 'Snow' ? .
Front Row; Murray Widcombe; Trev. Spencer; Geoff Kelso;
Chris Crowe.
Befow:

RAAF Vessel 06-146 af Champagny LORAN Station. The vessed
retunned to West Bay TruscoXf, where it picked up 154
and 317 men and equipment, Leaving for Daxwin on 29th.

November, 1945.
w pr———— ]

{Photos - Russ Ames and Affan Feagquaon.)
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 EAOM _CHIEF OF AIR STAFF, upoa THE COWCLUS 10/ OF HOSTILITIES WITH OUR EHEMI-

. ES! I DES!EE TO EXPRESS TO - ALL RANKS WY APPRECIATION AND THANKS OF THE LOYAL
SERVIGE'S THEY, HMIE RENDERED AND HHICH HAVE S0 GREATLY CONTRIBUTED TO THE
FlNAL SUGCESS THE L&YALTY AND SUPPORT ALVMAYS SO FREELY GIVEN THHQUGHQUT

.l.l_.AN ORDERLY FASHION AND IN ACCOﬁDANCE 'HITH A GENERAL PLAH APPROVED BY THE
GOVEBNHENT. THIS \HLL ENSURE EQUITY: TO ALL AND 15 THE SUREST MEANS OF PREV-
ENTING DlSOHGAMSATION &ND ENSUH[NG EXPEDITION, /THE HiGH SPIRIT WHICE HAS
. ANlmATED ALL YOUR ACTIVITIES TO THE PO[NT OF VIGTO’Y FHLL | HAVE MO DOQUBT
.CO“TH\UQ TH-\DUGH Ti;?SﬂHE DlFFlCU[T PERIOD VHICH 0% FOLLOWS. ASn’ ALL RFE

RANKS TO EXERCISE PATIENCE AND APPLY 'THEM SELVES ASS1DUOUSLY TO THE VARIED
ThY V.IHPHCH mUST BE;. P«LLGTED T0. THEM PURING THE INTERIH PERIOD. YOUR DELQEB~
lLISATiO\I 'IFILL 8E EFFECTED W ACCORDANCE WITH A PRIORITY SYSTEM PAREFUILY
DES1GNED T0 DO JUSTICE AS BETWEEN MEHBERS AND AT THE SAWME TIME r_hSURE THAT
L. ESSE!\.TIAL SERVICE COMMITMENTS ABE MET ltl THE SM‘1E LOYAL EHMD EFFICIERNT MANN
':( ER AS DURING THt -PERLOD OF. ACTUAL HOSTILITIES. THE SERVI.CE COMMITMENTS T0

wmcn | REFER WILL INGLUDE SUCH MATTERS AS OGCUP AT 10U OF, EHEI-‘IY TERRITORIES
AIR TRANBFORTATHOM OF PERSONNEL ESSENT{AL SERVICES I cc«NECTION WITH
0GR RRISPNERS GF. WAR AND ORDERLY HANDLING OF smnss ,AND EQUIPMENT. FuLL
CDETAILS OF THE IDEMOBILISATION-PLANS WILL BE' |ssm—:n T0, vou 1. THE NEAR
CEITURES THIS MESSAGE 3§ TO:BE' READ BY COMMANDING OFFICERS TO ALL PERSO-
SNNEL.©OM RARADES SPECIALLY GALLED FPA THE PURPOSE.

PRIOAITY. BIL

COP IES TO #2756 0BU ORDERLY Roow
1: 154 RADAR STATION
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THE TROUSCOTT PICTURES — 1945,

Who could ever forget the services picture shows ‘up north.'

There were two ‘more or less' regular shows at Darwin, also a mobile pro-
jection unit which moved arcund on a regular schedule to various locations.
The open air and the free and easy ways of the audience leave an indelible
memory, even though those nights ‘under the stars' are now so long ago.
Probably my happiest memories are of the picture shows at Truscott. When I
arrived there early in 1945, the OBU possessed one 16 mm projector. This
was put to almost nightly use showing the latest releases from the Americans,
who saw that their 16 mm libraries were up to date with the latest. The
picture was small and dim - the sound not always clear, but how well those
shows were received! Those shows were the social event in our Truscott
lives!

The theatre was merely a clear patch of ground, the sheet at one end stretched
on a frame,- the projector machine at the other, protected from the weather
by a raised prefabricated hut.

Our truck usually left the 154 camp at seven - a standing arrangement.
Then came the mad dash along a bush track, dodging trees and ducking under
wires.

Each man attended to his particular fads and camforts. Joe, the cook,
usually wore overalls as protection against mosquitoes. Sam often wore
his tin hat to guard against the showers, and tock his treasured old steamer
chair for added comfort. Waterproof capes were standard dress, to sit

on if not needed; and nearly everyone tock his own needs in the way of
sweets and tobacco.

The seating was supplied by the theatre. That is to say, empty flour tins
by the dozen were stacked nearby after being discarded by the kitchens.

We usually arrived about ten minutes early. This time was usefully spent
scrutinising the audience or yarning. Perbaps a 'bash' was on, and a large
number were present - American, Dutch or Aussie air crews from Darwin,

or perhaps a few Pamnie Spitty pilots. Then of course we would be set

for a yarn about Darwin or scuthern cities. At other times, perhaps the
audience was made up of only twenty or so.

A single electric light globe illuminated the clearing, and the dousing

of this was the signal that the show was scon to start. Everyone rose

to stretch his legs, and then waited for George to appear on the screen.
The Anthem was invariably received in silence, but immediately on its comple-
tion, the shouts heard at picture shows everywhere were heard yet again:
"What about Joe?"  "Blow Joe - we want Bing - Joe can't sing.' And so on.
Then followed a moment's noisy scuffling as the audience reseated itself
on the flour tins. Other than officers and Sam, of course, who all had
steamer chairs.

Newsreels were usually shown first and were well received, for quite often
home scenes from southern cities were shown, and these were always welcome,
more so than the scenes of the war. Scometimes an old cartoon would appear
from some film archives, and this duly received its fair share of applause.
The title of the principal film would then flash on following a spell of

a few minutes while reels were changed. This break was spent in taking up
better positions, stretching the legs, lighting cigarettes, passing round
sweets, and 5o on. Then on came the title of the principal film.

The wags and comedians in the audience now came into their own, and at the
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slightest chance, scenes were utterly ruined as the local wits beat the
actors by miles with their own brand of repartee.

Often two or three dogs would be present, and these too could usually be
relied on to start a fight as a counter attraction. Howls, fangs, barks,
snarls and thrashing limbs could be relied on to campletely take over the
entertainment from any film, and until one dog eventually emerged from
the dust as the winner, little attention would be paid to the screen,

No picture night was ever regarded as coawplete unless Liberators or Mitchells
returning from a mission, circled overhead waiting their turn to land,
effectively drowning the soundtrack with the dinning thunder of their many
engines. BAll would gaze upwards as their red and green lights winked among
the stars; and as each plane came in to land, so the thunder would gradually
lessen until once more the hero and heroine could be heard, their voices

now sounding thin and insignificant.

Quite often, a family or two of tribal aborigines from the bush were present,
the airstrip being a popular calling place while on walkabout. They would sit
huddled together, a few feet fram the screen, taking in every movement in

a wondering silence. Should perhaps any viclent fight erupt on the screen,
they would become almost frenzied in their excitement. Iove scenes would
leave them unimpressed though, except perhaps for a giggle or two fram

the women as they sucked their pipes or crabclaws.

With the end of the show, a mad race would develop. Flour tins would
hurtle through the air fram all directions inte ope. big dump, and then
the last man to reach the truck would be in danger of being left. Once
more the mad dash through the trees to home; through the creek, under the
wires, past the showers amd so back to camp. Lights would flash on in
tents, brews were made; then gradually the lights would go out, leaving
a dark, silent camp area, with only the low scund of the generators down
by the Doover to disturb the night.

LLEE LR 2E)
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JOE - Our Greek Cook.

Joe oux cook at 154 was a Greek by binth, but no more ‘pro-Australia’ aiiman
even came north. A typical Mediternanean in appearance, shont, fat and
dark, Joe was a hapoy workexn, popufar with the men, and more importantfy,

a good cook and spotfessly clean, though truth be known, no one had ever
seen Joe under the showers, Joe was known fo be rather fouchy aboul his
figune, and preferned to take sponge baths aften daxk nather than share

a bucket shower in with the men.

The stony was that Joe joined the Airn Force lo stop the Japs getting hia
hamburngen shop back {n Newcastle. True or not, he wad a very good cook,
and his kitchen and atore became his world - his very reason for existence,
and often he was to be seen working there at adight, and again firnstf thing
next morning wher we got up for eanfy shift af Adix. The only variation

to his noutine was a night out once a week at the OB picfures when he wore
his cvenalls and gaitens to heep as many wmossies as possible auway from

his pontly figure. His 'On Duty' dress was afways the same. Singlef and
shonts - on nathen Blamey bLoomers in Joe's case - bfack sechs and boofs

- and his badge of office was a clean white apron, fresh on every day.
Frem behind tﬁe senvery window, Joe afways busify presided at the serving
cut with a few words for everyone, his rathen ataceate English garnished
with an accent straight from the Greek Isfands.

The Vanks were soon to close thedin neanby signafs station. Oua C.0., always

on the afext for an oppertunity, drove over in his blitz bugagy, and came
back with a fLoad of kitchen freasunes. Tinned ponk, frankfurts, pork sausages,
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puddings, cordials, aspices, coanffakes, sauces - every fuxuny we dreamed of
was there, Every day must have been Christmas at the Amenican camo.

The boss calfed Mac and me oven to unfoad. Joe was on duty, and we were
to pack the Afuff away as he dinected.

Now Mac and T fefi fust a bit 'browned off,’' and we reganded this as the
opportunity of a £ifetime, We dutifully carndied in a few armfuls of the
treaswres, and Feqt Joe happily arnanging them on the shelves. Mac then
raced fo the woodpife, grabbed the ofd wheefbarrow, and quickfy Loaded

At with stuff T handed down from the truck. Qudick as a ffash then, off
1o the Operatons' fent and out of sdight with the freasures. Back to the
kitchen Lo find Joe neanly besdide himseff with wonny.

Mhat Mr. Waldeon do?™ was aff he coufd say. So we calmed him down a b
by carryding in a few more aamfuls, then off with another Load fon ounsefves.
Poox Joe was neardy in feans when we retuaned. Thexe was one obvious way
1o make sune he kepl the peace, so eventually we Labked him into taking

a tin of tea for himself. This he carefully stowed under his bed, but

he would take nothing efse.

That night, some Apixiis were taken {rom the Sergeants’ Mess. Finst thing
next mornding, the Seavice Pofice {rom the stadip were out fo {nvesfigale,
Natuxally, oun fent panicked. There we were, with afl this nich contraband
in our fent, and the S5.P.'s already on the station.

A plan was quickly decided on. Each of us made a tadp out <{nto the bush.

A natural enough thing to do, surely, finst thing in the morning - but

each man had enough coninaband stowed aboui his pensen to gdve him adx
montha' hard fabour at Brock's Creek.  And when the S.P.'s finally searched
our fend, nothing zemadined.

Joe though was caught. Perhaps his conscience pricked Ao hard that he
fatalistically just resigred himseff Lo the wonst. His tent was seanched,
the tea found whene he had put it, and Joe was on a charge. 0F course,

we all agreed if was a shame, a poor show, for suxe. But though Joe had

oun sympathy, he had only himself fo blame.

Poox Joe caded he wad so worked up, Mac said aff Mediiearaneans were a

bit that way, emofionaf and s0 on. Probably it was the finat bit of frouble
he had ever been in. Even the C.0. sadd it was a paftry thing, but there
was no way to avoid the {ssue as the S.P.'s {nsdisted fhat Joe be changed.

Next moaning we weae up at 5 to gather some oysters. Joe was up foo, geifing
us some fea and tack. He was quieter than usual, and probabfy hadn'f afept,
but he made no comment. When we returned he was about to be esconted into
the Ondenfy Room fenf, an anmed guard on either adde, fust in case he nesdsted.
The charge was read - the S.P.'s gave thein evidence, Joe said the fea was
for his own use. The tea was conﬂi&cated. Charge dismissed. Joe wafhed

out into the sunfight and wiped his eyes a bit, a free man with an unbfem-
Ashed necord - and immediately got on with what he did best - prepanring

Lunch dor the men. Oun boss neckoned it was a big encugh sentence fox

any man to have to cook for a band of pirates £ike those on 154.

Joe and 1 finished up good mates, though he regarded me with much suspicion
4o many weeks - he was easy to fease and kid on, especially about the

tittle Greek maiden we neckoned was waiting fox iim to come heme. Gradually
he Fearni o give as good as he received, When we finafly parted, Joe
wanted me Lo viadii him at his hamburgen shop in Newcastfe. "I make you

a good hambungex, Fenton!®

I'm sonr h 't b b invitation.
m y I haven een able o uA%#ﬂ%dtgﬁﬂtnULtation
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OFF 70 THE DENTIST!

We all had good reason to fear the Air Force dentist - that dictatorial
ruler of the surgery whose decision seemed taw and Final! No airman

was game to open his mouth in protest for fear of losing even more of hia
molars and munchers. Out they came on the first suspicion that all

was not well, and it paid to keep one's mouth shut - if possible.

That first fearful confrontation when we were on Rookies was a salutary
lesson in Mass Production Dental Technique - extractions by the dozen -
fillings deep and solid - few pain killing injections - the list and
stories of terrifying encounters went on and on for the duration of

the course.

Around Darwin itself, dental treatment was fairly easy to organise despite
the unpopularity of such a visit; but anyone out on an isolated Radar
station who was unlucky enough to cop a really bad tooth could have

gone through agony. I suppose one of Fenton's Flying Freighters may have
been the eventual saviour, or maybe the C.0. pulled it. But I confess
to having nothing but praise for the treatment I received while at Trus-
cott from our 'Clayton's Dentist,' - the Dentist we Didn't Have!

It happened this way:

Fantales are innocent enough usually, and a nice, fresh Fantale is a
delight for sny palate - a pushover for any tooth - with the chocolate
ceating succulent to the taste, and the caramel taoffee centre soft and
chewsble after only s minute in the mouth.

Our 154 Canteen Fantales were from a different breed. Heat Affected.

Ory and 5tale. Hard as Hell.

One night in at the pictures, someone handed round a packet, and I took
one without thinking. A couple of chews, and one of those big fellers
on the side just blew up. BANG!

Next morning, it was Sick Parade at the D.B. Hospital. In great fear
and considerable trepidation, I sat in a peeculiar folding chair while

the M.0. - a Big Man with Strong Hands - took a look.

"Well, there's enough there for me to get a grip on," was his enthus-
iastic comment. "But you've looked after your teeth, and it seems a
shame to yank it out without someone having a proper loock. D'ya want

to try to save it" Did I ever!

So on the blower to the strip tower. No C47 for 3 or 4 days at least.
"But there's a Catalipa down at Marine warming up. Going back to Darwin.
Can you make it in half an hour? We cen hold it for a while."

Well, make it I did....the fastest RAAF movement ever.

Back to camp - movement chits made out - ancther pair of strides and

an extra shirt - toothbrush and razor - back to the truck, and I wes
away, roaring through the bush to the Marine Section - and we did it
all in 30 minutes exactly.

The Black Cat was waiting to go, and a motor launch had me out to her

in a minute. The side blister lifted, I was pulled in by a crew member,
and then we were off, skipping across the waves to climb to a cruising
height of three or four thousand feet.

There were two crews on board, for the patrol had been a long one. A
couple were asleep in the bunks - one was cooking a meal on a small

stove, and another sat in the side gun blisters with me. The toilet

was located there too - a funnel and hose affair, but as that seemed

to involve something of a balancing act, it was used as little as possible.
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The trip back to Darwin was a slow ane - we almost seemed to be standing
still et times - but eventually we came down in Darwin harbour. I was
taken sshore, and I thumbed a ride to RAAF Darwin where I produced the
M.0.'s letter for the Dental Officer to abserb and then act upon.

Whether it was the letter, or the fact that I had come by 'Special Flight'
for sttention, I'll never know - but anyhow, he worked long and hard to
save the tooth.

Four days later and it was back to Truscott by regular C47- to find
that some bods hadn't even realised I had gone!

So...that's my story of my Truscott Dental appointment. 300 miles by
Catalipa....300 miles back by Dakota....and thanks to that good old M.0.
at the 0BU hospital, I've still got the tooth, forty years later.

So 1 reckon the Air Force dental service wasn't all that bad after all!

HUARRAERRH
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8y GEOFFREY KENIHAN

In the beginning there was
nothing.

Thep came the chaln, and afler
that {he fever, and Lhen, the balton.

And now —

Ristory does tend tn repeal liself
— bul more ex; vely.

Which Is why Invited Adelaide
architects will learn that Lhe open-
Ing price for n “hands off toliet
flush starts sround 51200 when they
attend Lhe wovelling of the radar
dunny today.

“Ausiralians bave pever been
more cantious aboul ceming into
conlael with potentially cenl
aled purfsces ln publie lmni
Mr Briaa Ross, sales
Cam:l Indosiries, uld m

“Tha nlnllon te this problem lies
wiih owr revelutionary DAL no

It’s hands off in the

118 GETRNG
" REVENGE f -

siate-of-the-art technology for. the
oldent needs on carth”
And, sccording to Mr Ross, the
clstern s ebsolete,
"Olu' new valve, llaked divectly 1o
ensures & full head
ol waler Instantly, no matier how
many peaple are walting,” be szid.

radar loo

limetres to 408 millimetres from the
front edge of ibe lacility. This sensor
is linked to the electroples which
can be located up to 100 metres from
be, er, facility. Once the electronics
have been setivated, the, wm facl
Ilty, s Nushed by means of the
solenoid valve.

"“Further more, ouce the baer
maves into {he scositlvity field, the
sensor signals to the microprocessar
Lhat the user haa been noled and the
fteld of seasitivity is automaticalty
incrensed.

*QOnoce ihe uyer moves away from
the, ah, facllity, and.out of {he
sensltivity fleld, the flush will aule-
ouaileatly eccur afler eight scconds.

"It will be n huge watersaver In
all types of public and commercial
washrooms beczuse the system guly
wotks when It’s being used and Laps
can't be left ruaning.

“Our backrdotn boys have ensured

that the system can’t be netivated
‘f n,ﬂ.hlnc smaller than the masy

the human , 30 ‘s go
wny that wayward flex can drain

reservolrs.”
Il's all ss stsurdly simpie, ene
eant help wondering why ns-one
ever l.houhl of Il before.
Like the safety pin.

“Interval queues (o theatres are a
thing of the past."

teuch sysiem,
“When o genilcoan steps hack
from ihe pnreetuh, it tiushes, Te put it simply, In age that
“When 8 Indy stands up, It Nushes. even Albert Einstein could
“When cither of them put thelr  uoderstand: “A rsflar semsor com-
hands under Lbe tap, warm weler  cesled behind the uripal, loliet pan
comes forlk or wash basin, produces » sensitiv-
*We are marheting thewitimate {n ity field approximately 200 mil.

THE '154' RADAR LATRINE,

I've seen a press report recently that some boffin at Caroma claims he's
invented the first ever Radar Loo - a high tech thing with a scanner that
flushes whenever it picks up a target and then loses contact.......

Well, that's O.K. as long as it's clearly registered as Radar Too Mk. 2.
The 154 Radar latrine we knew and feared was definitely Mk. 1 and no new-
fangled device can take away that honour. Forget the porcelain pans of
Radar Schoel, and the Rose Bowls that the General Hands threw around so
casually on some southern stations., I mean the dinki-di 154 'up north?

44 gallon double-bunger-burner Thunderdrum, or the de-luxe 4 seater suite,
with maybe a bit of tin roofing over your head, and a bit of sisal as a
screen so the boys in the Mess wouldn't be put off their M. and V. if they
saw you.

Well I recall the classical architecture - its beautifully simple, practical
down-to-earth design. There was the tall centre chimney, with a drum on

each side sunk down in the earth to just below the level of the top ring.

The exact height for a comfortable sit for the average height Radar man.
Comfortable, that is, if the designer craftsman had hacked cut a hole not

too big and not too small, and had turned the edges down neatly and properly.
Doubtless the exact specifications existed somewhere in the €.0.'s handbook.
Down underneath in the bowels of the earth were the intricate working channels
and holes hooking up the whole thing to the chimney, just like a miniature
volcano.
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Overhead maybe a sheet or two of black iron, or same leafy brush to keep
off the sun and rain. A pile of wood already cut to exact lengths to drep
in before the real action started, a box of bumph nearby, and she's ready
for service.
A few yards away was her twin, still smouldering, smoking and sizzling
from the big burn out yesterday when a mix of petrol and dieseline had been
poured down both holes over the wood and the 'deposits received' - then
touched off with a 'woof' and a puff, then an explosion of black smoke and
crackling wood pine.
Maybe a few unwary backsides were burnt a bit, or smoke cured, if a drum
was brought back into Active Service too scon after the burn:- sametimes
the new wood even caught fire, causing consternation for the heavily committed
sitter who just couldn't move; or even worse, causing constipation if action
hadn't started.
Sometimes the odd brave 'blowie' went down on the one side and came up
on yours as he tried to escape. I found the best thing to do was just
stand, let 'im ocut, then sit down quick. Hardly any concentration was
lost that way.
Nothing could match the place for the occasicnal peaceful meditation, and
it was incamparable as the gestation place for what was known as the 'Latrine-
o-gram.' Beat the W/T tent anytime.
The Latrine-o-gram came about when scmecne followed you in, dropped his
shorts, and reversed in to park with his back to you, the chimney between.
Then the voice from behind. "G'day mate.” "How ya sport," you'd answer.
"Talkin' to Terry a while ago. Just back from the strip. Xnow what he
heard when he was talkin' to the C47 pilot that came in? Well, that blcke
told Terry..... M

And so it would start on the Very Best Authority. Real
interesting Latrine-o-grams sometimes meant you stayed long after the job
and paper work was finished, just to get the details 100% correct before
you hitched your shorts and walked out, maybe not even knowing who you'd
been 'gramming with. But now you had a true blue Gen-u-wyne Latrine-o-
gram, and you were even expected to share it with others not so lacky.
Worth a brew and a biscuit at every tent you passed. A real earner.
But I digress. The point is...No way can this Caroma Mk.2 jeb be accepted
for Active Service until it's been well and truly tried and tested. and
proved better than the old MK. 1 Radar 1oo we knew and trusted out there
at 154 Truscott.




THE OBU HOSPITAL, TRUSCOTT.

Mac, the principal spinebasker in the Op's tent, was stricken with difsenteny.
Sam, oun ofdest operafon, was quite amused, "Af Least he'lf have a dimbum
excuse for fying on his back for a few days,” was how he summed up the
sdtuation,

Mac packed a few toifet things in a bag and set off for a quick trip to

the OB hospifal before the mext atiack took him.

A few nights Later, I had simifar symptoms, and at amy hour of the day

on night, T wad Lo be seen making o fast trip to the camp Latrines.

Tiée s.o. {ssued his edict....1 had to be medically examined that day ox
efae!

And s0 the OBU hospifal now had two scaudfy patients from the bush.

Mac, now afmost oven hia attack, came over o my bed for a bit of a discussion.
Mae's discussions so often fed to trouble.

"So you copped if too, Fenton?" "Yes, Mac, and how!"

"You poor bEighter coming in henel" "Why Mac, what's the troubfe?

Mac then explained that dysentery patients wene not alfowed any sofid food.
Each meal was the same - a mug of Bovrif and half a sbice of bread.

"A man woufd get a better bloody meaf in prison," was Mac'a disgusted
comment, "And whai's mone," he added, "the other cows in hene fie back
and guzzle malted mifks and ice cream between meals, and adf T get to drink
48 Bovadif and mone Bounif "

AL oun camp out in the bush, even Linned mifh was rationed, and having

such Luxunies as madt and ice cream at hand, but denied him was fust foe
much don Mac.

The foflowing day, Mac was {nformed he woufd soon be packed off back fo
the bush, and he was puf on a Light diet. This cheered him up a bif, and
he even alipped me a piece of fried {{sh, but he was quife pul out when
told that aff sweets were sELLE on the forbidden List.

"Gee, what woulfd I give for a malted milk," he sighed, "1 haven't had one
A{nce T fedt Mefbourne fast Septemben "

ALL that afterngon, he was very quiet which was a sure sign that trouble
was brewing. Knowéing Mac, T gueased he was making carefuf plans.

Towards teatime, our Lorry pubfed in and Terry the driver walked in to
defiver our mailf, and turned to go out, Mac calfed him back, and they
Apent five minufes {n earnest convensation.

Next day, Mac was fofd fo get up and Look aften the othexr patients. This
he did far more willingly than T expected. Laten on during one of my many
calls, 1 saw him qt the woodheap sefecting a clean box {rom the many thexre.
When he brought me my Bouadlf, T asked him what he was up fo. He aat down
on the bed and gave a grin.

"Well young Fenton, the cows won't give me a malted milk, s0 I'm going

to hefp myseld. And whife I'm about it, 1'm going to give myself o few
othen home comfonts.”

That nighi after dank, he crept down fo the kifchen where he now was on
Light duties. A few minutes Laten, 1 heard him making his way outside.
"Probably hiding a few tina of mifk to take home,” 1 thought. Then Mac

was back in the ward, quietly finding his bed. P"Night young Fentgn,"

was alf he sadid.

Tenny our driver called for Mac next morning, and he spoke o me whife
packing., "Might have a pfeasant surprise for you when you come home, Fenton -
aee you soom,” and off they went.
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That night, T was almost cextain 1 heand oun truck coming, for its noar
was unmistakable, but whew no vehicle ariived, 1 decided I must have been
hearing things; and a day ox 40 fater 1 oo was discharged.

Tenny drove me home. As 1 entered oun fept, T stopped shont.

Mac neclined on his bed as wsurl, but what a bed! Two £ange hapok piffows
supponted his head, and he necfined on snowy sheeds.

Mac grinned af me. "Have a mafted mitk, ofd man." and he <indicated sevenal
dozen tins of mifk which were stacked in a corner. He expently mixed one
and poured it out for me, "Not had, eh?®

"Prefty good Mac, thanks, but what's the stony?"

"Welf, young Fentom, neithen gou nor 1 had a tadte whife we wene in thene,
how did we?  And that wasn't fain now was it? Anyway, T fee'd up Terry,
Then senounged the stuff and hid it in the bush. Tenry and 1 drove up
there the night after 1 feft and picked up the stuff. O0f counse, 1 had

to give him some mitk for alf his trouble.

Sonny about alf the sheets and piffows, though. Couldn'i get any for you.
ALL the other sheets were on the Line, and these piffows were the only

ones in the astonencom.”

"1t doesn't neally matfer, Mac, thanks,” 1 said rathex £ame by,

From that day on, somehow we seemed io have nc end of visitors in the Op's
tent. 0Of course, Mac aluways did the honours, 1In fact, he dared not do
othenwise, for he had placed us 4in a aather precarious situation.

Ou supplies of malted mifh Pasted twe on three weeks, and then that vas
the end, And our visitons stopped caffing about the same time.
EARUREY
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THE PADRE'S VISIT.

The padre at the strip was voted a 'good chap' by every man on the peninsula.
Fairly young, he had a different approach towards the men than his prede-
eessors. Most men in his position remained very conscious of their rank

and were rather remote, though few of them may have realised it.

My first introduction to him was a bit different. Returning from 'walkabout'
one day, I found this stranger asleep on my bunk - indeed almost snoring.
"Toss the so-and-so ouk,” was Sam's straight to the puint advice, but I
didn't take that drastic step, and afterwards I was glad I didn't, for

no more friendly chap existed.

When Bryan returned, he told us our visitor was the new padre from the

0BU. Surely he should be with the 'boss' was the general epinion, but

then we were told our visitor was a padre 'all for the men.'

We were introduced at teatime, when he awoke, and he further surprised

us when he grabbed a spare set of mess gear, and ate with the men.

The second occasion when we met, I was sitting in an old bag chair I had
constructed at the front of the tent, when two men came out of the bush
towards us. One I recognized as Bryan, and as they came closer I saw the
cther was the padre. ODressed only in a pair of black hockey sharts and

a pair of sandshoes, he looked fit and tanned, and his manner suggested

that he preferred nothing better than a day on 'walkabout.' Once again,

he crashed on my bunk, and then after tea, we relaxed in the cooler evening,
and just talked.

On the following Sunday, along 1 went on Church Parade, and I did my best
not to miss another service while on the peninsula. And several others
from 154 did the same.

We had the pleasure of entertaining our new friend on quite a few accasions
in the next few weeks. He would drop in at any time, treat himself as

a member of the tent, talking, reading, studying, and then making his way
back to the strip after a supper of the usual tea or cocoa and biscuits.
Our C.0. sometimes joined us, but apart from courtesy calls, the padre
rarely saw him.

After tea one night, Bryan and I showered, and then as the sun went down,
we switched on the light, smeared on some mosquito lotion, and sebtled
down to read. Most of the men were at the pictures. However, the tent
nearest ours, about twenty yards away, showed some signs of life.

Known as the Mad Mechs' Tent, it housed three sometimes intemperate mech-
anlcs.

About seven, the padre walked in. After a few greetings and pleasantries,
he sat at the table, picked up one of the magazines, and started reading.
All was quiet for about a half hour. Then a visitor arrived at the Mad
Mechs' Tent. He was greeted in raucous manner, as S5lim the stuttering
mechanic, told all and sundry within a hundred yards of his definite doubts
voncerning his friend's ancestry and family backgeound.

The uproar in no way upset the padre, and he didn't even look up. But

then followed one of those very uncomfortable hours we all would wish to

forget.
We first realized the nature of their evening's entertainment when a voice
screamed ot, - "What bbb..... has pinched my bbb.... glass?"

Bryan looked at me. The padre here in our tent, snd a binge shaping up
in the next one. We could hardly walk over and ask them to stop, for that
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would appear so obvious, and the padre might have felt a ‘wet blanket.' and
had we done so, we would for sure have been told in no uncertain terms

what to do and how to do it.

The three mechanics and their friend drank steadily until well and truly
sozzled. Their language and expressions were becoming progressively more
explicit. They shouted, argued, threw bottles far into the bush and guffawed
as they shattered. Every sentence was garnished and flavoured with the
unprintable.

Through all this, the padre never once looked up.

The dirty anecdotes session followed. Sleazy old yarns, corny with their
length of service in the north, and repeated at every binge, were all told
yet again that night. Each one was carefully considered, then rewarded
uproariously according to the narrator's ability. Every word clearly audible.
About nine, they commenced the dirty ditty performance. Song after song,

far from tuneful, and with the obscene words battering our ears. I still
pretended 1 was reading when the padre suddenly looked up as though he

heard them for the first time. He smiled as he remarked ."Sounds as though
one of the Mechs is celebrating his birthday, doesn't it?"

He left scon afterwards without the customary supper.

I walked over to the Mecha' Tent and was warmly received. Dne was sprawled
out almost asleep in his bunk, still with a glass of beer balanced on his
chest.

I told them what had happened, and it almost restored them to sobriety.
Next Sunday, the Three Mad Mechs somewhat sheepishly went on Church Parade.

The padre recognized them and warmly welcomed them. "Not one, but three
prodigal sons, eh lads?" was his only comment.
FAEHRABHHY
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PAY PARAPDE.

'Bulfef,' The LAC Guard, was a great buff of a man, shaped £ike a barref,
and hainy afl oven, Like o goniffa almost, He undexatood guns, and temded
his with daily doses of T.L.C. - but his care did net extend Lo Looking
agler himself, fon he always presented an appearance of wild bushman mixed
with uncarding hulk,

True L& was that our station was a Lomely bush camp, but even by our easy
standards, 'Bullel' Smith was a bit nough atound the edges. His daily
dress sebdom incfuded more thaw a pair of 'issue' cotfton underpants, gaping
and hanging down beneath his hainy bannef fromt. Several days' growth
afways adorned his chin. Sometimes he woire a pait of home-made Zhongs -
more offen he didn't bother,

Anyway, 4t was pay day, and 'Buffet' fronted up at Pay Patade oufside the
Orderfy Tent, diessed, on nathen undressed as usuaf, his appearance unkempt
and untidy, a cigaretle hanging on his Lip. His only garment wes a padit

of bagoy underpants.

Usually our Ordenly Clenk did the honouns, and 'Bublel’ had stnuck ne bothen,
taking a couple of pounds fo buy his smokes and beer for a few weeha.

This Lime the C.0. had decdded fo pay the men, and he fook the chair -
cfean shint on with wings and rank up, cap neatfy pfaced on the table,

the clerk next to him Looking fusi as meat - evenything just night according
te the good book.

The parade was nof Long, and quickly progressed untif the C.0. fooked up,
and fust coufdn't contain his indignation.

"I'm not paying you, Smith - wnot Like that."

'Bulfet' stood in front of the tabfe - no hat, underpants gaping - no boots
- and smoking.

"hy not, sinf? "You're not properly dressed, man. This {4 a proper

Pay Patade. You know the King's shilling desenves more respect than that."
"of course, Adn."

YBullet's' mental processes seldom affowed mone than three words at o time.
He tuaned, grabbed the hatf from the head of Zhe man behind - donned {%
nimself, turned and saluted.

The C.0. gave up the {mpossible tash and paid him. "God save the King,"
he mutfered as the next man fronied up.
W*'@ R i
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154 RADBR _ PERSONMEL,

This list has been compiled from Persormel 'On Strength' at 154 Radar when
the Unit arrived at 44 Radar Wing, Darwin.

F/It. A.M.Williams, Commanding Officer.
WoD J.Ashdown

Sgt. K.Backshall Radar Operator.
Sgt. S.Hardisty Radar Mechanic.
S5gt. A.Skinner Medical Orderly.
Sgt.

N.Smith Guard.
Radar Mechanics, Clerks.
A. Dennison R. Mitchell
G. Wills W. Russell Oldham
A. Laidlaw
Transport.
Radar Operators.
A. Simpson DT
5. Green C. Saunders "
F. Bustin A. Aylen F.DMTE
K. BEckley J. O'Brien "
J. Carr
D. Rodwell Mess.
R. Avery
H. Gowers H. Cox Cook
D. Birnie W. Prior "
D. Everett L. Edes Cook's Assist.
J. Fitzpatrick D. Watson "
G. Davis
K. Hebden General Hand.
A. Kemp
D. Dudgeon H. Jones
R. Thompson
R. Pascoe Guards.
B. Maley
J. Dowdle J. Crisp
N. Maike G. Fraser
R. Ryan C. Cartledge
F. Crampton

(The Operators were substantially K. Black
reduced in number before moving to A. Herring

Truscott. ) J. Millar
T. Farrell
Telegraphists. R. Gibbs
V. George
R. Mealey R. Phelps
H. Monger T. Siggins
A. Powell J. Taylor
. J. Williams
Electrical Mechanics. A. Findlay
W. McColm
A. Howell J. Reynolds
G. Hand
#adepd
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154 RADAR PERSONNFI.,

An incomplete list of Personnel, other than the 'Formation' Personnel
shown on the previous list. These namves have been listed in the Diary,
on photos, and sometimes fram memory.

Camanding Officers. Controllers.
F/It. W. Mailey F/Lt. Lovell
F/Lt. W.W.Waldron " Hall
F/Q P.L.Beeston " Ash
" Mailey
L] Berry
Sgt. J.Metcalfe " Waldron (C.0.)
Sgt. House
Sqgt. Thomson
Sqt. Hamer
Radar Mechanics. Clerk.
T. Durkin J. Setches
F. Stubbs
R. Ames Guards.
J. Norris
Radar ators. McBride
Hine
H. Samblebe
R. McDonnell Most of those listed below would
C. Norris be operators or mechanics.
M. Fenton
Earle Keith.
R. Aitken H. Bailey
B. Geraghty C. Wright
Ward Campbell
Kelly M. Widcombe
1. Grayling T. Spencer
B. Wardle G. Kelso
W. Langcake C. Crowe
R. Guerin D. Sharkie
G. Hemis
S. ledger
Watmore
Pean

Memory at times confuses the Personnel of 154 and 319 -

for at times the two worked together so that it was difficult
to distinguish the men of one station from the cother. And
unfortunately the name of our 'Joe the Cook 'is not known.

FRE4EHH
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ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS .

The Radar Reunions, and the publications of the Radar
Histories and Pictorials have brought forward photos and
stories which have added tremendously to the store of
material available on most Radar stations, and made
worthwhile the revising of the '154' story, first
printed in 1990. And so, I now thank the Australian
War Memorial, the RAAF Historical Section and Vereran
Affairs Dept for the help and guidance given.

And thanks to Keith Backshall Bob McDonnell

Jim Trevor J. and C.Beasy
Ed Simmonds Allan Ferguson
Norm Smith Cec. Smith

The interception of the Dinah has been well documented
in War Histories, newspapers etc.,

Photo Credits to M.Fenton S.Ledger
K.Backshall A.Ferguson
J.Trevor R.Ames
C.Norris J.Bettess
G.Day

The 'Header' article to the story of the Radar Ioo is
printed with the permission of the 'Advertiser.’

Most. of the stories and anecdotes appearing in the '154' history
were written in Diary form as early as 1946. The last, the story
of the Radar Loo, was written in 1989.

They are not intended to bear similarity to any person, but are
intended only as light-hearted accounts of Air Force life on a
small Radar station at Truscott, out in the Kimberley country.

il
OPPOSITE.
A few 154 Pensonafities.....
Top., Moxrie Fenton; Bob McDonneff; Bernde Geraghty; Fhrank
Stubbs.

Centre. Bryan Warndfe; A 150 RS group phofo which includes
several 154 men....Back Row, 1at. lan Grayling; Znd. Jim
Setfches; 6th. F/0 'Snow' Wafdron, Froat Row, Znd. Keith
Backshatl; 3nd. Bayan Wandle; 5th. Allan Denndison.

Lowex. 154 group at Anjo Beach:~ Jim Noxnis, Mornie Fentom,
and Harofd Sambfebe with 'OYSTER.'
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TRUSCOTT.

After the cessation of hostilities, Truscott airbase
slumbered in the bush for almost fifty years with only
the occasional visitor until SANTOS decided to restore
and use the old wartime base as a springboard for its
oil and gas search.

Since then, many old veterans of the place have returned,
through arrangements pade by
The Truscott Base Tribute Committee,

Box 1108, KUNUNURRA, 6743 W.A.

and enquiries are welcomed.

The principal history:
"TRUSCOTT The Diary of Australia's Secret Wartime
Kimberley Airbase!

written by John and Carol Beasy, is available from the
publishers,

Australian Military History Publications,

13 Veronica Place, LOFTUS 2232 NSW,

s S ey

'The Story of 319 Radar' can be obtained from
Mr. Allan Ferguson,
11 Wattle Ave., RINGWOOD 3134 V.

Twe small sketch booklets of Truscott are also available
from the TBPC at the address above.

#EREHRa
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