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From our A.O.C.-in-C.

In the past, for security reasons the A0C-in-C
has been unable to express publicly Fighter Command’s
appreciation of the inestimable services rendered by
No. 60 Group during the last five and a half years, or
to refer to the activities of the Group and the way in
which it has contributed to the success of the great
air battles that have been fought.

Since its formation in early 1940, No. 60 Group
has been the eyes of Fighter Command, and it is of
interest to record that nearly 5,000 enemy aircraft
were destroyed as a direct result of Radar information
it supplied. I have no hesitation in saying that
without No. 60 Group and Radar, the Battle of Britain,
even the War itself, could not have been won.

Because of the great secrecy in which the
activities of No. 60 Group have been shrouded, it may
be felt that insufficient tribute has been paid to the
devotion of the crews of the Ground Radar Stations,
who carried on their arduous duties with such
gallantry during the intensive attacks against their
Stations in the Battle of Britain. That this gallantry
ig appreciated you may rest assured. You should also
accept as a tribute to your work, the fact that the
enemy was driven to attack your Stations with such
ferocity.

As for the future, we must turn our minds to
ways and means of countering new weapons, and of
dealing with aircraft capable of very great speeds.

As in the past, no Fighter defence system can achieve
success unless adequate warning of the approach, and
precise information as to the whereabouts, of the
enemy is available. Radar must continue to provide
this information in the future, and No. 60 Group must
remain an indispensable part of the air defence
system. In peace, as in war, we must work closely
together, and strive by a full knowledge of the
operational implications to design and build up a
system which will leave this country secure for
posterity.

I thank you all for your great efforts,
technicians and operators alike, and all those who go
to make up the vast administrative machine behind
Radar. In the Service or in civil 1ife I extend to you
my very best wishes for the future.

|

Air Marshal,
Air Officer Commanding-in-Chief,
FIGHTER COMMAND.
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From The A.O.C.-in-C. Bomber Command

has been played by Radar in winning the

War has been made public, it is possible to
acknowledge that without the background work of
No. 60 Group, Bomber Command could not have
brought its task to a successful conclusion.

You in 60 Group, working in the control stations
for the Radar navigation and bombing systems used
by Bomber Command, must have wondered if your
long and arduous hours were contributing to the
War effort, and even perhaps if they were worth
while. You had necessarily to be kept in ignorance
of the operational planning and of the results that
were being achieved by your labours.

It is now common knowledge that Radar, and
the personnel that operated it with such outstanding
success, completely revolutionized bombing. The
navigational aids made it possible to concentrate
great forces and the bombing aids enabled those
forces to deliver with precision the heaviest attacks.
Without the assistance of Radar, in the form in

N ow that something of the immense part that

which it was used by Bomber Command, such
results would not have been possible. All ranks in
No. 6o Group may therefore be sure that their
contribution was of the utmost importance.

The future is no less important, and the aids that
have helped to wreak such destruction will, during
peace, bring an increased safety to air communica-
tion. No. 60 Group will then measure its success,
not in terms of acres of devastation, but by the con-
tribution it will make to the safety of flight.

On behalf of Bomber Command, I want to thank
all ranks of No. 60 Group for the part they have
played and to wish them the future success that they
so much deserve.

— ‘ ’
A Huu I Ac“‘"
Air Chief Marshal,

Air Officer Commanding-in-Chief,
BOMBER COMMAND.

From The Director

coastal defence of the United Kingdom, in the

mighty bomber offensive carried out by Bomber
Command, and the United States Army Air Force,
in the Allied invasion of Europe, and in the final
battles which completed the destruction of the
German armed forces, No. 60 Group has always
played a great part.

To carry out this part in both defensive and
offensive warfare has required enthusiasm, initiative,
and an unquestioning belief in the ability of the
Group to meet the needs of the ever-changing
battle. The personnel of the Group, from the opera-
tor and mechanic on stations to the Group Head-
quarters staff, have always displayed this spirit.
Their individual efforts were welded together into
a magnificent team which has successfully achieved
the great tasks they were set. This resulted in a major
contribution to our winning the war.

There are still many diflicult tasks ahead of 6o
Group, an urgent requirement for our Air Forces

IN the Battle of Britain, day and night, in the

General of Signals

which must be fulfilled. Our occupation forces
must be well served if we are to reap the full benefits
of victory: air transport services are urgently re-
quired to bring back our released prisoners of war
and take urgently required supplies to devastated
parts of the world. The systems the Group operates
are vital to our Air Forces if they are to carry out
these tasks: therefore because all our enemies have
now surrendered and demobilization has com-
menced you cannot sit back and say the job is
finished. The Group must keep up the great work
they have carried out so well during the past six
years to enable the re-organization to a real and

lasting peace condition to be fulfilled quickly, and

with success.
Y ;ou"'

[

———

Air Vice Marshal,
Director General of Signals.
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problem. The local Drill Hall had been “borrowed”

from the Territorials under some vaguely under-
stood ‘“‘gentlemen’s agreement” and turned into
messing and kitchen for other ranks and Sergeants.
We had no M-T yard and precious little M-T. The
men were taken down and back for their midday
meal by one of the local bus companies, under
contract.

We had no Establishments Branch, no Principal
Works Officer, no Welfare Officer, no Gas and Fire
Officer, no Defence Section. Three Org types, one
of whom was always travelling, coped, more or less,
with all of it.

If we wanted two more huts at High Street
Darsham, we rang up the Chief Engineer, Fighter
Command, and asked for them. And we got them.
There was just no time to argue about it or go into
the finer aspects on whether we really wanted them
6o ft long or 40 ft. AMES’s were top line priority,
and no one dared to say us nay.

It was much the same with Establishments and
Defence. We sent the bodies needed for a job and
asked Air Ministry afterwards to add them to
Establishment. If somebody thought the Germans
might land to-morrow at Easington, we rang u
the local Army Commander and he rushed extra
men to the station. More than likely he rushed them
back again next day because somebody more im-
portant thought the Germans might land some-
where else, but that could not be helped.

There was no RAF Regiment, and guarding
stations was the responsibility of the Army. They
lived on our stations and were constantly changing.
Every new Commander had different ideas on
standards of living for his men and defence schemes
for a station, and the history of invasion panics can
be read to this day in the meaningless chunks of
concrete and crumbling slit trenches with which
the older sites are dotted.

Much happened at Leighton Buzzard in the
first few months of 1940, and time has lost its per-
spective. It seemed an age, although it could only
have been months, before hutting began to spring
up over the smooth lawns we had been asked to
“keep of”*, before ““The Heath” was taken over and
an Officers’ Mess begun, before Waafies began to
trickle in, a little bewildered and new, a Sergeants’
Mess formed, and the horrible muddle of billeting
with subsistence faded out.
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Duty Officer, that night bind none of us ever
grew to love, came round once in ten days at the
beginning—and Group Captains took their turn!
Four years later it was once in five weeks, and only
in the rank of Squadron Leader and Flight
Lieutenant.

The new Tech Block went up. Then a bit was
added to it, then a bit more. Unit Accounts and the
three-position PBX found homes of their own,
relieving the overcrowded house. The stables of
Oxendon, once our only Equipment store, grew
and expanded and long rambling huts began to
creep out from behind them. M-T bays, pits, and
workshops were built. Medical, Catering and
Cyphers, P Staff and Group Accounts, Calibration
and Education multiplied and flourished, and all
the activities of the Headquarters were reflected
in microcosm in the equally busy branches at
the ten Wings—Inverness, Aberdeen, Dollar,
Malton, Cambridge, Keston, Bristol, Liverpool,
Ashburton, and Portadown.

NEW CUSTOMERS

We began to serve the Army and the Navy. We
sent our people to the States to make the Americans
Radiolocation-minded and bring their vast re-
sources into production for the War they were now
entering in earnest. We came back with the horrid
word “Radar” which is still with us, although
whether this is in fact more horrid than “Radio-
location” is a moot point.

RNA, born in secret and bred in mystery, grew—
and grew—and grew—. It smashed the Rubr,
smashed Berlin, smashed the German army and
the German will to fight. Every bomb upon its
trajectory owed something to Oxendon, something
to a Wing, to a Station. Our part in the war is no
mean thing to look back upon.

All these things and many more I remember,
bright things and shadowy things, odd folk, grand
folk, drifting over five and a half urgent and mag-
nificent years of history. Memories to last a lifetime.

Most of all I remember and am most sad to say
good-bye to the friendliness and the comfortable
intellectual level of 60 Group Headquarters—
never grievously highbrow, never, never banal. If
we cannot somehow keep together, keep some of
this spirit alive, I for one am going to miss my
Service life more than I expected.
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The Radar Mech
at Agincourt

A Mech ther was and that a worthy wight
Who wel coulde sodder and jointes make ful tight.
To collecten gen had been his joy alway,
And noon ther was that might his lore gainsay.
Al clad in blue he was and priked with buttones bright
That hadde birdes winges, glistering like sterres light.
No helm upon his head he wore,
But clothen cap and badge of brass that bore
A rune ful rare of letters three
Y-wreathed round with laurel tree,
And crowned al with kinges crown.
Much hadde he been in ferne winges
Of Dunkirk and Alemein he oft did singe.
Upon his breast he bore a sterre
That him hath gotten in his kinges werre.
Ne sword hadde he nor yet longbow,
But lightning flashes did his craft yshow.
Of frigger mech knewe he alle tricks.
To irkes raf was he somdel strict
If that they swynken nat arund his backe.
Heavy was his honde and big his bootes blacke.
None ther was nor yet hath been
That coil could tune so sweet I ween,
T N(? trimmer turn, nor fuse ymend.
His MTR he prompt would sende.
v His lechers bright with joy were fulle
And sparkes long he wel could pulle
From bigge grid on tallen spire.
Full tight ystretched his feeder wire.
Ne Diesel gear for burton was ygonne,
But alle day right sweetly did yronne.
His tubes face all cler was never sene
But spikes long where kites had just ybene
At ranges fern on every trace’s ende.
No ship ther was that could round coast ywende,
But this ilke mech ful soon would wis
And sad were his wafies that such ship should miss.
I wot not his name nor heard me of his troope.
Fair was his mien and Sixty was his grupe.

v,
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Of course, the technical staff had their troubles.
The bombing had left some Gremlins in the CH
transmitters; they went for rides on the contactors
and made clacking noises as soon as one’s back was
turned. They crawled along the ducts and tripped
transmitters—they lit the wrong lights on the con-
trol desks—they nearly drove one particular watch
straight into Colney Hatch. But one transmitter or
other was always either on the air or at instant
readiness, and our Monthly Technical Report,
month after month, showed “Nil” for “Time off
the air”.

That continued until the end of our association
with “steam”; but by the time we escaped from the
problems of one station we realized that all through
1940 a tremendous new chain had been built.
Starting with MRU’s, going on to ACH’s (more or
less transportable), then to ICH’s, using permanent
towers but temporary buildings, the Finals arrived,
and the original chain from Netherbutton to Vent-
nor had been stretched to cover the entire coastline.

Yes—Iet the beam enthusiasts say what they like;
let the centimetre fans talk lovingly of their wave-
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guides; let the GCI types sing the praises of the night
chase. Unless they grew up with the old CH they
don’t know what thrills were. The CH was once all
we had; and, by Heck, it did its stuff!

“BIG BEN”

Right through to 1944 the quiet efficiency of the
CH stations was maintained; and then came the
V2 period, which started a magnificent flap.
Stations in the South-East corner were modified
beyond all recognition; many mysterious bits and
pieces were added, the technique of which still can’t
be disclosed because it is Top Secret. But it is no
secret that the CH added still further to its reputation
during the Big Ben flap, just as the multifarious beam
equipments did their bit towards the vanquishing
of V1.

Perhaps, by now, “steam” has lost some of its
glamour; but it is interesting to reflect that there is,
as yet, no single type of beam channel that can
replace a CH station. Combinations of them, yes—
but single types, definitely no. That is why it was so
fortunate that we had the CH when we did!

LIFE IN FLY-BOMB ALLEY

Divers details at Fairlight

NCE upon a time there was a quiet little CHL

O station called Fairlight. It sat peacefully on

the cliffs near Hastings and looked out into

the blue waters of the English Channel; nothing

ever happened there, except for routine matters like

hostile low-fliers, outgoing mass raids of 500 plus,

night raiders heading for London, U-boats and

E-boats stooging around the Channel. It was an

ideal home of rest for tired-out WAAF’s from the
North of Scotland.

Even on D-day the Fairlight people didn’t have
much to do except to plot on shipping and aircraft—
and, even if there was quite a lot of that, well, it was
a nice restful occupation.

But some eight days later a rude noise was heard
in the sky, and what appeared to be a flaming air-
craft pursued a straight and very rapid path

Londonwards—and that was how Fairlight’s calm
was shattered. After several days and nights of what
the Min. of Inf. was pleased to call “pilotless air-
craft” it became obvious that things were going to
happen to Fairlight.

V.I.P.s AND OTHERS

The Air Ministry and Fighter Command wheels
started rolling, and the Backroom boys started
thinking. The machine started moving, and even-
tually ploughed a clear path right through poor
little Fairlight. Visitors arrived-——hundreds of them.
Some, much perturbed by the rude noises in the
night, went away again; others, apparently liking
the music, stayed on and refused to move. A com-
mittee headed by a VIP met on the site, and even
this solemn meeting was interrupted by a doodlebug
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which committed suicide a quarter of a mile away.
But the committee made some decisions, and then
things began to happen.

Along came a Type 13, a Type 24, Type 26,
American MEW; the CHL was turned inside out
to make it a GCI; its aerial array was rebuilt and
then unbuilt again; a Mighty Wurlitzer tracking
console was installed in a special building of its own;
a photographic section was established; along came
Y watch, photographers, controllers, filterers, Works
and Bricks, CME’s, operators, clerks, more MT,
more Diesels, more telephones. . . And then the guns
arrived—hundreds of them! A heavy battery in
front of the station, Bofors behind it, light stuff all
round it.

On one occasion there were 56 bods in the Ops-
Room (all working, so far as one could see). On
another there were three enormous Type 24 Cheeses
and more than a hundred bodies on the forward
site. And all the time the doodlebugs roared over-
head—those that didn’t crash in the sea or within
the ten-mile belt destined to become their chief
graveyard.

NOISY CUSTOMERS

The chief problem at Fairlight, then, became one
of sleeping. The extra bodies on the site were mostly
working by night, when the customers were most
numerous; but if they tried to sleep by day, they
were rudely awakened by a kind of vibro-massage
from the barrage cvery few hours. Those who worked
by day were jerked out of bed by the midnight per-
formance, and again at 3 or 4 a.m. So it just became
a matter of doing without sleep!

On one hectic night the gunners hit a Diver at a

height of 1,000 feet and directly over the CHL Ops-
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room. Equipment and operators jumped several
inches off the floor, and a minor fire was started
inside the Type 13 receiver by displacement of com-
ponents! Still Divers crashed all round, shell frag-
ments fell like hail, and every half-hour or so during
a noisy period the visual spotters would report one
making straight for the station—often losing height
as it came.

But Fairlight survived. After it had counted
nearly 5,000 Divers the Allied armies in France
forced the enemy away from the sites at the other end
of Fairlight’s tramlines, and Rye, Dymchurch,
Hythe, and Swingate were left to carry on the good
work. On the great day when g7 out of 101 were shot
down, the peak was reached.

Fairlight is now a quiet little Radar station
basking in the sunshine (on the days when the sun
shines) and looking out across the Channel. It is not
complacent, but now and then it does dream of the
days when it played its big part in one of the greatest
“flaps” in the history of Radar.

— *
Doodlebug, doodlebug,

Where do you roam?

Fairlight no longer

Is plotting you home.

Over the roof-tops,

Each night you are skimming *em,
Plotted by Happisburgh,

Hopton, and Trimingham.

(Also by Foreness, Whitstable, all stations to Golds-
borough, and many others which don’t rhyme.)
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ida the spida

its a funny thing boss but once

i knew a waaf who kept a spider
named

ida

with a lot of silk

insider.

ida

was plenty smart although

the c.o.

said no,

just an ordinary spider.

ida

lived on a gci

and you would always find her
near the middle of the ppi.

she might have been worth quids
spinning distorted grids

but no

she lived on a gci

and just sat

in the middle of the ppi.

she hadn’t even got a fly

and with all the electrons present
she became fluorescent.

on the filter table

you would see ida

come up as m for mabel

moving ever so slowly over

the table.

one day she became a p.e.
another time she nearly met a sad fate,
got chased as hostile one-two-eight
but the old finger was well in
and she wasn’t shot down.

so ida

went into business as a

writer . . .

well said ida

i know they give me a good time
but what some of them get paid for
i don’t know.

i’ve sat on this ppi

shining like a blooming glow-worm
for six weeks

and only been plotted twice.

of course for a nice sleep

i get on the iff console

and no one ever looks at me at all

I3

with apologies to

archie
mehitabel
don marquis, and
any others who think they ought

to be apologized

except a nice man with curly hair
who pops in

about once a year.

i get a lotta kick out of visitors
sorta psychology i suppose

but they all strike me as kinda
SCrewy.

it’s a good thing we haven’t had
that wing-co from group,

dead nuts on dust he is

and if he looked at my ppi

’d get wiped off.

then there’s another one
who switches off the iff

and every one says

good show

they’re going to take it out,
but he only wants to see

if they noticed it,

no luck at all.

there are some awfully

nice types

mostly those with wings and a dfc

to

and lovely moustaches.
ever so handsome they are
and they all look at me and say
good show
and i think they
mean it.
but i take a mighty dim view
of these video mods
as they call them.
the trace is so bright now
i can hardly sleep
and this 8 kv business
burns my feet.
they tried to off-centre me the other
day
and 1 had to move
halfway across the bowl
but they changed their minds
and i’m back in the middle again.
then we had the boffins in
talking about skiatrons.
they’re all right for some
but not ida.
i’ve been nearly drowned in hot tea
before
and i don’t like it.
besides 1 like these dark cabins
the things that go on sometimes
you wouldn’t believe.
funny how the innocent looking
blue-eyed waafs
are always the ones.
the officers say they need training
and give them a course.
some training say i
and i know.
now they say there’s a type 13
coming.
none of that for ida
going up and down
and i don’t want my height taken
all day.
no p.e.’s to hide in either
so 1’m looking for a new place
for some sleep.
’ll probably get inside a
1497
and see what that’s like
ida


















20

and G-H, methodically destroying the enemy’s oil
resources, took every advantage of forward move-
ment of the front line to snatch at the last few miles
of cover. Risks were taken, and adventures were
many. The enemy knew by now what was hitting
him, and his Ardennes offensive had amongst its
objectives the capture of the RNA stations sited at
Laroche. However, 72 Wing’s anticipation of the
situation enabled the units to be whisked away from
under the very guns of the advancing Panzer
units.

THE LAST PHASE

With the early spring of 1945 came the final
assault on Germany. Conferences between Staff
Officers of 60 Group and SHAEF had ensured that
all the necessary plans were prepared, and this,
combined with the skill of personnel, now battle
trained in 72 Wing, enabled the whole vast complex
of RNA cover to spread forward over Germany as
rapidly as the forward infantry elements could
clear the sites of German snipers.

The standard method of siting was to go forward
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with the infantry in a jeep, flash the essential siting
data back to 72 Wing Headquarters by W/T, and
within a matter of hours an Oboe convoy or a Gee
system would be moving up. Before the war ended,
Berlin had been repeatedly attacked from Oboc
stations sited deep within Germany. The remaining
oil targets had been battered by the G-H system,
and the whole of Germany lay under Gee cover.

These magnificent results were achieved only
because of the great work of every one who con-
tributed to the RNA system. It was successful not
because one link in it was good—it was all good,
and you played your part in ensuring this success,
whether you were maintaining the complicated
apparatus, driving M-T, cooking a meal for the
watch, chasing equipment, or just being generally
useful.

Every one who worked on RNA at Group, on
Wings, or on the stations, can claim with great pride
and justification that they played a vital part in the
destruction of the great German army, and the in-
dustry that nourished it. It was your work; no one
could have done a better job.

On being Posted out of
60 Group

I remember happy lonely sites
And friendly people,
Binding weather, hockey, gala nights.

Towers climbing high into the blue,
The “A” Site transport
And a chorus from the crew.

Weary night-binds with a lone patrol,
And thrilling watches
With a fight to man the “bowl”.

D-day landings on our lines of shoot,
Unceasing masses
Plotted down the well-worn route.

Chinagraph complexion, blackened hand,
The sudden quiet
When a “mass” moved overland.

I remember tea at g and 6,
And ghostly stories;
Talks on life and politics.

“Night watch sleeping™ pinned up on the door
The Radar Bulletin
And a polished Ops-Room floor.

3

Happy memories to take away—
Best wishes, Sixty,
And here’s to getting back some day.
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6o Group—but we mean the

IF you want to learn the history of
“human story”, not the coldly

BULLETIN REVIEW {

worded  official  documents—you

cannot do better than find some tidy-minded
person who has a file of Rapar BurLerins and is
prepared to lend it to you. We recently found such
a person, here at Headquarters, and we confess
that we have learnt a lot. We will therefore
proceed to hand on some of our information to our
under-nourished readers.

The “RDF Bulletin” first saw the light in April
1941. It consisted of three foolscap sheets and was
very grim and businesslike (just as 60 Group was in
those days). Hostiles were seen by all and sundry,
from Deerness to Ventnor and from Bawdsey to the
Isle of Man. There was also a note that “recent
heavy raids have made necessary the introduction
of a rough and ready system of mass reporting.”
An article on Births and Deaths heralded the arrival
of “Penolver, a fine child of South Cornwall”’, and
adds that Cocklaw, Crustan, and Loth are growing
up in the North. The only light relief was a moral
little poem called “AME Stations” which explained
what the various abbreviated station names meant.

Nothing much happened until the publication
of No. 4 in July 1941; the preceding issues were full
of mass raids, gloomy promises of what was to come,
and more announcements of births. The July issue
was full of crashing hostiles, from the Scillies to the
Shetlands, but—sign of hope!-—published some
official instructions on the method of reporting
Fighter Sweeps.

SCHARNHORST AND GNEISENAU

In August 1941 we find the long-distance com-
petition thriving, with Hillhead claiming 210 miles
on an MB1a/RF6, and South Ronaldsay claiming
the CHL record with 178 miles (on VT58%).
Macroscopic reporting was accepted as normal
procedure; PPI’s were in operation at Sango,
Navidale, Cocklaw, and Grutness; and the tempor-
ary lack of hostiles was causing gloom.

In October 1941 (Bulletin No. 6) we find 11 Group
claiming 79 hostiles destroyed and 24 “‘probables”,
and there is a report of a new Fighter Group
covering Northern Ireland. In November, Shotton
CHL (long since departed!) broke the CHL record
with 208 miles and the Bulletin broke into frivolous
verse for the first time.

The next issue “January 1942 mentions ‘“‘the
disappointing story of the German Battleships”.
(It was not known at the time that the Radar
picture was satisfactory, considering the difhiculties
created by the first serious jamming barrage let
loose by the Hun.) CHL’s were being warned to
keep a special lookout for low fliers (there was no
centimetre chain then, of course). Among the “new
boys” we hear for the first time of Kendrom, Rodel
Park, Islivig, Eorodale, and Point of Stoer——the
“Battle of the Atlantic’’ stations.

February 1942 brought news of the Bruneval
commando raid, from which our anonymous heroes
brought back bits of German 50 cm. equipment. All
the Fighter Groups reported bloody encounters
with hostiles, and Grutness burst into the record-
breaking class with 226 miles on a CHL.

BUSINESS FROM THE WEST

The March 1942 issue (No. 10) said farewell to
our first AOC—Air Commodore Gregory—and
welcome to our second, Air Commodore (now Air
Vice Marshal) Aitken. Nevin claimed the long dis-
tance record with go million miles (on sunspots)
and Grutness added to its fame with the claim of
1go plots ofover 150 milesin one month. Incidentally
there were still ten Wings being mentioned in this
Bulletin, 76 at Bristol and 74 at Cambridge both
being very active.

April 1942 reported the dissolution of nightly
knitting parties and backchat with plotters—life
was earnest once again. It also pointed out that there
were 2go reporting channels, as compared with 125
in January 1941 and 25 in January 1940. 9 Group
and 10 Group were reporting the completion of
West Coast Final CH’s in June 1942, and 11 Group
mentioned 51 offensive sweeps in 14 days. The
famous CD/CHL’s had been taken over from the
Army and put on air reporting, and hostiles were
still plentiful in all areas.

The Bulletin then languished until November
1942, when 11 Group remarked upon the benefit
of the new direct lines from CHL’s to Filter Rooms
—reminding us that some of you young readers
may not realize that the CHL was once a kind of
accessory to the nearest CH station.
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Another gap until July 1943, when things were
apparently dull, judging by the little homily about
the importance of carrying out the dull tasks as well
as the more spectacular ones. We also read of
81 Fortresses crossing the Welsh coast—a sign of
things to come. A “CHEL” chain was growing,
with a strength of 5 Type 14’s and 5 aircraft-report-
ing “Katies”. Bomber Command’s mounting offen-
sive was occupying the East Coast stations at nights,
with a growing amount of American activity by
day.

By August 1943 the surface-watching chain, in
full swing, was saving convoys from minefields,
plotting enemy surface craft and controlling Alba-
core interceptions, and generally working up to the
grand job that it did from then until the end of the

war.

MASS FRIENDLIES

For the rest of 1943 the chief concern was with
very heavy friendly bomber activity and with sur-
face craft; E-boat alley was becoming really busy,
and the East Coast centimetre tower stations were
doing their stuff. In November we read that Com-
bined Directional Plotting was introduced on what
was to become the D-day Coast, and a sweep of
350 aircraft over the Cherbourg Peninsula was
reported—more signs of things to come. Search-
lights were in the news, 13 Group were still shooting
down HE 177’s and JU 88’s, and a new machine
called the “Mk III Interrogator System” was be-
ginning to achieve a certain amount of publicity
for itself!

January 1944 saw the “Deaths” column in-
creasing in size, with obituaries to Kendrom,
Navidale, Rodel Park, Blackhead, and Crannock
Hill Type g1. There are notices of the impending
demise of Stoer, St Bees, Formby, Westbum,
Oxwich, and Habost. The war is shifting south with
a vengeance. Down South, at this time, flocks of
Mitchells and Marauders are attacking “enemy
installations in the Pas de Calais”, and the new
ME 410’s and JU 188’s are beginning their fast
attacks on London. “Window” is in the news,
too.

March 1944 sees an admirable piece of prose
beginning ‘“From Sennen to Skaw the CH stations
remain, now as always, the real backbone of the
Radar cover.” Good old Steam! 1o Group, 11

Group, and 12 Group were really busy and the
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other areas somewhat slack. April saw a good-bye
message to Loth, Scarlet, Dalby, Wylfa, Castell
Mawr, Kilkeel, and Greystone CH’s, and Prestatyn,
Ballymartin, Roddans, Port and South Stack
CHL’s. Grutness, the one-time record-breaker,
which came on the air at Christmas 1939, also
closed—on 15th March 1944.

DIVER! DIVER!

The May 1944 issue is historic. D-day is past;
activity on an unheard-of scale has been seen and
plotted by all the South Coast stations. This, of
course, means that the May issue must have ap-
peared in June—but that is not unheard-of! The
June issue proper carries the exciting news of the
first flying bombs and the almost continuous
“Diver” alert that followed. July announces the
forcible evacuation of 75 Wing from Keston to
Broadstairs, a Diver having practically wrecked
their home after some weeks of nerve-racking
existence. The Diver story is mentioned elsewhere
in this issue.

By November, the Bulletin records that hostile
aircraft activity is nearly over; the Calais gun-sites
are captured, the crews at Swingate sleep once
more. “Big Ben” is much in evidence, but not in the
Bulletin, because of secrecy. Occasional mentions
of the “V-Chain” occur, but give a poor impression
of the real work of the CH’s from Stoke to Dover.
12 Group say a joyous farewell to the Tirpitz; and
the veil is partly lifted from RNA. Incidentally the
November 1944 Bulletin was the first to be graced
with a real cover. It told the story of Fairlight of
Fly-Bomb Alley, and paid tribute to the work of
72 Wing—“Hands Across the Sea”.

GOOD-BYE NAVY

From then onwards the story is too well known to
need repetition here. The Home Radar Chain
devoted itself more and more to friendly activity
while the RNA Chain became more and more
offensive. The Navy’s contributions came to an end
with the closing of the Naval Plots; VE-day and
VJ-day were announced. And finally came the
inspiration that brought this Souvenir Number into
being.

A potted and incomplete history, no doubt; but
the fortunate possessor of a complete file of Rapar
BurLETINs is the owner of a personal story of 6o
Group which does not exist elsewhere.









OCTOBER 1045

Installation
Day

Our station’s in an uproar—
Installation’s in full swing,

And running round the Ops-Room
Are bags of bods from Wing.

The station mechs are busy
Running to and fro with tea;
Resplendent in their corduroys
Come types from TRE.

The Rx is in pieces,

It will surely work no more,

And all the bods with all their mods
Lie scattered on the floor.

Ops and Mechs and CME’s,
Rings and tapes and LAC’s,
Sergeants playing with a ’scope,
Giving AC’s all the dope;
Squadron-Leaders use sig gennies,
Flight-Lieutenants toss for pennies.

Louder grows the noise and din—
But here’s the TO squeezing in;
With sickly mien and palsied hand
He tries to quell the busy band.

His voice comes weakly, without tone,

The Last
Posting

“Lor love a duck,” said the Mech, “that’s done it!
Just me alone with the gear to run it,

The TO’s off on an admin course,

The WO'’s posted to Stoke Holy Cross,
Corporal Plum is in dock with the measles,—
No one to give me a hand with the Diesels!
We had two Canadians, but ain’t that a laugh,
Last Iriday they posted them to Second TAF.
No more mechanical personnel

Left on the station. Ain’t war Hell!

Saw the CO and he’s rung up Wing,

All of them say that they can’t do a thing,
They blame it all on to Records, Gloucester.
Looks like I go on a one watch roster!™

He beats on his breast and he rages at Fate
Till a signal comes—*You’re posted, Mate.”
Posted! The very last mechanic!

None on the station—bags of panic—!

Nobody ventured to touch the set,

But it went all right, and it’s going yet,

Just as it did in the days before

When it had maintenance galore.

So if they post every Mech from your station

“P’ve just had Group upon the >phone . . . »
(He swallows hard, his face turns white)
“You’re working on the wrong damn site!”

Don’t let it fill you with consternation,
Don’t be downhearted, never moan,
Just leave the God-darn stuff alone!
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Window and the Type 13’ gave good enough
heights for interceptions to be carried out.

1944—D-day was approaching and activity
becoming even more furious. E-boats were still at
work and not one of the East and South Coast
stations dared blink an eve. Liverpool was busy with
“Western Approaches” and stations from Lands
End to Northern Ireland swept the surface of the
sea for the first pick-up of stray E-boats round the
Scillies or low fliers snooping in the Irish Sea. Every
ship of every convoy was watched and plotted with
tireless accuracy.

Low-flying attacks had been defeated by the
centimetre chain linked direct to the AA guns, but
E-boats, U-boats, mines, and low-flying minelayers
were still at work, and the enemy must not be allowed
to get in close and see what we were doing. He was
successfully kept out.

D-DAY AND DOODLEBUGS

Then came the great day, and once more the
centimetre chain on thz South Coast was called
upon to plot and track without fail. Masses of
shipping, clouds of aircraft going across to Nor-
mandy and back were faithfully recorded, and the
fighter direction carried out by our big brothers, the
50-centimetre Type 16’s, was of immense value.
Even the successful pranging of the enemy’s Radar
on the opposite coast was largely due to the location
of his rotating aerials by our own centimestre stations.

Then, one night, the expected happened. The
first flying-bombs arrived. For a year this had been
awaited, and a certain amount of equipment was
available to counteract it. But streams of doodlebugs
were roaring across the Channel and over Fairlight,
Rye, Dover, Beachy Head on their way inland.
Still more flap! New equipment was set up—Types
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13, 14, 24, 51-57, MEW, and the American SCR
584 controlling the guns—and what happened to
the flying bombs is now well known. Day by day a
smaller number succeeded in reaching the London
area.

THE SCHNORKEL WAR

Everything after this was in the nature of an anti-
climax, but let it not be thought that our work had
ended. Much of the Fairlight equipment was torn
down and rushed to Greyfriars to meet the threat of
heavy Diver attacks on the East Coast; the West
Coast had to meet the “Schnorkel” attacks of
U-boats. But as the doodlebugs were smashed and
the E-boat and U-boat bases captured, Germany
disintegrated and the chain began to sit back and
take it easy.

What a war! What a scramble! Flap after flap to
get stations up without equipment; to modify and
modify again and again as minor or major improve-
ments were thought of; to meet special operational
requirements at short notice or no notice at all.
Despite the rush, the discomfort; despite the tedious
climbing of 200-foot towers on filthy nights because
the “maggie” had gone for six and the lift jammed;
despite it all you have enjoyed it, haven’t you? Even
the mech who climbed Trimingham tower to watch
a Diver coming in, and got scared stifl because it
passed just below him!

None of the stations that are not mentioned in this
story has been forgotten. They have all done grand
work, whether they have been watching the ap-
proaches to Scapa Flow, the wild seas off the Shet-
lands or the Minches, or whether they have been
down South in the thick of the excitement. Perhaps
we wouldn’t like to have it all again—but, well, it
was worth it! -
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traverses were fitted with platforms where a last
stand might have been made.

Many were the scares during this period, in-
cluding fruitless searches for suspected parachutists
and armoured-car operations around the com-
pounds on pitch-dark nights. Happily for Swingate
all these preparations proved unnecessary, and the
station’s ground defences were never in action.

AUGUST 1940

On 12th August Swingate shared battle honours
with the other South Coast CH stations. A heavy
attack was made, of which the “T”” compound bore
the brunt. There was wholesale destruction of
feeders and their supports, and much damage was
done by one bomb which landed on the blast wall
of “T” block, shifting the ceiling and breaking glass
panels, windows, and insulators. The station was off
the air immediately, but the standby was run up
and operation resumed some twenty minutes later.

A survey of the damage in “T”” compound showed
that local resources could effect a temporary repair
to one feeder run, so every one set to work digging
holes for telegraph posts and re-erecting the feeder.
This work was finished some 97 minutes after the
attack, and the main transmitter came triumphantly
back on the air.

Life pursued its somewhat lively course through
August and September, with every one having
grandstand views of the great battles raging over the
Channe] and over Kent. Hawkinge and Manston
were heavily attacked, and continued attacks on
Dover Harbour made it untenable except as a base
for small coastal craft.

NAVAL INTERCEPTION

At about this time close co-operation with the
Naval types was started, and the CHL gave valuable
aid to the Naval plot by tracking friendly and enemy
coastal forces. Much to the Navy’s delight, several
successful interceptions by MTB’s were brought off
as a result of CHL plotting—the first occasion on
which such information was successfully used and
exploited by a Naval Command. Many acknow-
ledgements on this aspect of the CHL’s work were
received from the Vice-Admiral, Dover.

This led, indirectly, to the installation of some
centimetre equipment operated by the Army and
the Navy, and offensive action was frequently taken
either by coastal forces or heavy guns. This phase
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began to mean a lot to Swingate, for whenever the
guns to the north opened up, the station was sub-
jected to retaliatory measures from long-range guns
on the other side. The first such incident took place
in October 1940; no serious damage was done to
any of the equipment, although some personnel
were injured by splinters.

At about the same time another bombing attack
scored a direct hit on the switch-room end of “R”
block, wrecking it almost completely. The duty
watch of eight airmen emerged from the remains of
the block, covered from head to foot in lime and
dust, but all intact. There was also much damage
to feeders and calculator equipment, although the
telephone system continued to work, but operations
had to be transferred to the standby “R” hut. It was
some months before “R” block was fully repaired.

FATAL CASUALTIES

In November yet another heavy raid was made
on the station, some 20 bombs being dropped.
Technical equipment was undamaged this time, but
the house used as the Sick Quarters and Officers’
Mess became almost uninhabitable and was later
abandoned. One bomb dropped into this house but
failed to explode—a miraculous escape for the ten
or so people in the building at the time.

During the next four years life at Swingate con-
tinued to be a succession of shelling and bombing
incidents—sometimes a mixture of the two. The
intensity of the shelling increased as the power of the
Luftwaffe dwindled. There was a really serious
incident in January 1944, involving fatal casualties
to RAF and WAAF when a shelter at the “B” site
suffered a direct hit. The CHL was damaged at the
same time.

By now the surface-plotting capabilities of this
channel were being used for controlling Air-Sea
Rescue operations, and an extension to the CHL
“R’ hut had been built for this purpose. Many lives
were saved by the work of this channel, from which
controllers handled aircraft and search boats. Un-
fortunately a shelling attack in February 1944
scored a direct hit on this Ops-Room, completely
demolishing it, and the control was moved to Dover
Castle.

The tempo speeded up in 1944, and the “chug
chug” of the Diesel locomotive pulling our heavy
guns along their special railway lines north of the
station became a sound to listen for. This invariably
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