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Up to September 1944, RAF Station Dallachy had been a training station and had to be reorganized for operations.  Our area of operations was to be the Norwegian Coast and we proceeded to plan the Ops Room accordingly.  The operations map was painted on the main wall, flanked by the necessary information boards of aircraft availability, etc.  Intelligence rooms were organized with maps and photographs.  Each department such as meteorology signals and flying control organized their own departments.  In the same manner, the Officer’s Mess was organized.  At a meeting I was elected P.M.C. and looked after these duties.  As the Senior Squadron Leader I was Senior Operations Officer and was responsible for the Operations Room.  There were many rumours as to upcoming squadrons but eventually a naval squadron of Swordfish RN838 came in to do anti-submarine patrol.


The Swordfish Squadron did not stay long and we were suddenly notified that four squadrons of Beaufighters were to be stationed at Dallachy and in fact they arrived within 48 hours and stretched our resources almost to breaking point.  The sudden addition of about 200 officers to the mess meant that our small staff of women cooks were terribly overworked and we urgently needed further help.


We now settled down with four squadrons: 1 English, RAF144; 1 Australian, RAAF455; 1 Canadian, RCAF404; 1 New Zealander, RNZAF489, a real mixture if ever there was one.  We were also to cooperate with the Banff wing of Mosquitoes commanded by Group Captain Max Aitken for major efforts.


We started off almost at once with reconnaissance flights of 3 individual aircraft searching for German shipping along the Norwegian Coast.  These were planned to arrive on the coast at first light and left Dallachy before dawn (low approach to coast).  In addition to normal briefing a Norwegian Air Force officer gave each crew advice as to how to fly the fiords so that they would be able to detect the hiding places for shipping in the fiords.  If any shipping was detected, the “recce” aircraft would signal as soon as they left the coast on their way back to base.  Command would then decide whether a strike would be carried out.  If there was a sighting we would get ready so that everything could be set in motion quickly.  The Squadron Commanders and the Station Commander would be waiting in the Ops Room for the returning crew to get all available information.  One such strike occurred within a few days before the extra cooks came in.  I was not on duty in the Ops Room except to see that all went well and I finished cooking bacon and frying eggs for the operational crews before they went out.  Other officers helped to serve.


I mention this to show the spirit prevailing when everyone pitched in irrespective of rank or position to make things tick and help the main effort.


The initial problems were soon solved, a new Station Commander was appointed, who was quick to see the personnel deficiencies and through contacts at Command was able to make good our deficiencies and the station quickly settled down to a regular routine of operations against shipping on the Norwegian Coast.


The squadrons, although of different nationalities, worked well together and team spirit soon developed.


Flying in general and operational flying in particular requires a certain temperament.  Periods of gloom occasioned by operational losses must of necessity be short lived.  Otherwise, the aggressive high spirits necessary for successful operations would son be subdued and lost.


Our initial teething troubles were soon overcome and the station settled down to a regular routine of operations.


The operations room was the center of activity on the ground and a regular meeting place for the Squadron Commanders in the morning after breakfast.  A pot of tea was always ready and everyone expected and got a cup of tea almost as soon as they sat down.  The tea racket was in the hands of the telephone operators.  These were W.A.A.F. girls who had been lent to us temporarily to overcome our initial shortage.  They found their work exciting and congenial and all of them put in requests to stay on the station and this was eventually organized.  They were all most efficient and after a short time could anticipate the operation officers’ wishes and thus speed up our work.  They soon knew who had to be called on the telephone and used to have them standing by for the operations officer.


A typical day at Dallachy started early in the morning 3 or 4 hours before dawn.  The operations officer on night duty would see that the 3 crews already warned the night before, were called in good time for operational breakfast.  After which they would report to the Ops Room for briefing.  Their job would be to carry out a reconnaissance of the whole Norwegian Coast from Trondheim to Oslo.  For this purpose it was divided into 3 sectors and each crew took one sector.  The briefing would include all information available as to shipping previously sighted and opposition to be expected from anti-aircraft and German fighters.  It was most important that full information be given as to our own naval disposition along the coast such as submarines, etc.  A Norwegian expert would also brief the crews as to the best method of approach to the fiords.  In many places, ships could hide in deep water alongside steep cliffs and unless approached from the right direction would not be seen.  The recce flights were arranged to start along the coast about dawn and take off was arranged accordingly.  The aircraft would approach the coast from a low altitude so as to avoid being picked up by German radar until the last minute.  These flights were usually trouble-free and we could expect all three to return more or less on time.  Occasionally we would receive a sighting report which would bring all squadrons to readiness.  The report was evaluated at Command and if important the crew would have to report to Command on landing to fill in details.  A decision would then be made as to which squadrons would take part in the strike, and what armament would be used in the attack, such as cannon, rockets or torpedoes and also whether a fighter escort would be required to take care of the fighter opposition.  Coastal shipping moved mostly at night and took refuge in defended ports during the day.  At different places along the coast there were German Fighter Squadrons and their position had to be taken into account.  If a strike was to be originated as a result of an early morning recce, it would be ready to take off about midday and would not return till about 4 p.m.  After seeing the aircraft take off there would be a let down and lunch would be taken.  No word would be received from the aircraft and we would anxiously wait for the first aircraft to land and then start counting them in as they landed.  It would be unusual to get a full count and we had to wait for details till the crews returned to the Ops Room for debriefing.  Hot coffee and rum was available to help the men relax after their ordeal, but it would be some time before a clear picture of what had happened could be seen.  The main concern was the pilots and crew.  In the event of a crew being shot down, a careful note would be taken of the longitude and latitude so that rescue craft could be dispatched to the area for search and pick up, by either aircraft or high speed launch.  We had one case of a pilot who made the Shetlands in a dinghy, although wounded.  He made a satisfactory recovery after this terrible ordeal.


Two events stand out in my memory of individuals.  The first one concerned a former pupil from Medicine Hat, Alberta, who joined 489 Squadron.  Together with 5 other pilots he was detailed for a night attack on a German destroyer which had been observed sailing south along the Norwegian Coast and it was decided to attack it at night with the aid of the light of the moon.  The attack was to take place with torpedoes when the destroyer would be silhouetted by the moon.  Each aircraft was to attack separately at about 5-minute intervals.  The first two or three attacks were unsuccessful, aircraft being seriously damaged in the approach.  The pilot of the successful aircraft started his approach and could see that his attack would not be successful and broke off, took avoiding action and, completely disregarding the mass of anti-aircraft fire, made another approach and managed to get a torpedo hit on the destroyer.  He survived the second attack and returned to base and was awarded the D.F.C.  I think 3 out of 6 aircraft were lost.


The second event concerned a flight commander who had only to carry out one flight to complete his tour of duty.  A strike was being organized and the Station Commander tried to dissuade the Flight Commander from taking part as he had already done more than his share.  The Flight Commander insisted that it was his job and that he would be OK.  I remember seeing the strike take off and I was alongside the Station Commander who still had misgivings.  These misgivings were fully borne out when the Flight Commander failed to return, having been shot down in the attack.


Life on an R.A.F. Station in war time tends to become rather small town.  One is thrown into close contact with those people with whom one works, and it is essential that those companions be friendly and congenial.  This is necessary for smooth and efficient working and also for pleasant relaxation in off duty hours.  We were fortunate at Dallachy in this respect.  There were four Operations Officers and we got on together very well.  I remained at Dallachy through May 1945 when I was posted to Training Command.
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