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FROM THE PRESIDENTS DESK

Greetings for the third time this year. We are now moving into the busiest part of the year. The
inspiration for this article was getting a friendly reminder from Secretary Dick to get into gear.
A few bits of news. Our Annual Lunch in June was held at the Claremont Hotel. A nice selection at
a good price. A very pleasant get together. I unfortunately missed out as a little bit ‘off colour’.
The next major activity is our AGM on the first Friday in October the 4th. As you know we don’t
spend too much time with this activity and we will be having a special price drinks night to follow. How
about offering your services for the Committee. Let Dick know if you would like to help out and he will
organize the nomination.
Sunday 13th October, we will hold our ANNUAL COMMEMORATION SERVICE at The
Memorial at Anglesea Barracks at 1145 hrs (if you have forgotten what this means, it is a quarter to 12
noon). We then adjourn to the RAAF Memorial Centre for lunch and a little light refreshment. The wheel
will operate. Detail on these activities are included in the calendar in this newsletter.
Another reminder. Friday the 8th November we will hold a lunch at a venue yet to be decided. This
is our Remembrance Day Luncheon. I will be getting numbers for this at the First Friday function in
November.
Just an update and reminder that Dick Goodwin and David Harcourt have been collecting-up our
memorabilia, digitising it and we will eventually be depositing that material in the State Archives. Digital
copies will be available for members. There will be many hours of enjoyable viewing or reading in the
material. A big job and a great effort. More to follow.
Remember one day we will cease operation and will need to leave our history recorded with some
stories not told.
The Mobility Support scheme continues and is working well. If you need transport to any of our
activities, please contact Dick, myself, Mick Farley or Denise Geeves so that we can arrange taxi support.
We are still keeping our numbers up on First Fridays although down a bit in mid-year. If you have
not been in for a while come along. Bring a mate if you wish. You will be very welcome to Denise and
Denis as well as other “volunteers” behind the bar and Ray and Alf on the wheel, and of course, everyone
else. Partners are also welcome and we can even have tea and coffee. Our volunteer ladies, bring out the
hot pies, etc., and our thanks to them.
With the sale of the Waratah Hotel our ANZAC DAY lunch venue, over many years, will have to
be changed. Same arrangements at a different location. Watch this space.
.
That’s about all I can remember for this issue.
Best wishes to all and keep healthy.
Yours in Signals,

Owen
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SIMON COOPER – STATE CORONER, MAGISTRATE & FIREMAN
(Continuing our series of articles on Association or former Hobart Signal Squadron members)
Simon was born in Toowoomba Qld in early 1964 (while his father and a current Association Vice President;
Mel, was stationed with the Sig Regt at nearby Cabarlah). After the family moved to Hobart, Simon attended St
Virgil’s College where he served 3 years in the Army Cadets, rising to the rank of Cadet Under Officer.
He joined the Army Reserve at 146 Sig Sqn as a 17 year, old while still attending the college and recalls that at
that time, “Old Virgilians” Major Dave Spratt (Unit OC), WO2 Bob Prenter (SSM) and other recruits of that era
included Phil Maloney, Tony McMullen, Tony Luttrell and Andrew Colrain. Simon thoroughly enjoyed his
military service and by the time he voluntarily discharged, before the 1987 Unit Disbandment, he had achieved
the rank of Cpl and was working as a Light Radio Detachment Commander.
Simon operating radio equipment during the mid-1980’s

Being sworn in as a Magistrate in 2013

While serving with the Squadron, Simon completed his Law Degree at UTAS and a Graduate Diploma in Legal
Practice. This tertiary training was to provide him with a very strong grounding in the law, practicing in both
Hobart and Launceston between 1987-2003 in Criminal and Civil Litigation, specialising in medical negligence,
coronial and industrial cases. He also held appointments as Chair or Deputy Chair of the State Parole Board
(1998- 2003) and was President of the Tasmanian Bar Association (2002-2003).
During the 3 years from June 2003, Simon lectured in Law in the UK before returning to Tasmania and taking
on an appointment as Chairman of the Resource Management and Planning Appeals Board. He continued in that
role for nearly 7 years, before being appointed as a Magistrate in April, 2013. Over the past 18 months, he has
also worked as one of the State’s three full time Coroners, responsible for investigating unexpected, accidental
and violent deaths. That role extends to special responsibility for management of missing persons and medical
death cases. Simon defines his current roles as ‘very hard but fascinating and rewarding work’. Since 2017,
Simon has also held a position as Secretary of the Asia-Pacific Coroner’s Society and was an accredited teacher
with the Australian Advocacy Institute for two terms (1997-2001 & 2013-2015).
One might think that apart from the above appointments and roles, Simon would have little time for others
pursuits, however, Simon has been a valued Volunteer Member of the Tasmanian Fire Service at Taroona
Brigade since 2006, including serving as First Officer and undertaking interstate deployments over the past
decade in the Victorian “Black Saturday” and more recent Queensland Bushfires. He also found time to serve as
a Board members of St Virgil’s College Hobart between 2009 and 2014.
Simon also has some varied other interests which include sailing (he has competed in 4 Sydney-Hobart races –
2 with Mel and brother Nick and more recently with his son, Jonathon). Recently, Simon and partner Olivia
(also a Magistrate and State Coroner) purchased a new yacht. Members of the family, including Mel and
Simon’s 2 sons sailed the boat back to Tasmania from Victoria just a few weeks ago.
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(Cont., Simon Cooper)

Olivia McTaggart &
Simon at the start of the
Kokoda Track

Other interests including military history, rugby, cricket and bushwalking. Olivia and Simon completed the
Kokoda Track trek last June and Simon has tackled most of the challenging Tasmanian wilderness walks in his
“attempts to stay fit”.
His memberships of the Tasmanian Cricket Association, Royal Yacht Club of Tasmania and the Kingston Beach
RSL Sub Branch also, no doubt, provides interesting and relaxing outlets.
Simon on the Mt Ossa summit on one of his wilderness walks
Simon (left) & Adam Stanwix (a
former 40 IRC member) on a Tas

Simon Cooper has certainly packed plenty into a very busy life since joining 146 Sig Sqn in 1981. He remains
a valued member of our Association and we look forward to hearing more about his exploits in the future.
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MEN ARE JUST HAPPY PEOPLE
Men Are Just Happier People!
What do you expect from such simple creatures? Your last name stays put. The garage is all yours. Wedding plans take care of
themselves. Chocolate is just another snack. You can never be pregnant. You can wear a white T-shirt to a water park. You can
wear NO shirt to a water park. Car mechanics tell you the truth. The world is your urinal. You never have to drive to another gas
station restroom because this one is just too icky. You don't have to stop and think of which way to turn a nut on a bolt. Wrinkles
add character. Wedding dress - $5,000. Tux rental - $100. People never stare at your chest when you're talking to them. New shoes
don't cut, blister, or mangle your feet. One mood all the time. Phone conversations are over in 30 seconds flat. You know stuff
about tanks.
A five-day vacation requires only one suitcase. You can open all your own jars. You get extra credit for the slightest act of
thoughtfulness. If someone forgets to invite you, he or she can still be your friend. Your underwear is $8.95 for a three-pack. Two
pairs of shoes are more than enough. You almost never have strap problems in public. You are unable to see wrinkles in your
clothes. Everything on your face stays its original colour. The same hairstyle lasts for years, maybe decades. You only have to
shave your face and neck.
You can play with toys all your life. One wallet and one pair of shoes - one colour for all seasons. You can wear shorts no matter
how your legs look. You can 'do' your nails with a pocket knife. You have freedom of choice concerning growing a moustache.
You can do Christmas shopping for 25 relatives on December 24 in 25 minutes. No wonder men are happier!
NICKNAMES
If Laura, Kate and Sarah go out for lunch, they will call each other Laura, Kate and Sarah.
If Mike, Dave and John go out, they will affectionately refer to each other as Fat Boy, Bubba and Wildman.
EATING OUT
When the bill arrives, Mike, Dave and John will each throw in $20, even though it's only for $32.50. None of them will have
anything smaller and none will actually admit they want change back.
When the girls get their bill, outcome the pocket calculators.
MONEY
A man will pay $2 for a $1 item he needs. A woman will pay $1 for a $2 item that she doesn't but it's on sale.
BATHROOMS
A man has six items in his bathroom: toothbrush and toothpaste, shaving cream, razor, a bar of soap & a towel.
The average number of items in the typical woman's bathroom is 337. A man would not be able to identify more than 20 of these
items.
ARGUMENTS
A woman has the last word in any argument. Anything a man says after is the beginning of a new argument.
FUTURE
A woman worries about the future until she gets a husband. A man never worries about the future until he gets a wife.
MARRIAGE
A woman marries a man expecting he will change, but he doesn't.
A man marries a woman expecting that she won't change, but she does.
DRESSING UP
A woman will dress up to go shopping, water the plants, empty the trash, answer the phone, read a book, and get the
mail. A man will dress up for weddings and funerals.
NATURAL
Men wake up as good-looking as they went to
bed. Women somehow deteriorate during the
night.
OFFSPRING
Ah, children. A woman knows all about her children. She knows about dentist appointments and romances, best friends,
favourite foods, secret fears and hopes and dreams.
A man is vaguely aware of some short people living in the house.
THOUGHT FOR THE DAY
A married man should forget his mistakes. There's no use in two people remembering the same thing! So, send this to the women
who have a sense of humour and to the men who will enjoy reading. (“Huon Bob”)
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MORE CHUCKLES FROM OUR
CONTRIBUTORS TOP STUDENT
Students in an advanced Biology class were taking their mid-term exam. The last question was, 'Name seven
advantages of Mother's Milk.' The question was worth 70 points or none at all. One student was hard put to think of
seven advantages. He wrote:
1) It is perfect formula for the child.
2) It provides immunity against several diseases.
3) It is always the right temperature.
4) It is inexpensive.
5) It bonds the child to mother and vice versa.
6) It is always available as needed.
And then the student was stuck. Finally, in desperation, just before the bell rang indicating the end of the test he wrote:
7) It comes in two attractive containers and its high enough off the ground where the cat can't get it. He got an A.
LOOK TO THE FUTURE
An old Italian man in Brooklyn is dying. He calls his grandson to his bedside. "Guido, I wan' you lissina me. I wan'
you to take-a my chrome plated 38 revolver so you will always remember me." "But grandpa, I really don't like
guns. How about you leave me your Rolex watch instead?" "You lissina me, boy! Somma day you gonna be runna
da business, you gonna have a beautiful wife, lotsa money, a big-a home and maybe a couple of bambinos. Then
one-a day you gonna coma home and maybe finda you wife inna bed with another man. Whatta you gonna do then?
Pointa to you watch and say, 'Times up!' "
TRUTH HURTS
A woman and her 12-year-old son were riding in a taxi in Detroit. It was raining and all the prostitutes were
standing under awnings. "Mom," said the boy, "what are all those women doing?" "They're waiting for their
husbands to get off work," she replied. The taxi driver turns around and says, "Geez lady, why don't you tell him the
truth? They're hookers, boy! They have sex with men for money." The little boy's eyes get wide and he says, "Is that
true Mom?" His mother, glaring hard at the driver, answers "Yes." After a few minutes the kid asks, "Mom, if those
women have babies, what happens to them?" She said, "Most of them become taxi drivers."
HOT TIP
An elderly, but hardy cattleman from Texas once told a young female neighbour that if she wanted to live a long life,
the secret was to sprinkle a pinch of gunpowder on her oatmeal each morning. She did this religiously and lived to
the age of
103. She left behind 14 children, 30 grandchildren, 21 great grandchildren, five great-great-grandchildren and a 40
foot hole where the crematorium used to be.
IF YOU DON'T PASS THIS ON TO YOUR FRIENDS BY 11:30 AM TOMORROW, YOU WILL RECEIVE THREE
ILLEGAL IMMIGRANTS ABSOLUTELY FREE. (Baz McClymont)

PLASTERED PADDY
Paddy had been drinking at his local Dublin pub all day celebrating St. Patrick’s Day. Mick, the barman says, “You’ll
not be drinking any more tonight Paddy.” Paddy replies, “OK Mick, I’ll be on me way then”.” Paddy spins around on
his bar stool and steps off. He falls flat onto his face. “Damn,” so he pulls himself up, dusts himself off
He takes a step towards the door and falls flat on his face again. “Damn, damn!” He looks at the doorway and thinks
to himself that if he can just get to the door and go out and get some fresh air he will be fine. He belly crawls to the
doorway and shimmies up the door frame. He sticks his head out and takes a deep breath of fresh air and feels a lot
better. He takes a step out onto the sidewalk and falls onto his face. “Be Jeeze, I’m drunk,” he says. He can see his
house just a few doors down. He crawls to the door, pulls himself up the door frame and lets himself in.
He takes a look at the stairs and says, “No way.” But he manages to crawl up the stairs and makes it to his bedroom
door and says “I can make it to the bed.” He takes a step into the room and falls flat on his face. He says, “Damn it!”
and crawls into the bed. The next morning, his wife Jess, comes in the room carrying a cup of coffee and says, “Get
up Paddy. Did we have a bit to drink last night?” Paddy says, “I did Jess. I was plastered. But how’d you know?” Jess
answered. “Mick the barman phoned… You left your wheelchair at the pub!” (Geeves)
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COURIER OF THE SKIES
A small Australian ship was in distress off the coast of New Guinea during a heavy storm early in WW2.
Squally winds, torrential rain and nil visibility made the position worse. Two hours before daylight a
pigeon was despatched with an urgent appeal for aid. Although pigeons do not normally fly at night, the
bird arrived back at his home loft one hour after sunrise. The message resulted in the ship and its crew being
saved, together with a valuable cargo of stores andequipment.
Although pigeons had been used by the British Army for many years, their use by Australian Forces
was not introduced until 1941 when the Corps of Signals began to use them for certain
communications during the Syrian campaign. About this time. Pigeon fanciers in the AMF in
Australia also became active and lofts were stocked with birds generously supplied by the various
homing-pigeon organisations.
The Army pigeon of that day was the result of several centuries of intelligent crossbreeding between
various strains derived originally from the Rock Dove. The pigeon's homing instinct not necessarily
speed, is the main factor in its choice for Army use.
In 1942, the Australian Pigeon Service began its role as an essential message- carrying agency. The
use of the birds at that time was mainly for use on the small craft and coastal patrol vessels on the
eastern seaboard of Australia. The Army small craft without radio relied solely on pigeons for shipto-shore communication and even craft equipped with wireless used pigeons when wireless was
impracticable. Many of the birds were trained in Tasmania by local Signals unit personnel, some of
whom became members of our Association after WW2.
A number of loft men of the Australian Corps of Signals Pigeon Service with two small 30-bird 1ofts
and sixty trained pigeons accompanied an Allied Task Force during landing operation on the islands
to the North of Australia. Two days later, they were being used with reconnaissance patrols,
intelligence posts observation points and scouting small patrols some twenty-four miles from its base
sighted an enemy force and immediately released pigeon with the news. The bird arrived back at the
loft twenty-two minutes after and the prompt receipt of the message resulted in the disorganisation of
the enemy's attempted counter-attack.
For this and similar operations, modern, lightweight, collapsible pigeon equipment had been
designed with jungle warfare in mind. Small, collapsible, cardboard containers, about the
size of a lunch box and housing two birds, were in use. Special lightweight lofts, built-in
sections, were developed for field units. These lofts could be transported on a jeep trailer or,
when dismantled, carried along the jungle tracks. Medium-size lofts were designed for ship- toshore communications and large base lofts were in use for long- range work.
A record long-distance flight was made by one pigeon which flew a distance over200 miles
along the New Guinea coastline. The normal range of flight for a pigeon is 120 miles. In this
case, however, the bird was the only means of conveying important information from a
patrol back to its base. The maximum speed attained was 66 miles per hour over a distance
of 62 miles.
The Australian Pigeon Service was carrying on the already fine record of the Pigeon Services in
other parts of the British Empire. During the First World War, one British pigeon was awarded the
equivalent of the VC post-humours. In the early part of WW2, a pigeon received an Army citation
for meritorious service.
First news of the capture of Tunis was conveyed by pigeon. A pigeon also carried the message
which enabled a successful evacuation of British and Gurkha troops, who had been cut off for
nine days near Cassino, in the Italian campaign.
The pigeon indeed, was the Despatch Rider of the skies.

In Tasmania the Signals Corps trained Army pigeons at the Mt Stuart
communications and training centre at “Eskdalemuir”. Major Fred Jacobs who
was engaged in that task training was later to command 6 MD Signal Squadron.
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MORE JOKES FROM OUR REGULARS AND SOME NOT SO REGULAR
DOING SOMETHING USEFUL (or – A Seniors Prank!)
Yesterday my daughter e-mailed me again, asking why I didn't do something useful with my time.
“Like sitting around the pool and drinking wine isn’t a good thing?” I asked.
Talking about my "doing-something-useful" seems to be her favourite topic of conversation.
She was "only thinking of me", she said and suggested that I go down to the Seniors Centre and hang out
with the folks. I did this and when I got home last night, I decided to play a prank on her. I emailed her and
told her that I had joined a Parachute Club. She replied, "Are you nuts? You are 75 years old and now
you're going to start jumping out of airplanes?"
I told her that I even got a Membership Card and emailed a copy to her. She immediately telephoned me
and yelled, "Good grief, Dad, where are your glasses?! This is a Membership to a Prostitute Club, not a
Parachute Club." "Oh man, I'm in trouble again,” I said, “I really don't know what to do. I signed up for
five jumps a week!!" The line went dead.
Life as a Senior Citizen is not getting any easier, but sometimes it can be fun. (Bob Gray)
NEVER ARGUE WITH A WOMAN READER
One morning, the husband returns the boat to their lakeside cottage after several hours of fishing and
decides to take a nap. Although not familiar with the lake, the wife decides to take the boat out.
She motors out a short distance, anchors, puts her feet up, and begins to read her book.
The peace and solitude are magnificent. Along comes a Fish and Game Warden in his boat. He
pulls up alongside the woman and says, 'Good morning, Ma'am. What are you doing?'
'Reading a book,' she replies, (thinking, 'isn’t that obvious?') 'You're in a Restricted Fishing Area,'
he informs her. ‘I’m sorry, officer, but I'm not fishing”. 'Yes, but I see you have all the equipment.
For all I know you could start at any moment. I'll have to take you in and write you up.'
'If you do that, I'll have to charge you with sexual assault,' says the woman.’ ‘But I haven't even touched
you, says the Game Warden. 'That's true, but you have all the equipment. For all I know you could start at
any moment.'
'Have a nice day ma'am’, and he left. MORAL: Never argue with a woman who reads. It's likely she can
also think. (Well done Hodgy!)

And couple of small “pics for Geeves
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DON R AT BUCKLAND
I’ve loved and ridden motorbikes most of my adult life. Not particularly well, and I never owned anything
exotic. Certainly not a Harley as I couldn’t fight well enough to ride with that lot!
At one stage I owned and rebuilt an (unregistered) pretty beat-up Yamaha DT 250 which I’d hand-spray-painted
glossy green, of which I was particularly proud. Somehow, I managed to convince the OC of the day (Phil
Marshall, I think), that it’d be a good idea to take it to Camp at Buckland in the back of an FFR, with the idea that it
could be used to
re-supply Det’s in ‘un-Land Roverable locs such as Mt Ponsonby. In a moment of weakness (rare for him), he
agreed to my cunning ploy (I wanted to play with it on some the old timber/forestry tracks of which Buckland
abounded).
The Training Sgt of the day (Mick Morris, I think), was apparently a bit annoyed about this, and after consulting with
(Lt) Dave Potter, decided to repaint it (flat) army green in my absence on some recce or another at Buckland. There is a
photo somewhere of Alan Nunn, in a right hand power slide, astride the bike, posed as an Army DR, complete with
battle bowler and dispatch case. Very realistic. I remember trying to teach Liz Schell (Nelligan) how to ride with
considerable
‘unsuccess’, but she kept stalling (it). Waste of time, as they say in the classics. Wonder where she is now.
Many years later, I was watching a large screen display of the super-bikes practicing at Symmons Plains, at the
Honda Dealership in Derwent Park, with a member of that establishment, himself a competent racing rider. I
commented that I could never ride one of those things. He turned to me and after a quizzical look, said ‘you could,
only not quite as fast’. How true.
I don’t ride these days, but I do remember with fondness that little ‘Yammy’ at Buckland. I hope you remember
the photo, Al.
Certa Cito (Tas)
WHEN I ENLISTED
When I was a student at Hobart High School in the early fifties, I made up my mind to join the Regular Army. I was in
the school cadets and had reached the highest rank of Cadet Under-Officer. However, when I went to enlist, I failed the
medical because I am short sighted and was apparently at that time, outside the acceptable limits. To say I was
disappointed is an under-statement.
In April 1957 I turned eighteen and registered for National Service. I still have my “Certificate of Registration” card,
registered number 13504 dated 13 June 1957. The reason I still have it, is that it states quite categorically that ‘you
must keep it carefully (and).you may be required to produce it to persons authorised”.
I would just love to be asked for it one day. But I digress, so back to my tale.
Because I was a university student, I was automatically excused service, so I visited the Department of Labour and
National Service and volunteered to do the training during the following Christmas intake (the University vacation) - I
was curtly told that I was exempt and that was that. Later,
I found out that the information given was incorrect and they should have accepted me as a volunteer. But accepting
the information then for what it was, I decided to volunteer to join the CMF as a direct entry.
I had already been to the RAP at Anglesea Barracks when I had failed my previous medical – it was located then at
the southern end of the present Officers Mess - but I thought nothing ventured nothing gained, I will try again.
Thus, early December the same year “Sit down there” the RAP man said pointing to an old wicker style chair that must
have been pre-Victorian vintage and at the same time his phone rang. Hanging on the back of the door was the dreaded
eye chart which I immediately memorised.
The call ended, I was instructed to remove my glasses and the test began. Careful to make just a few mistakes in the
bottom lines to prevent the question of a ‘perfect score why do you need glasses?’ type of situation, I passed!
I was formally enlisted in Tasmania Command Signal Squadron, Major John Hall commanding, for two years
on 23 December 1957 under Routine Order F10/190/57. I had made it!! (More to come)
Capt Ben Digo
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"WINNIE THE WAR WINNER"
In the dark days of 1942 when the tide of Japanese successes engulfed the islands of the SouthWest Pacific practically
down to the shores of Australia, very few people held out any hope for the troops who formed the garrison of
Portuguese Timor. No word from them had reached the mainland for fifty nine days and yet during that time the
tiny force of less than 400 men had been waging a ceaseless and successful war of their own against some 15,000
crack Japanese troops. They continued to do so for almost twelve months.
When the Japanese landed at Dili on the 19th of February, twenty men of the 2/2nd AIF. Independent
Company managed to blow up the airstrip and fight their way back into the hills to join the other units of the
garrison in a bitter guerrilla war against the enemy, despite the fact that contact with the mainland had been
severed.
It was vital to re-establish communications with Australia and it was for this purpose that men of the Independent
Company, the Fortress Signals section on the island and members of Signals 8 Aust. Division pooled their
resources to build a wireless set which would be capab1e of raising Darwin. They had to start from scratch without
spare parts or new batteries. The sets they had were too weak; scrounging, the recovery of buried and damaged
equipment and raids by fighting sections into enemy camps for materials all played part in, the construction of the
set which finally saw the light of day and served the Commandos well and faithfully under the name of “Winnie
the War Winner".
The first plan was to build an oscillator with a stage of amplification to work on the frequency previously used in
communication to Australia. Without a receiver and with no instruments this was a tall order, but under Capt.
George Parker (Signals 8 Aust. Div.) four men of “Sparrowforce” Signals and 2/2 nd Independent Company;
Cpl John Sargent, Lcpl John Donovan and Signalmen Max ("Joe") Loveless and Keith Richards tackled the
job. Loveless, in civil work, had been a Technician with Radio 7ZL Hobart. He started by building a transmitter,
using a crystal which by luck was close to the required frequency. Power supply became a problem and the couple
of available accumulators were nearly flat. News was received of a charging plant in a nearby village and off went
the accumulators under escort to be charged. This procedure occurred quite a few times until it was managed to
make what naturally became known as a “boong charger”. This instrument of native torture consisted of a system
of bicycle wheels, a belt driving a motor car generator and, as the name implied, was turned by the pedalling
natives. Their enthusiasm for the job fluctuated and so consequently did the charging rate.
A broken-down 109 set was discovered and the transmitter was stripped for parts and provided an additional
amplifier for the oscillator more punch, stronger signals, better chance of being heard. Three days after they had
commenced to construct the new set, a Dutch Sergeant stumbled into the camp with what he thought was a
transmitter/receiver. It proved to be nothing more than the usual commercial medium-wave receiving set andout of
order, too. The Sergeant's effort in carrying this set over forty miles through some of the worst country in the world
was not in vain for there were many good parts in it which could be used in the new set.
Loveless planned to build a transmitter, powerful enough to reach Darwin. Commandos went through the
Japanese lines to the old Australian H.Q. at Villa Maria. Only a hundred yards from the Japanese they dug
up a charger which had been buried there when the H.Q. had been forced to move. The set was ready to go on
the air by the 13th of April when the operator tried to raise Australia with "CQs" and·"Xs" but no reply was
heard. Turning the dial of the Receiver, the sounds of music floated into the small shack. Some
troubadours were amusing the listening public with a song about “The Last of the Hill Billies". The
transmitter was revised and on the 18th of April another attempt was made to contact the mainland. No
reply was received but the disappointment of the men would have been allayed had they been aware that
their signals had been picked up by the Duty Senior Signal Officer (Capt Joe Honeysett) and passed on to
Darwin. All Australian transmitting stations were warned to keep off the air and listen for Timor on the
following night.
Some days prior to the 19thof April the H.Q. of "Sparrowforce" (as the Commandos were known) had given
the operators a couple of encoded messages ''just in case". On that fateful night, "Joe" Loveless tuned up the
rig and everybody stood by listening to the chosen group. With suppressed excitement the "brass was
pounded" and the highest priority put into the call. The operator was prepared to do this for a couple of
hours but a hefty answering signal came back in reply. He was so nervous that he could not tap out the
answer fast enough. Although he did not know it, all Australian stations on the group were ordered to stand by
and after some hours the messages were passed. A tin of Australian tobacco which had been kept for such an
occasion was opened in celebration and a toast in coffee was drunk to "Winnie".
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(“Winnie” Cont.,)
On the following night contact was established again but this time Darwin was suspicious and demanded
proof of the guerrillas' identity. Questions and answers were flashed across the Timor Sea:
"Do you know Jack Sargent?" "Yes, he is here." “What rank? Answer immediately" ”” Corporal." "Bring
him to the transmitter. What is your wife’s name Jack?.'' “Joan” "What is your street and house number?"
The correct answers were flashed back and the mainland accepted the fact that the Australians in
Timor were still alive and fighting. Strengthened by the assurance that their homeland was making
every effort to help them, the men in Timor fought on.
They lived like natives, scrounged their food in the villages, out-fought the Japanese and mocked the
surrender notes with which the enemy regularly assailed them. The Japanese commander paid then a
hard-won tribute when he said: "You, alone, do not surrender to us."
On the 26th of April, an Allied plane came over searching for the party but missed the smoke
beacons. 1t returned just on dusk the following night and dropped parachutes with precious food and
scores.
Bush wireless took up the glad news and men who had been going barefooted to save their boots for
more active work were issued with new pairs. It was then that all knew that “Winnie" had made good.
The mainland wasted no time in asking for bombing targets which were promptly and happily supplied.
The men then enjoyed the sight of Allied bombers passing overhead on their way to give the Japanese a
taste of their own medicine. A remarkable instance of co-ordination occurred when interference halted a
message regarding bombing targets that was being passedone night to Darwin. When conditions improved
at 7 o'clock the next morning, the message was completed and the RAAF sank the 3 Japanese ships
reported by the commandos.
(Extracted from:- “Signals – A History of the Royal Australian Corps of Signals 1788-1947” by Theo Barker )

Max Loveless was evacuated from Timor by
submarine to Australia as a very sick man, both
physically and emotionally. He spent a long period
recovering before being posted to the Signal Training
Centre at “Eskdalemuir” which is a historic property
at Mt Stuart.
After partially recovering Max was discharged as
‘medically unfit’ in 1944.
“Winnie” is now on display at the Australian War
Memorial in Canberra. It serves as a memorial to the
men of “Sparrowforce” who braved the risks of
torture and death to obtain the parts Max needed to
construct the unique radio.

Max was a valued member of our Association,
however he was to pass away in 1971 at the age of only
57.
Picture (right) is Max shaving at the Mt Stuart
Signals Training Centre.

13.
YOUR SECRETARY SAYS
Great to acknowledge another wonderful recent donation from former Squadron Captain and member, John
Harland who is also the son of our late, much admired Padre, Fred. Thanks again John. Your kind gesture is much
appreciated.
We were all pleased at the June “1st Friday” to receive a further visit by Paul Hodgman (Werribee Vic). Great to
catch up with you again Paul and keep the jokes and other contributions to “Sig News” coming.
Ken Moy’s health news has been mixed over recent months however when writing these notes, he had nearly
completed a medical treatment program. Ken is driving again and attending various appointments to help him
recover his speech. We all wish Ken a speedy and strong recovery and look forward to “the Moose” back attending our
functions.
Mike Morris (former Cadre Trg Sgt) & Lance Townsend (former Chief Clerk) have also been experiencing
some medical issues. Mike with his young daughter and Lance personally. Wishing you both all the best fellers!
Allan Nunn is off on another trip to Europe and Italy. Looking forward to his reports and photos.
Phil Hughes from Nubeena, a former Sqn member & workmate of Bruce Beresford & other members was recently
in touch. Phil now has a couple of back-copies of “Sig News” and we hope he may wish to join RASA (Tas) in due
course.
How many members remember Kay Powell (married name Littledyke), from the Sqn in the late 1960’s/early
1970’s? Ben Baker recently put me in touch and again a copy of “Sig News” was provided for Kay’s interest.
Hope Max Brett might be our 1st “centurion member” - he’s 100 next August. Also hope you were able to imbibe
appropriately this last month also Max (and still enjoy reading your copies of “Sig News” of course).
TOP BROTHEL
See if you can work this out. There was a brothel at the top of a hill, with a large red light at the bottom of the hill.
There were four men; one was walking briskly up the hill; one was inside the brothel; one was walking slowly down
the hill and the fourth man was sitting in his car at the bottom of the hill. What were the nationalities of the four
men?
The man going up the hill: was ‘rushin’, The man in the brothel: ‘him-a-layin’ The man walking down the hill: was
‘finish’ Now wait for it! Ya gonna love this:
The man in the car at the bottom was Irish. He was waiting for the light to turn green! (Al & Marg King)
Former Sqn Chief Clerk in the mid
1980’s, Peter Polak & family are
travelling around Australia for a year
during leave from his Defence “civvy”
job in Brisbane.
The “mainland leg” has included SA,
the Northern Territory and WA. They
were heading for Perth 3 weeks ago.
Pete wished all his friends and
acquaintances at RASA Tas and other
former Sqn members all the best. He
has many happy memories of his
posting to Hobart.
Pete Polak (right) with your Secretary during
a brief reunion at Richmond earlier in the
year.
(How’s that - MGF?)

14.

ON

FOUND – A long-lost piece of Allan Nunn’s “Unit cartoons of the 70’s/80’s of the day”. The
Range parade when Pte Meijers lost control of her SLR with a full magazine of live rounds!!
The Range Officer (Greg “O’Malley” McNamara) was aghast!!

COUPLE OF “SPECIALS” FROM GREEVES
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15.
THE BOXER REBELLION
During the nineteenth century the major European powers compelled thereluctant Chinese Empire to start trading
with them. There was little the Chinese government wanted from the West at the time but there was a strong
demand for opium among the population. ln the Opium Wars of 1839-1842 and 1856-1860, the British forced the
Chinese to accept the import of opium in return for Chinese goods, and trading centres were established at major
ports. The largest of these was Shanghai, where French, German, British, and American merchants demanded
large tracts of land in which they asserted "extra-territorial" rights - being subject to the laws of their own country
rather than Chinese law. According to popular myth, a sign at Huangpu Park near a European compound read: "No
dogs or Chinamen". The Chinese government's failure to resist inroads on its sovereignty and withstand former
demands from the Europeans, such as the right to build railways and other concessions, caused much resentment
among large sections of the population. This eventually led to the Chinese revolution of 1911which toppled the
imperial dynasty. By the end of the nineteenth century the balance of the lucrative trade between China and
merchants from America and Europe, particularly Britain, lay almost entirely in the West's favour. As Western
influence increased, anti- European secret societies began to form. Amongst the most violent and popular was the
J-oh-chain (the Righteous and Harmonious Fists).
Christian missionaries were probably the first to refer to the well trained, athletic young men as "Boxers", because
of the martial arts they practiced, and so the society gave the Boxer Rebellion its name.
Throughout 1899 the J-oh-chain and other militant societies combined in a campaign against Westerners and
Westernised Chinese. Missionaries and other civilians were killed, women were raped, and European property was
destroyed. By March 1900 the uprising spread beyond the secret societies and Western powers decided to
intervene, partly to protect their nationals, but mainly to counter the threat to their territorial and trade ambitions.
By the end of May 1900 Britain, Italy, and the United States had warships anchored off the Chinese coast at Take,
the nearest port to Peking. Armed contingents from France, Germany, Austria, Russia, and Japan were on their
way. In June, as a Western force marched on Peking, the Dowager Empress T'zu-hsi sent imperial troops to
support the Boxers. Further Western reinforcements were dispatched to China as the conflict widened.
Australian colonies were keen to offer material supported in South Africa, they looked to their naval contingents to
provide a pool of professional, full-time crews, as well as reservist-volunteers, including many ex-naval men. The
reservists were mustered into naval brigades, in which the training was geared towards coastal defence by sailors
capable of ship handling and fighting as soldiers.
When the first Australian contingents, mostly from New South Wales and Victoria, sailed on 8 August 1900 troops
from eight other nations were already engaged in China. On arrival they were quartered in Tientsin and
immediately ordered to provide 300 men to help capture the Chinese forts at Pei Tang overlooking the inland rail
route. They became part of a force made up of 8,000 troops from Russia, Germany, Austria, British India, and
China serving under British officers. The Australians travelled apart from the main body of troops and by the time
they arrived at Pei Tang the battle was already over.
The next action involving the Australians (Victorians troops this time) was the siege of the Boxer fortress at Pao
ting Fu, where the Chinese government was believed to have sought refuge when Peking was taken by Western
forces. The Victorians joined a force of 7,500 on the ten-day march to the fort, only to find the town had already
surrendered; the closest enemy contact was guarding prisoners. The international column then marched back to
Tientsin, leaving a trail of looted villages behind them.
While the Victorians marched to Pao-ting and back, the NSW contingent was undertaking garrison duties in
Peking. They arrived on 22 October, after a 12-day march. They remained in Tientsin and Peking over winter,
performing police and guard duties and sometimes working as railwaymen and firefighters. Although they saw
little combat, the Australian forces helped to restore civil order, which involved shooting (by firing squad) Chinese
caught setting fire to buildings or committing other offences against European property or persons.
The officers and men of the Australian contingents were dissatisfied with the nature of the duties they were asked
to undertake. They had expected martial adventure and the opportunity to distinguish themselves in battle but has
arrived too late to take part in significant combat. The entire naval brigade left China in March 1901. Six
Australians died of sickness and injury, and none were killed as a result of enemy action. While they had been
away the colonies from which they sailed only nine months before had become a federal Commonwealth and
Queen Victoria died in England.
Article provided by the Tas Federation of TPI members

16.
VALE – TERRY WARD
Terry passed away midway through 2018
however we did not hear the sad news until
very recently. Regrettably he left no
'resume’. He was the son of long-serving
Committee member Tom who was briefly our
Secretary, who himself passed-on in 2002.
Terry was a long term member and champion of
the Hobart Harlequins Rugby Club and his
death was a great loss to the sport. He resided at
Kingston.
RIP Terry
VALE – 630196 GEOFF W BREEN
Geoff passed on in mid-July this year however we had no 'resume’ on which to base his notice.
Geoff served with the Hobart Signal Squadrons for many years, reaching the rank of Sgt in the mid
1960’s. He was to suffer from circulatory problems in later life and as a consequence was a double leg
amputee. However, he remained living alone in his New Town unit and was often seen travelling around
the suburb on his mobility scooter and maintained many of his interests. He was always 'on for a chat'.
For several years Geoff was a regular at our “First Friday” functions. Bob Geeves was his “taxi-driver”
and “wheelchair pilot” during the latter years. Geoff was always a keen and willing participant in the
“Sigs Wheel” raffles and a regular winner.
RIP Geoff

FOR LOVERS OF THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE (and bad puns)
Once you've seen one shopping centre you've seen a mall. A man needs a wife just to break the monogamy.
A hangover can best be described as the wrath of grapes. If you jump off a bridge in Paris you are in-Seine.
A man's home is his castle - in a manor of speaking.
Dijon vu - the feeling you've eaten the same mustard before. Shotgun wedding - a case of wife or death.
Dancing cheek to cheek is a form of floor play. Does the name Pavlov ring a bell?
A bicycle can't stand up on its own because it is two tired.
What is the definition of a will? (The answer is a dead giveaway!)
I was once engaged to a woman with a wooden leg, but I had to break it off!
A chicken crossing the road is poultry in motion. If you don't pay your exorcist, you'll get repossessed.
When my sister got married, she got a new name and a dress. A hungry clock goes back four seconds.
My uncle fell into an upholstery machine but is ok now. He's fully recovered.
A boiled egg inthe morning is hard to beat. I have a photographic memory but have never had it developed.
Giving compliments to someone on a mountain is a high form of flattery. Acupuncture is a jab well done.
Bakers only trade recipes on a knead to know basis. Time flies like an arrow. Fruit flies like a banana.
Local Area Network in Australia. the LAN Down Under.
Can’t recall who gave us these - may have been " Hodgy"

