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WOORD VAN DIE REDAKSIE 
WORD FROM THE EDITORIAL BOARD 
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MESSAGE FROM THE PTA CANOPY CHAIRMAN  

 

 
Hierdie 2de Batchat van 2023 en word gewei aan die Rhodesia se 
valskerm manne, as ook verwysing na die betrokkenheid vanaf SA.  

Die volgende Batchat sal wees van die koerant en tydskrifte m.b.t. 
ons Bats wat gepubliseer was. Daar is baie, maar as iemand iets 
beskikbaar het sal die waardeer word. 

This is the newsletter for the Pretoria Canopy but we like to report 
also on other Bats world wide. 

We would like to congradulate Jack Greeff with his upgrade of his 
HC to a HCS. We proud of you brother. 

We would like to welcome all the new Bats to PVO which was 
canvassed at the Kaplyn show. 

Remember all Batchats are available on the Pretoria Canopy 
Website. 

If any arrangements for a St Michael function in September 
members will be notified by emails or others.  
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INDEMNITY 
We know readers will smile about certain strange events they read or see in 
this newsletter. We also know readers will not hold the editorial board 
responsible for every statement! This newsletter is filled with very different 
personal opinions of military veterans who write mainly just on their own 

behalf. So, they say what they like. 

 
VRYWARING 

Ons weet lesers sal glimlag oor sekere vreemde gebeure wat hulle in hierdie 
nuusbrief lees en sien. Ons weet ook lesers sal die redaksie nie vir elke 
uitspraak verantwoordelik hou nie! Hierdie nuusbrief is propvol uiteenlopende 
persoonlike menings van militêre veterane wat veral net namens hulleself 
skryf. So, hulle sê wat hulle wil. 

 
ñJy moet die Here jou God lief 
hê met jou hele hart en met jou 
hele siel en met jou hele 
verstant. Dit is die grootste en 
eerste gebod.ò 

ñen die tweede, wat hiermee 
gelykstaan, is: ñJy moet jou 
naaste liefh° soos jouself.ò In 
hierdie twee gebooie is die hele 
wet en die profete saamgevat.ò 
(Matt 22: 37-40) 
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The PVO website 

www.parabat.org.za is there to give you all the 
information you need on the organisation. Please 
visit it regularly.  Any paratrooper who needs to 
know where his nearest PVO Canopy is will be 
helped from this website.  New members are 
welcome and existing members who are unsure of 
any of the benefits on offer can make enquiries 
there.   

 
#Neem asseblief kennis dat die finansi±le 
state beskikbaar is vir enige opbetaalde lede 
vir besigtiging en vrae.  Ons het strukture en 
ouditeure in plek om verantwoording te doen 
vir elke sent wat ge-in of spandeer word. 

 

THE PVO ENABLEMENT F UND 

Essentially, the well being of all Parabats and 
their families is our primary concern. Many of 
us are reaching the age where retirement and 
redundancy become threats to our continued 
welfare. Some of us have been suffering from 
the strain of wounds and disabilities sustained 
during our years as soldiers as well as suffered 
after our military service ended. Others have 
been made redundant by retrenchments or 
affirmative action. 

All these people need help and support in 
their daily lives. 

 

 Marked 
Order from Pretoria Canopy a variety of 
books, CDôs and DVDôs. 

 

NEW BOOKS 

PelsA Books 
Contact Paul J. Els paul@who-els.co.za   
Order books from epos@groep7.co.za 

 

http://www.parabat.org.za/
mailto:paul@who-els.co.za
mailto:epos@groep7.co.za
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PARATROOPERS LEES GERUS HIERDIE SKRYWE: 
HENNIE VAN DER WALT 25/05/2023 

"Middag almal. My kort oo rsig tov die 1 Valsk Bn vs 44 Valsk Bde vs 44 Valsk Regt soos ek beloof 

het. Ek wil net eers noem dat ek glad nie hiermee enige van julle se kennis wil in twyfel trek nie 

maar wil slegs die verwarring en wanpersepsies wat daar bestaan, probeer besweer.  

Ek dink ek kan praat as veteraan -paratrooper uit my diensjare by die eersgenoemde twee 

instansies, nl van 83 tot 88 by 1 Valsk Bn, van 92 tot 95 en weer 97 tot 98 by 44 Valsk Bde - alle 

tye in Bfn.  

My oorsig is dan as volg:  

Almal weet 1 Bn is gestig in 1962 i n Bfn en het al die jare direk onder bevel van, of H Leër 

(altyd vir Ops) of onder bevel van Kmdmt OVS. Die doel van 1 Bn was dus om valskermsoldate op 

te lei vir die SAW/SANW en te voorsien vir ops -take waar H Leër benodig.  

Tydens OP REINDEER (CASSINGA) i n 78, is 3 Valdkermkompanies gebuik, 1 x diensplig (NDP) 

& 2 x burgermag kompanies (BM) onder bevel van kol Jan Breytenbach en ander staandemaglede 

afkomstig vanuit 1 Valsk Bn het die valskermmagte en H Leër twee groot tekortkominge besef:  

¶ Valskermagte moe t 'n gebalanseerde mag wees om oor lang afstande onafhanklik te kan 

opereer. Dus moet daar nie net infanteriste nie, maar ook Art, LA, Tka, Loggies, Tiffies, 

lugvoorsiening, ens betrokke wees.  

¶ Die burgermag wat tot op daardie stadium deur 1 Bn geadministre er is, het eintlik in die lug 

gehang en 'n doelgeskikte organisasie om hul administrasie te hanteer word benodig. 

Soortgelyk aan 7 Div HK wat ander burgermaglede administreer.   

Dus die ontstaan van 44 Valsk Bde as 'n formasie HK, aanvanklik in Bfn beplan m aar toe 

gesit/gevestig by Murrayhill buite Pta, direk onder bevel van H Leër. Rede om nader aan Leër HK 

& SALM te wees.  

¶ Medies - in Pta en in Bfn was daar permanent afgedeel en onder bevel van die Bde HK, 'n 

mediese taakspan byname 44 Med Taakspan (verbeel  my William Matlow was Bev - Johan jy 

moet help hier). Ook onder korreksie is dat 7 Med Bn Gp het later gegroei uit hierdie 

taakspan? In Bfn was dit ook so en eers Lukas Williamson (oud bev 101  LVE) en later Pieter 

Lotter was die bev's.  

¶ Lugmag - in Pta was daar ook permanent afgedeel en onder bevel van die Bde HK, 'n MAOT 

met Vink Hatting in beheer. Vink was in Bfn ook, maar ek kan nie onthou wanneer sy pligte 

deur lede van Bloemspruit oorgeneem is nie.  

Die ander korpse het almal staflede begin afdeel (verk ieslik valskermspringer maar nie vereiste 

nie) en permanent oorplaas om al die burgermag eenhede dan te vestig soos ons hulle geken het 

op Murrayhill. Ek sal hierna fotos van 2 x skilde/aandenkings plaas wat die eenhede uitwys.  

Dit het goed gegaan met die Bde, 1 Bn se NDP's wat diens voltooi het is aan 2,  3 of 4 Valsk 

Bn's (afhangend van woonadres) toegewys en ander korpse het dieselfde gedoen. Meer ander 

korpse is dus ook opgelei by 1 Bn in Bfn. Teen 1989 was die Bde amper 7000 man sterk in BM lede.  

In 199 1 word deur H Leër besluit, om geld te spaar (?), en dat alle valskermmagte (voltyds & 

deeltyds) onder een HK en op een standplaas moet wees. Onthou 1 Bn was toe nie onder bevel van 

44 Bde nie.   

Die Bde HK verskuif toe in 91/92 na Bfn in trek in dieselfde lyne in as 1 Bn. Die Bde HK is toe 

die formasie HK met eenhede as volg onder bevel:  

¶ Voltyds - 44 Bde HK Eenh, 1 Bn, Valsk Opl Skool, Padv Pl en 101 LVE.  
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¶ Deeltyds - 2 & 3 Bn en al die ander korpse, bv 44 Art Regt, 44 LA regt, ens. Hierdie deeltydse 

eenhede se kantore het egter in Pta gebly in 101 LVE se lyne.  

In 1998 word opdrag gegee om weer na alle strukture in die Leër te kyk en te besnoei om geld te 

spaar. 44 Bde het dit nie vrygespring nie en na 'n deeglike ondersoek is 'n aanbeveling aan H Leër 

gemaak (my persoonlike mening is dat hulle/die anti -paratroopers doelbewus ons weer wou 

verklein tot die "ou" 1 Bn. Die aanbeveling was dat die Bde afskaal na 'n kleiner formasie 

soortgelyk aan 'n Britse Valskerm Regiment, wat beteken die Bde HK word Regt HK m aar die 

eenhede onder bly dieselfde. Hierdie aanbeveling is aanvaar en dus in 2000 het dit 44 Valsk Regt 

geword, steeds onder bevel van H Leër. Daar was egter 2 verskille van die aanbeveling:  

¶ Die deeltydse ander korpse (bv Art,  LA, ens) moes terug onder be vel van hul korpse gaan en 

sal groepeer as benodig (ons weet dis nie so maklik nie - hoe hou jy die mense op datum met 

korps en valskermverwante aspekte as nie bymekaar is nie?).  

¶ Die "Pantsermafia" was in beheer van die Leër en hul persepsie van 'n regimen t is dié van 'n 

pantserkar regiment - dus 'n soortgelyk aan 'n infanteriebataljon. So almal het 44 Valsk Regt 

eintlik weer gesien as 'n vergrote "ou" 1 Bn.  

Tye het verander en die deeltydse magte en minder en ouer geword (dus nie meer pligtig nie) 

en ons burgermag eenhede bestaan amper nie meer nie. Ons sien mekaar by begrafnisse en 

herdenkingsdae.  

Dit is my storie en as daar spelfoute is of ek dalk êrens 'n datum vrrkeerd het of dalk op 

iemand se tone getrap het, vra ek verskoning.  

Groete uit Bfn"  
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JACKIE SMITH 
 
54 years ago, International Skydiving Hall of Fame 
member Jackie Smith made her first skydive. Her words 
from that significant day:  
ñThis day, exactly 54 years ago, at very early o'clock 

(6am) I made my first parachute jump (and first ever flight 
in an aircraft) at Netheravon out of the DeHaviland Rapide.  

The course was a Junior Para course and SSI Derek 
Thorne had done all our ground training in Depot, 
Browning Bks gym, PLFs, packing, canopy handling and 
orientation etc.  

I was number one on the manifest for the first lift of the 
day and remember it like it was five minutes ago.  

The noisy engines on run in, adrenalin surging around 
my body, heart thumping in my ears, then the instruction 
to climb out onto the strut where the spinning propeller in 
front of me took my breath and rattled my cheeks. Stevie 
shouted 'Go!' and I slid down the slipstream and watched 
the aircraft flying away with Stevie hanging out the door 
giving animated thumbs up.  

When the canopy opened the silence was deafening. 
At that point, when I was looking at the clouds around me 
and the blanket of lush green on Salisbury Plain, I was 
smitten, totally addicted and was really disappointed the 
canopy ride was so short.  

I wanted so much more.  
The gear was very heavy surplus military B4 backpack, 

webbing harness (no padding), metal 'stuff' galore, with D 
rings, snap ejectors, metal ripcord housing, alligator clips, 
and my front mount reserve clipped on at hip level making 
me swagger like John Wayne.  

The canopy, a C9LL with very limited maneuverability 
and at the fate of the fickle wind so spotting really was a 
fine art. Stevie Stephenson, D176, put me out on my first 
three jumps and on the staff at the time was Mac 
McQueen, Mick Aveling, Mick Andreau (216 Para Signals), 
Mick Winwood, Don Hughes. The rigger was Joe Reddick 
and a reluctant pilot Major Gerald Stacey.  

Another freefall course, then the Army Championships 
two months later, winning the Novices Accuracy and the 
rest is history. Making that first jump was to take me on an 
incredible life journey where I've had unbelievable 
experiences, travelled the world and made lifelong friends 
along the way.  

Life is all about choices and everything I've 
experienced is a reflection of that choice to get out of my 
comfort zone and do that first jump. What an incredible 
journey! Happy 54th jumpversary to me! Cheers! 

Sean Mullen. 22/03/2023 
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BIG BABALAS REJECT CHUTE JUMP 

RE: 7 MED PARTY MANNE: STORY  
BY IVOR VAN WYK 

If I recall correctly this was some or other record 
attempt.  I will need to check the date 25th 
November 1995, I think.  We were supposed to be 
at Waterkloof at 5 am.  We arrived at 11 am, dik 
babalas, no chutes, so we sneaked around 
eventually found the Sacom with a Lance Corporal 
in the back packing the rejected chutes.   

We promptly summoned three chutes under 
heavy protest, checked a few more, tucked in 
loose ends and sorted them, kitted up and made 
our way back to the remaining sticks seated in 
order next to a hanger.  The sun was merciless.  
Eventually a 44 RSM (WO1 Baard) came with his 
leather coated stick tucked under one arm. 
clipboard and pen in the other. He promptly 
stopped in front of us, chains in the bottom of his 
pants and blood red British jumpers that had us 
squinting our alcohol infused eyes even more.  
ñWho are you?ò he barked.  We jumped up and 
promptly informed him Sergeant van Wyk, 
Corporal Swart and Corporal du Plessisò.  ñWhy 
are you not on my list?ò was the next barked 
question. 
ñNo idea, RSM we did not write the listò.  Oh 

boy we then got a proper barking.  With us just 
playing innocent and insisting we had been in the 
line since early morning, he eventually added our 
names to the list. 

Then hiccup 1: The Dak we were not 
supposed to fly in, as it had engine issues, each 
time it landed had mechanic on, it took off with the 
stick in front of us, had the engine shutoff during 
take-off and made an immediate landing. Then 
"our" Dak landed and the guys from the crippled 
Dak where transferred to our Dak, and yes we 
then had to board the crippled Dak. 

Terrible flight and terrible jump.  We took of I 
think at 16h30.  We were the last three to jump for 
the day. I also had my ónootie popô before close to 
the water and actually fell out the harness, story 
for another day though.  Sappers raced over the 
chute lines on the way to me, what a mess, was 
great fun though. 

 

 

DOER IN DIE BOS 
 
1 April 1985 was ón gewone dag op Nova Basis, 
Sektor 70. Om 05.00 word Qubec Battery wakker 
en dis klaarstaan, almal vir ón halfuur 
oudergewoonte gewapen en gereed in ons 
bunkers. Direk na klaarstaan kom ons agter dat 
iets verkeerd is. In plaas van ón koffieparade, word 
ons aangetree. Kmdt. Swanepoel begin op ons 
skree. Dan neem Sersant van Dyk oor. Dan Lt. 
Gernant. Dis hieroor, dan daaroor. Hoe sleg ons 
is, hoe slapgat, ens ens.  

Daar word ou koeie uit die sloot gegrawe en 
ons word van voor af geskel oor dinge wat lankal 
gebeur het. Net daar word ons gestraf en elkeen 
moet ón "Smokie" gaan haal. ón 34 kg rook-
projektiel van die 5.5 kanonne in die basis. ón Baie 
ongemaklike kort swaar stuk ammunisie wat ons 
op die skouer moet dra.  

Ons besef dat vandag weer een van daai dae 
gaan wees. ón Lange. Soos ons luidkeels beveel 
is, tree ons net buite die basis aan. Ons word vir 
oulaas geroskam en verduidelik dat ons al om die 
basis met die projektielle moet hardloop. Met ón 
"DAAR GAAN JULLE" word ons afgesit en met 
ons moed in ons skoene spring ons weg. Ons is 
skaars 20 meter weg toe ons teruggeroep word 
met "APRIL FOOLS". Duf, duf duf duf, hoor jy hoe 
laat val ons die smokeys in die Kaprivi sand. Ons 
leiergroep het toe n sin vir humor. Die res van 1 
April het darem toe normaal verloop.  

Deur Hannes Scholtz verskaf. 

14/04/2023 
 
Die maandelikse Canopy byeenkoms bly vir 
my 'n hoogtepunt elke maand. Die samesyn, 
positiewe eensgesindheid en broederskap is 
'n riem onder die hart! 

Na jare se bywoning verstom dit my 
steeds dat ek elke maand nuwe stories en 
staaltjies hoor. Dit is soos die weduwee se 
kruik, die stories raak nie op nie, en die 
broederskap hou ook my beker vol! 

Gisteraand was weer so!  
Ek deel graag met julle die foto van Thys 

Rautenbach wat op 50 jarige ouderdom die 
Comrades marathon in full kit met geweer en 
stewels gehardloop het - en onder 11 ure 
klaar gemaak het.  

Vandag 72 jaar oud en hy hardloop 
steeds marathons en beplan om weer die 
Comrades die jaar te doen. 

Thys, jy is wraggies 'n YSTER! 
Goeie werk! 

Chris Pohl 



 

PRETORIA CANOPY BAT CHAT   2/23 
 

     Page 8 

SOME OF YOU CAN SAY!!!!!   

"You won't believe the things I've seen, they're far beyond your wildest 

dreams. I've seen Chaos and Order reign supreme. I've seen the beauty of 

the Universe so peaceful and serene, shattered by violence and screams. " 

GETTING OLD! 

MALAYSIA 1951 - 1955  

During the Malayan campaign, a group of men from Southern Rhodesia volunteered to go to Malaya 

and were initially known as "The Far East Volunteer Group" later to become the Malayan Scouts. 

While in Malaya, they became "C" Squadron (Malayan Scouts) of the already formed "A", "B" 

Squadrons of the British SAS. Later on, "D" Squadron were formed and a HQ to complete that 

regiment. When "C" Squadron conc luded their tour of duty they came back to Southern Rhodesia 

and the unit was disbanded.  

RHODESIA 1961 - 1980  

The formation of the SAS goes back to November 1959 when it was decided in the Federal 

Assembly to form a Parachute Evaluation Detachment to examine  the practicalities of military 

parachuting and parachute training in the Federation of the Rhodesias and Nyasaland, with a view 

to the possible formation of an airborne unit. This was announced by the then Federal Minister 

of Defence, Mr Caldicott -  but i t was always thought by us junior soldiers, or should I say, we 

were led to believe, that Sir Roy Welensky was behind the reforming of what was to become the 

SAS. 

In 1960 a detachment of RAF arrived under Squadron Leader E. Minter to conduct the 

training o f the parachute Evaluation Detachment (PED). By March 1960, the PED was complete 

and those on the course were presented their wings by the said Minister of Defence. The 

"experiment" was a complete success and in July decided to form a regular European Spec ial Air 

Services Squadron. In late 1960, No 1 Training Unit was formed, and once assembled and trained 

they would form the nucleus of what was to become 1 RLI, "C" Squadron SAS and the Selous 

Scouts (Armoured Car Regiment).  

In early 1961 six volunteers fro m the Air Force were sent to Abingdon in England for 

parachute instructor training and a further group of volunteer officers and NCO's to complete 

a selection course with the SAS in Britain. On their return they called for volunteers from No. 1 

Training Un it and in August 1961 the first of many selection courses was run in the Matopos just 

outside Bulawayo. No 1 basic training course completed their training in November and was 

presented their wings by Sir Malcolm Barrow, CBE, MP and then Deputy Prime Minis ter.  

In late 1961 the SAS were moved to Ndola in Northern Rhodesia along with the Selous 

Scouts. This was said to be for political reasons, but coincidentally, Ndola was almost the centre 

of the Federal countries, and that is what we, as young soldiers, be lieved was the reason!. By July 

the following year, No 9 basic course received their wings from the Federal Prime Minister 

himself, Sir Roy Welensky, KCMG, MP. (The writer's wings parade!). In August 1962, the Unit had 

sufficient men to become operational and became known as "C" Squadron (Rhodesian) Special Air 

Service.  

With the break up of the Federation at the end of 1963, the Squadron was virtually 

decimated by many taking the "Golden Handshake" and some remaining in Northern Rhodesia 

which included all the officers and the OC at that time. Only 38 odd NCO's and men remained to 
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serve in Southern Rhodesia. The Unit was relocated to Cranborne Barracks in Salisbury. The 

initial years after the break -up found the unit having difficulty in attracting recruit s. This was 

largely due to the high standards required of an SAS soldier and also due to the "ill feeling" 

between the SAS and the RLI (from where most of the recruits should have been selected). The 

numbers in the SAS went from strength to strength and in  June 1978 "C" Squadron (Rhodesian) 

Special Air Service became 1 (Rhodesian) Special Air Service Regiment, moving to their new 

barracks called Kabrit in 1979 and continued to serve with outstanding success and distinction 

until the 31 st  December 1980, when , on achieving Independence, Rhodesia became Zimbabwe and 

the Unit was finally disbanded.   

(Editor note : A few members of the SAS moved to Durban and became members of 1 RR. 

This article was taken from the Internet and the editor cannot guarantee the accu racy of 

information. )  

THE FORMATION OF D SQUADRON  
How it all started ..  

By WO1 (Retd) Koos Moorcroft  

I think it is important for historical purposes that I deal with the 

aspect of D Squadron and how it came into being, and also how South 

African Special F orces started. We must ensure that the generation 

of Special Forces to come, knows the history of the beginning of an 

excellent association between C Squadron, 22 SAS Regiment, and the 

South African Special Forces.  

During 1967, the Chief of the South Afri can Army, Lt Genl Willem Louw, the founding member 

of 1 Parachute Battalion in Bloemfontein decided that the South African Army should have a Special 

Force capability like the Rhodesian SAS.  

Contact was made with Maj Dudley Coventry and he was duly invite d to visit South Africa to 

advise on this issue. After discussions, Maj Coventry was requested to determine a suitable location 

in South Africa to start a Special Forces Unit. He decided on Oudshoorn because of the terrain, and 

the closeness of the mountai ns and the sea as the ideal venue.  

Maj Coventry submitted a report stating the following:  

¶ C Squadron would select and train South African candidates and give them insight into Special 

Forces operations.  

¶ Give them the knowledge to run their own selection  and train soldiers to become Special Forces 

members. 

¶ The ultimate aim then was to work together on operations with C Squadron in the future.  

In 1967, Col Jan Breytenbach, (then a Captain) left for Salisbury with a few Officers and NCOs 

who had been specially selected to undergo SAS selection. This small group spent a little time 

acclimatizing and orientating themselves before departing for an SAS selection course in Inyanga. 

They, together with Rhodesian candidates, started on the same selection course sc heduled for C 

Squadron 22 SAS Regiment.   

The following members of C Squadron were the instructors:  

Lt Brain Robinson, Lt Rob Johnson, WO2 Jock Hutton, Capt Percy Johnsen (IC Logistics).  

NCO Instructors: Jannie Botman, Hennie Pretorius, Piet Allen and Str etch Franklin.  

After the selection, some of the South Africans returned to South Africa, having failed the 

selection course. Three Officers and four NCOs remained after the òAll-Inó phase.  

The South Africans then carried out formal training in the follow ing disciplines:  

Demolitions, Bush craft, Tracking, Survival, Minor Tactics, Radio Work and Escape an Evasion.  
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Some of this training took place in the Zambezi Valley. Another All - In Exercise with more 

members of C Squadron was also undertaken. Col Brey tenbach and his men were on course for a 

period of three months.  

Maj Coventry made a written recommendation that this small group of South African soldiers 

should become the nucleus of the South African Special Forces. The aim was to establish a Special 

Force Unit in the South African Army, and to select and train men to work with C Squadron in the 

future.  

This small group of South Africans then carried out an operation in Biafra in 1969 behind Nigerian 

lines, and trained guerrillas of the Biafran Organis ation of Freedom Fighters. The French Special 

Forces gave logistical support at the time. April 1970 saw the formation and first selection course 

of 1 Reconnaissance Commando under Lt Col Jan Breytenbach. That selection course, and others that 

followed it were carbon copies of the Rhodesian selection courses. I was a Staff Sergeant at the 

time and a member of the first group to do a selection course in Oudsthoorn, as had been 

recommended by Maj Coventry. 1 Recce carried out some operations in Angola and Zam bia, and also 

from submarines of the East coast of Africa.   

In 1974 Col Jan Breytenbach decided that the time was right to work with C Squadron and 

liasised with Maj Brain Robinson in this regard. It was approved by Genl Loots and his Rhodesian 

counterpar ts that two 5 -man teams would work with C Squadron for six months on external 

operations. The South Africans were integrated with C Squadron call signs.  

Teams that I worked with included Cpl Jop Oosthuizen, Sgt Darryl Watt and Lt Chris 

Schulenburg. The ai m was to give the South Africans exposure to working on external operations 

with SAS teams. The South Africans were part and parcel of C Squadron, and their Tactical HQ was 

in Macombe.  

In 1977 a further requirement was identified to give young badged Recc e soldiers and their 

leaders another opportunity to carry out external operations with SAS soldiers. Maj Genl Loots 

made the request to Lt Genl Walls, and it was agreed that 1 and 5 Recce Squadrons would send teams 

to work with C Squadron on external opera tions. However, due to C Squadron being so heavily 

committed at this stage, Lt Cols Jake Swart and Brian Robinson decided to allocate an operational 

area to the Recces, in support of C Squadron. For political reasons the cover story was that an 

additional SAS Squadron was being formed, and so D Squadron came into being. I served in D 

Squadron as a Commando SM.  

During this period six members of D Squadron were killed in action, and a few were wounded. 

The names of those soldiers who made the supreme sacrifi ce are inscribed on the C Squadron 

Memorial Plinth, and the D Squadron members who served with the SAS are extremely grateful for 

the fat that their dead are remembered in such an honourable way. D Squadron is also very proud 

of the fact that its members w ho served Rhodesia are recognised as full members of the SAS 

Association. At the end of the day the South African Special Forces was born in Rhodesia, and we 

are extremely proud of that.  

I want to conclude with a few words from a poet and author of soldie rs and soldiering, Rudyard 

Kipling, and I quote from Barrack Room Ballads. This is how we see C Squadron Rhodesian SAS:  

òWe have eaten your bread and salt, we have drunk your water and wine, the lives ye 

have led we have watched beside, and the deaths ye have died were oursó.  

D SQUADRON ROLL OF HONOUR  

LCpl C. de Wilzem                 4 Jan 1978   Lt    J .H. du Toit   11 Feb 1978 

LCpl C.E. Mennigke                4 Jan 1978   Tpr  A . Shilemba   2 Sept 1978  

Cpl   M.A.I . Ganhao             28 Jan 1978     Sgt  H G van der Merwe  21 Sept 1978  
(Taken from the SAS Winged Chatter no 9 of Jan 2002)  
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A RECCE GOES SAS 
Colonel Jan D. Breytenbach, DVR SD SM MMM  

(SOME QUERIES)  

I came from the Fleet Air Arm (Royal Navy) to South Africa to join the paratroopers in 

October1961.I was fortunate to have had Commandant Willem Louw, who had earned the nickname  

ôSir Williamõ, as my first Paratroop Commander. When I submitted a paper to him advocating that 1 

Para should be converted to an SAS -type unit, he read it and obviou sly gave it some thought as 

subsequent events proved.  

Sir William moved on into the rarefied atmosphere of higher command. It was when he was a 

Brigadier, Commander of Northern Transvaal Command, that I, still a lowly Captain, was unexpectedly 

summoned fro m 1 Para to his home in Voortrekkerhoogte where I first met a genuine SAS officer, 

who was in fact the Commander of C Squadron (Rhodesia), 22 SAS. Old SAS hands will appreciate 

the impact this officer made on a real plaasjapie , albeit an ex -Royal Naval off icer, when I was 

introduced to Major Dudley Coventry. My immediate impression was that this man was a real 'toff', 

judging by his accent, and possibly a disgraced member from the English aristocracy who had been 

banned to the outer limits of the African bu sh to stay out of the hair of his more genteel relations. 

He may even have come to Rhodesia via the French Foreign Legion for all I knew.  

Anyway, to my pleasant surprise, Sir William informed me that Major Coventry was on a tour of 

South Africa to determi ne the best location for our own SAS -type unit at the behest of the then 

Chief of the Army. Obviously things were moving in the right direction. I gathered though that the 

Chief of the SADF was dead against any so -called funnies and that he was, therefore,  not in the 

picture and would remain uninformed for the moment. Dudley travelled the length and breadth of 

the country and came back with a glowing report about Oudtshoorn. He returned to C Squadron, SAS 

and I went back to my severely under -strength Bravo Company impatiently awaiting further 

developments. 

These came just before the winter of 1967 and about eight months after a handful of us, 

together with some police, had had a nice introduction to the coming bush war when we cleaned up 

the first guerrilla base in a remote corner of Ovamboland. We used choppers to put down three 

assault sticks of parabats and about four sticks of stoppers (stopgroups?) filled with cops who were 

dead set on 'arresting the suspects'. We, of course, wanted to shoot them. We eve n had a Q-car 

command chopper aloft to flesh out what would become a well -known combat drill to be used very 

effectively to corner and wipe out insurgent gangs from Mozambique in the east to the Cunene in 

the west.  

In order of seniority five parabat captai ns, Boytjie Viviers, Barrie Ferreira, Eddie Webb, myself 

and Frank Bestbier were nominated to join SAS selection in Rhodesia. Two other officers, non -

parabats also pitched up at KG -V1. They and at least one paratrooper officer did not make selection. 

More importantly four paratrooper NCOs joined the team. These were Staff Sergeants Johnny 

Kruger and PEP Van Zyl and Sergeants Tilly Smit and M.J. (Yogi) Potgieter. The first three became 

known as ouboet, boet and kleinboet.  

We started off gently enough by bein g introduced to the 'Winged Stagger, its culture and its 

semi-permanent occupants. Saturday afternoons became very demanding survival tests at which we 

improved tremendously as time marched on. But from Monday to Friday we were put through 

intensive introd uctory disciplines such as demolitions, including special dems, radios and RT 

procedures, vitally including antennae, advanced first aid, battle drills, especially at small - team level 

and within Sabre patrols, a bit of rock -climbing and a lot of abseiling and, of course, a lot of hard PT 

under the beady eye and by the extraordinary example of what should have been a Chelsea pensioner  
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but who turned out to be an extremely fit old campaigner. This was, of course, the inimitable WO2 

Jock Hutton, then Squad ron Sergeant Major. Our training officer was Captain Ken Phillipson, if I 

remember correctly.  

The instructors were all colour sergeants or sergeants, old SAS hands with years of experience 

behind them, probably the best to be found in this line of work an ywhere in the world. These guys 

were, in no particular order, Rob Johnstone, Jannie Boltman, Danny Hartman and Stan Hornby who, 

together with Jock Hutton, gave us our hands -on training. Others also drifted in and out, mostly 

officers such as Brian Robinson , Harry Harvey and Barney Bentley, to give us lectures on some 

intricate subject or just to make sure that at least a veneer of SAS culture would rub off on the 

boers from the south. Percy Johnson was particularly good at implanting the right kind of attit ude 

especially during the obligatory 1100 (?) session every Saturday in the Winged Stagger. And Mike 

Curtin, the Adjutant, was not far behind.  

After having bade us welcome, Dudley Coventry disappeared for a while, only to pop up in the 

pub some time later  with a bullet wound through his thigh. He had been drilled by a terrorist when 

he tried to flush him, or them, out of a pantechnicon which had been stopped at a roadblock on its 

way south from Zambia. So obviously there was also a war on, albeit still a v ery low -key one. 

Finally the dreaded day arrived to test our mettle against whatever the training staff could 

throw at us. We set off for Inyanga in a convoy of Sabres to establish a base in the national park. 

The wee Scot, Jock Hutton, took us in hand to bring us to peak physical fitness in preparation for 

what was awaiting us. After having done a speed march under my own steam to the top of Inyangani, 

as part of my self - inflicted preparation for selection, I was shunted off to join the remnants of a 

previ ous selection course on an All - In exercise. Served me right, of course, for jumping the gun.  

The five or six survivors came from all points of the compass and from a very diverse 

background. I remember a small limey who looked fifteen years old but was pro bably in his early 

twenties staggering along under a load that was almost as heavy as he was. He could not have weighed 

more than 120 pounds. But like all of us he carried a heavy load of dummy demolition charges, an 

ample supply of live ammo in magazines plus belts of ammo for the GPMG (?), spare radio batteries, 

at least one 3,5 inch dummy AT rocket, to be set up for vehicle ambushes and to be fired electrically 

from its canisters, hand grenades, smoke grenades, two weeks' rations, spare clothes, sleeping  bag, 

groundsheet, water and a lot more.  

 We staggered along, from task to task under severe constraints such as time, making RVs, the 

inclement weather, the tough terrain and the necessity to move tactically and without being picked 

up by OPs manned by unsympathetic and beady -eyed instructors. Finally I stood on top of Inyangani 

for a second time only to see a paratroop officer, doing the speed march, throwing in the towel when 

he only had another hundred yards to go and enough time to make it. The All - In and selection courses 

had been timed to meet on top of the mountain by the instructors. Anyway, as far as I know, most 

of us had made it with the exception of three officers who were to be sent home as RTU material - 

but only after the next phase had well and truly tested them to the limit.  

Back at Cranborne Barracks we recovered our breath and did some further training. It had 

already been decided that we would have to take part in an escape -and-evasion exercise in Southern 

Matabeleland. For me it would be  a second All - In but for the other South Africans, who had not 

done one yet, it would be a memorable first. But for all SAS operators above the rank of corporal it 

would also be a second, perhaps even a third or fourth All - In exercise. Thus decided Dudley Coventry. 

We would do the running while the corporals and troopers would gleefully do the chasing and in the 

process be able to get their own back too. They had a company of RAR under the command of Dizzie 

Daines to assist them - a formidable bunch of trac kers to keep up the pressure.  
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So we started our exercise being incarcerated in a small cell for three days at Brady's detention 

barracks, all thirty of us packed like sardines with a spoonful of bully beef and half a mug of tea per  

detainee per day. We used one bucket for the necessary bodily functions. Our jailers entertained us 

with three days of screeching cacophony over loudspeakers designed to get our teeth on edge and 

our brains addled. Finally we were stuffed into a railway cattle truck and dis patched westwards 

towards Fig Tree. The escape run started when we broke out of the cattle truck and disappeared 

into the bush to what was our first RV. This 'breakout' also activated the 'security forces'.  Any 

captives would be interrogated by Military I ntelligence under very realistic conditions. The exercise 

was certainly not designed to be an enjoyable experience especially when you were caught by pumped -

up SAS corporals or the RAR patrols.  

Some SAS troopers caught me fair and square when I tried to in filtrate into an RV. They 

deposited me at the RAR Company as an interim measure. Major Daines enthusiastically grasped this 

opportunity to carry out his own style of interrogation. I had decided that the best way to resist 

was to play deaf and dumb by just  refusing to say anything at all, not even number, rank and name. 

Dizzie got quite worked up because of the stubborn refusal of a South African paratrooper to 

cooperate. He decided to break me physically and made preparations to string me up from a tree by  

my thumbs. Fortunately the SAS patrol returned in the nick of time to rescue me from a very 

disappointed Dizzie Daines.  

I was taken to the interrogation centre to face the nightly cold -water treatment, the bag over 

the head and keep -awake routine for at l east a night and a day before being taken in for 

interrogation into the cosy warmth of the interrogation room. When the bag was removed, I came 

face to face with what was meant to be a vicious psychopath. But it turned out to be an old friend I 

had not see n in years, Major Alan Slater, formerly a gunner officer in the SADF (actually the old 

UDF).  Struggling to present a stern front, he pretended that he did not know me and I did likewise. 

With ill -considered bravado, I refused to volunteer a single word. I n the end it became a bit of a 

farce, with Alan and me winking at each other. After that I had to be content with looking at the 

faces of totally unsympathetic strangers, eagerly expecting to drag some useful information from a 

too -cocky prisoner. I rapidl y rediscovered that 'hear no evil and speak no evil' was, after all, a 

splendid counter - interrogation technique.  

And so I went back on the run, half -starved but this time without a buddy who could have got 

me into trouble again like my last one. Never befo re, or since, have I learnt so much about myself as 

I did during interrogation. I also visited Dizzie Daines's kitchen tent and stole as many rations as I 

could tuck down the front of my ample paratrooper smock. These included a selection of cheese and 

chocolates as well as coffee, tea and condensed milk. Life after that became a pleasant stroll from 

picnic spot to picnic spot through the bushveld south of the Matopos to end finally with a huge mixed 

grill for all the survivors at the hotel in Gwanda.  

Half the South Africans returned to South Africa while the rest of us proceeded to the 

Chewore River in the Zambezi Valley for a period of survival training and tracking. Brian Robinson 

took charge with Hennie Pretorius and 'Stretch' Franklin as instructors. Fr om Chewore we went to 

Kariba to be introduced to small -boat work, especially the Klepper kayak, and to combat diving. Rob 

Johnstone, Danny Hartmann and Jannie Boltman had rejoined us. It was my first experience of 

Kariba. I had never realised that dams cou ld come in an extra large size. The Vaal Dam was just a 

miserable puddle by comparison.  

At the end of it all I was presented with the famous sand -coloured beret and the blue SAS 

stable belt. I still cherish them to this day and, in fact, wore them with pri de on the all too -rare 

occasions I subsequently served with the Rhodesian forces. Finally we went home fully expecting to 

be drafted to a new unit which would become the SADF's own Special Forces unit. The months and  
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the years came and went but nothing  happened. Brigadier Louw became General Louw and Chief of 

the Army. I became SO2 Training at Windhoek HQ in 1969.  

Then I unexpectedly found myself with three other paratroopers in the middle of the Biafran 

War, training and sometimes leading Biafran guer rillas behind Nigerian lines. We were doing a typical 

Special Forces job but without the right organisation to back us up. When the Biafran War suddenly 

collapsed, we escaped by the skin of our teeth. It was a timely reminder that we urgently needed 

our own SAS-type unit.  

I was given the go -ahead by Sir William to start a unit under the cover of the Infantry School 

at Oudtshoorn. We would be known as the Special Warfare Branch. There were twelve of us, 

inevitably known as the dirty dozen, and we soon starte d one selection course after another while 

also beginning to conduct operations in Angola and the south -western tip of Zambia aimed at external 

SWAPO targets. We expanded our capacity and expertise, learning a great deal from the French in 

Cercotte and Aja cio, especially as regards clandestine airborne and seaborne operations. The latter 

culminated in a long -distance successful attack on shore -based targets, located in a well -known East 

African seaport, with kayaks launched from a submarine - good old SBS stuff. It was most satisfying 

to see and hear the big bangs ashore causing havoc and a large part of the city plunged in darkness 

while waiting for the sub to pick us up at an on -the -water RV.  

However, by 1973 the time had come to look for an infusion of ne w ideas especially as regards 

long-distance penetration operations deep in enemy -controlled areas. I went to General Loots, then 

the Senior Staff Officer Special Operations on the staff of the Chief of the Army, with the 

suggestion that we be 'posted' to C  Squadron to get up to date with how they were running things 

in Zambia and Mozambique. I had met with Brian Robinson, then Squadron Commander, probably while 

he was on one of his regular but unholy visits to Vernon Joynt at the CSIR, during which this pro posal 

was raised. Brian was very keen to get more eyes onto OPs in the Tete Province where the war on 

the Portuguese side had deteriorated into a one -sided 'sitzkrieg'.  

The whole Tete region on both sides of the Zambezi River between the Rhodesian border in the 

south and Zambia in the north and from Zumbo in the west to Tete in the east had fallen under the 

domination of Frelimo, mainly because the Portuguese troops on the ground had given up on the war 

altogether. They did not budge from the relative safe ty of the few aldeomentos which they had 

fortified and developed into a semblance of Portuguese -styled comfort zones. What went on beyond 

the protective wire fence was none of their concern. ZIPRA (or was it ZAPU?) was the first to take 

advantage of this s plendid opportunity to get their guerrillas into the northern parts of Rhodesia 

and very easily too. The region was thus crossed with a number of infiltration routes from Zambia 

across the Zambezi Valley and on into the Hurricane Operational Sector.  

Obviously it would be to the advantage of the Rhodesians to intercept and disrupt the 

infiltrating terrorists as far north as possible. But, because FRELIMO occupied almost all of this 

area as the only viable local power, and were well armed and organised, they  provided the Rhodesian 

terrorists with a security blanket which they themselves could not provide because they lacked the 

capacity. To get at ZIPRA, or ZAPU, this blanket therefore had to be torn to shreds.  

Brian wisely decided that to do so the SAS had t o return to the classical SAS long -term, long -

range reconnaissance role and then bring in the necessary combat power in the form of air strikes 

and\ or rifle companies to destroy detected ZIPRA \ ZANU and FRELIMO camps and concentrations. 

This meant a screen of unobtrusive OPs scattered throughout the area, preferably north of the 

Zambezi River. Obviously, remaining undetected required small - team deployments. So the offer from 

1 Recce to assist in the deployment of OPs meant a wider front could be covered with , as a bonus, 

the permanent plugging of some of the more obvious gaps. We South Africans scored too because 

the deployment of long -term OPs was, at that stage, still a new experience for us.  
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Our first deployment into Tete Province was, as I remember, at  the beginning of 1974. The rainy 

season had already set in. But first of all we had to pass via the SAS barracks to go through the 

inevitable marrying -up process so essential when two Special Forces organisations from two 

different armies are to get on am icably in the field. We were briefed in all aspects of the operation, 

drilled in aircraft procedures for static - line jumping, had to swing in the freefall training rig to 

satisfy our mentors that we could actually use sky diving as an infiltration techniqu e and finally were 

allotted book numbers on which we could order goodies from the SAS pub while squatting in a lonely 

OP in the middle of terrorist country. Book numbers were, of course, also very handy to report 

casualties and personnel movements, thus th warting attempts by snoopers to blow the story to a 

mostly hostile press, to the distress of next of kin and the severe embarrassment of the authorities.  

At the time C Squadron Tac HQ was based at Makombe on the south bank of the Zambezi. It 

shared the ba se with an RAR rifle company, later an RLI company, and of course it õs Company HQ. A 

short airstrip capable of taking only light aircraft such as the Provost, served the base which had, 

in fact, been an aldeomento established by the Portuguese to take char ge of the local povos. The 

Recce team that had to jump in with some SAS deployments because the strip could not take a 

Dakota, consisted of WO  2 F.C. van Zyl, team leader, WO  2 Trevor Floyd, Corporal Wannies 

Wannenburgh, Corporal Dave Tippett, Corporal Jim my Oberholzer and myself who tagged on behind 

as a supernumerary rifleman in order to gain some Tete experience. It was fun, and relaxing, to see 

FC taking the punch for our effectiveness and safety while I followed along in the rear, to wherever 

the 'boss ' was leading us, without a worry in the world. I did my stints in the OPs, and sentry duties 

of course, and tried my best to cope with the terrain, which turned out to be a formidable levelling 

factor.  

First of all, it rained incessantly with the result t hat everything became and remained sopping 

wet. Our day clobber, which consisted of a T -shirt and a pair of shorts, never got a chance to dry 

out. Our night clobber, usually a pair of long pants and a T -shirt, became and remained damp because 

of the high h umidity that built up inside our para -cloth sleeping bags. The grass grew tall and was a 

dripping wet obstruction through which we waded as if it was a water obstacle. This was interspersed 

with wide stretches of chest -high stinging nettles. Tree and bush cover was excellent but our 

presence was revealed by the obvious swathes of trampled -down grass after we had passed. There 

was just no way we could use anti - tracking in those wet conditions which resulted more from a guti -

type, steady sifting of soft rain rather than hard showers that could have washed away our spoor. 

There were enough gomos for OP work but also numerous flooding streams through which we had to 

wade, often chest deep, to get to the other side.  

The whole area was relatively thickly populate d, compared to south -west Zambia and south -east 

Angola, with most of the men inducted into FRELIMOõs militia. They all carried SKS rifles and 

obviously were the eyes and ears of FRELIMO. Every north/south valley had a string of kraals or 

kimbos with four o r five of them supporting a FRELIMO base camp situated in thick bush cover 

nearby. The locals were frequently rounded up to carry supplies in relays from Zambia into Rhodesia. 

It was a common sight to see these 'safari trains', under escort of the militia,  wending their way 

along parallel valleys to transfer sites on the north bank of the Zambezi where supply bundles were 

loaded into mekorros  at night for onward transit into the Op Hurricane sector. So what with the 

relatively dense pattern of movement, the  fact that terrorist bases sent up conspicuous columns of 

smoke from cooking fires every morning and the conveniently placed gomos that could act as OPs, it 

should have been easy to find and attack the terrorists.  

We found them all right: they were attacke d a number of times by the RAR, but we were also 

found by them, more particularly by the mujibas  who always scouted around every gomo every 

morning to locate spoor leading to the top. We tried to get one terrorist base taken out by the  
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Canberras but af ter waiting for a day or two to bring them on target we were told they were 

committed elsewhere. Brian was disgusted with the Air Force. We had the same sort of problem 

with our over -extended supporting RAR Company and were smartly chased off our OPs a few  times 

by an assortment of FRELIMO terrorists and local militia.  

One night, while changing our OP location, Trevor, the leading scout, stumbled into a terrorist 

base. Because of the anti - tracking problem it had become easier and safer to use existing foot paths 

at night, when the terrorists and militias were usually asleep, provided we went barefoot. Trevor 

went around a bush obstructing his way, ducked under and into the black shadow of its overhanging 

branches and straightened up in the middle of a hut wi th terrorists snoring away at his muddy feet. 

Carefully he backed off. In the subsequent shooting spree the bush crackled as terrorists scattered 

in all directions. The Recce team prudently withdrew so as not to disclose its size, composition and 

identity.  After all we were meant to be clandestinely operating as OPs, not as killer groups.  

I was unexpectedly detailed to take over an SAS team which had suffered a casualty while 

withdrawing from a strong terrorist followup. Unfortunately the radio operator, so on after, also 

became badly injured when he spilled boiling water over himself. This resulted in what was left of 

the team being extracted back to Makombe. I was flying out with two troopers in one chopper when 

the pilot spotted some terrorists in a kimbo below. Without further ado he landed his chopper in 

the middle of the group of huts. We deplaned in a hurry and the chopper took off and disappeared 

towards Makombe. The terrorists had scattered and were no doubt regrouping to come back and 

take out the th ree of us. We had no comms since our radio was in the other chopper with the injured 

operator and they too had blithely gone their way without showing the slightest interest in our 

uncertain future.  

So I decided that an Alamo -style last stand would be in order. I based a skimpy defence on 

three points of a large kraal enclosure with no possibility of mutual support. The povo went about 

their business keeping a wary eye on us but otherwise seemed unconcerned. Either the terrorists 

had gone for good or they thought that we would soon be turned into mincemeat anyway and would 

therefore pose no real threat to them. It was with relief that I heard and spotted our chopper 

returning to extract us from a potentially very tense situation. I soon rejoined FC's team t o refill 

my empty slot as a rifleman ---- no shirking or time off allowed, even for commandants!  

We were replaced by another 1 Recce team under control of Major Nick Visser, the unit 2IC. 

He had Koos Moorcroft, Kenaas Conradie, Dewald de Beer, Vingers Kruger  and Chillie du Plessis in 

his team. They had some hair -raising moments being chased around by combined terrorist forces 

and ending up in pitched battle situations while badly outnumbered. Staff Sergeant Dewald de Beer 

single-handedly took out the twelve m en of the reconnaissance group of a very strong guerrilla force 

which had been chasing them all day. What made it a remarkable feat is that Dewald fired only 

twelve shots, but in quick succession, from his trusty R1 rifle. He always refused to carry an AK4 7 

into battle.  

ZIPRA and FRELIMO were forced to close down their supply routes between the Cahora Basa 

gorge and Zumbo and to shift their efforts eastwards. Confiscating all mekorros , usually hidden in 

reed beds, helped along the closing down of these dire ct supply routes into the Hurricane Sector. 

But then Portugal collapsed into the hands of the communists quickly followed by the Rhodesians 

being 'expelled' from Mozambique. The war had escalated for the hard -pressed Rhodesian Forces.  

1 Recce returned to i ts own war theatre for a few years until called upon to assist in the Gaza 

Province. Six of the twelve reccies who deployed to Tete Province were subsequently killed in other 

operations. By that time I was no longer in Special Forces having overstayed my w elcome in the 

opinion of SSO Special Operations and after a stint with 32 Battalion, having been hurled into the 

deep end to start 44 Parachute Brigade. In that capacity I at least got the opportunity to deploy  
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some of my parachute companies into the T riangle and Gwanda areas, and the adjacent TTL õs, as Fire 

Forces - with considerable success it should be added. But history was about to repeat itself. 

Through British, American and South African Foreign Affairs intervention Rhodesia was shamefully 

forced  to sheath the sword to facilitate, with misplaced new hope, the birth of a shining example of 

anti -colonial democracy to the rest of Africa.  

I personally accompanied the last few Rhodesian -kitted paratroopers from Gwanda in a Para 

Dakota wearing my sand -coloured beret and blue stable belt for the last time. My last experience 

of Rhodesia was the sight of a lonely, distraught and furious Major Roy Mankowitz, Brigade Major 

of 1 Brigade, shaking an angry fist at the empty sky and the whole world by the side of the landing 

strip as we got airborne. I have never been back to Zimbabwe but Roy has stuck in my mind ever 

since, impotently raging at a betrayal that should never have happened.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

This interesting photo is of Willy 
Ward in the first year of his army 
career. Date and place unknown. 
Left: Willy Ward on parade to 
receive his HCS from the state 
president. (5th from the right.) 
Below: The Rhodesian General 
Service medal 

SOME UNKNOWN FACTS 
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This photograph shows Sgt Sizeland RAF PJI assisting 
one of the European soldiers in carrying out a parachute 
landing roll. In 1959 during the Parachute Evaluation 
Course it appears that the Royal Air Force decided to 
separate the two sections into a Black African section 
trained by Sgt Summers and a White European section 
trained by Sgt Sizeland. In later Years when the 
Rhodesian Air Force Parachute Training School was 
training paratroopers there was NO DISCRIMINATION. 
All the sections were mixed and training was exactly the 
same for everybody. There was no Black or White as far 
as the staff were concerned they were all GREEN and this 
included officers. Derek de Kock 

 
There was a minimum of classroom stuff and all 
drill was conducted ñat the doubleò. The physical 
training was initially gentle but the pace quickened 
as the week and weeks went by. At no time were 
we stationary, even between exercises we ran ñon 
the spotò. I had not been as fit since leaving school 
boxing circuit!  

A mock Dakota fuselage was built about one-
and-a-half meters off the hangar floor, and some 
two meters away from the ñdoorô was a landing 
mat. Trainees had to launch themselves straight 
and hard to land on the mat. When jumping into 
the slipstream of an aircraft at about 110 knots 
(200 kph), a parachutistôs body must punch 
through that slipstream to avoid being thrown back 
against the fuselage. Nor must he twist in flight, in 
either case the tethered straps would, or could, 
become twisted and tangled, resulting in a failed 
exit and worse! 

The landing had been evolved to minimise 
injuries. Legs hard together to absorb the landing 
jolt up all the leg bones; trunk curled into a roll 
position to dissipate the shock of landing up the 
entire body and arms folded tightly across the 
chest. The technique sounds easy, but the split 
second between exiting the ñaircraftò and hitting 
the landing mat gives no more than nano secs to 
jump hard, wrap arms together, lock legs and land 
without any residual twist!  

 

The student was required to do all this and still 
be clear of the next jumperôs hobnailed boots! 
This aspect of training seemed to go on 
interminably, and very few of us ever earned a 
ñwell doneò from our eagle-eyed instructors! 

The acme of the training schedule was ñthe 
fanò, better than any Zambezi Gorge ñfoofy 
slide!ò (Flying Fox in Australia)! ñThe Fanò was 
just a series of paddles on an axle, -no more 
complicated than a paddle-steamerôs water 
wheels. A long rope wrapped itself around the 
hub of a fan, and as the rope unwound it spun 
the fan which acted as an air brake. The weight 
to spin the fan was a trainee parachutist, who 
was required to leap hard off the platform in the 
approved fashion, arms folded, legs 
outstretched and firmly together. At first the rope 
offered little resistance to the traineeôs descent 
and there were always several moments 
(minutes?) of apprehension as it seemed that 
oneôs high speed descent was only slowed as 
oneôs boots touched the landing mat for the 
approved landing roll! Terrifying, and 
exhilarating! Apparently it was an evil aptitude 
assessment device, a student who hesitated and 
baulked at the jump could conceivably refuse to 
jump out of an aircraft. I donôt remember any of 
our course not wanting to play on this delightful 
apparatus! 

Much of our physical training was disguised 
as play and we enjoyed playing hard. Rugby was 
one game played almost every day either before 
tea or lunch. The black troops had never played 
rugby before, but took to the spirit of the game 
rather than the rules. This suited the instructors 
anyway whose aim was exercise rather than 
exhibition rugby! One of our Air Force GSU 
members gravitated to fly half and would have 
displaced many first league half-backs! 

Some of the black soldiers were unable to 
swim, but nevertheless had to jump off the 3-
meter diving board into the water. Two or more 
of our able swimmers were on hand to assist the 
non-swimmers to the side after their jumps off 
the platform. Tea and delicious sandwiches were 
delivered from the Sergeants Mess, and this 
usually coincided with the pool drill. At tea time it 
was perfectly natural for white and black soldiers 
to join their own racial groups for laughter and 
banter. On one occasion the black guys were 
literally rolling on the grass, holding their sides 
and screaming in giggles and unconstrained 
loud mirth! 
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It was difficult to get any of them to explain the 
reason for their joviality! Eventually, between 
peals of laughter, we learnt that the guy who 
always had to be rescued gasping and 
spluttering after his jump was the butt of their 
laughter. It was a few more minutes before the 
rest of the story emerged. This non swimmer did 
not know that he had to hold his breath in water, 
he had never held his breath in his life, at the age 
of twenty he still was unable to do so! So, on 
each jump he still carried on breathing under 
water! His courage in continuing to jump in spite 
of near drowning each time was amazing, and 
demonstrated the typical bravery and discipline 
of KAR soldiers! 

The morning of the first jump eventually 
arrived, crisp, bright and with only a slight 
breeze.  The landing site was an open grassy 
field on a tobacco farm near Lake MacIlwaine. 
(Now ñChiveroò). The Dak flew at 1 000 ft and the 
dispatch procedure went without a hitch. My own 
jump has left distinctly engraved memory cells! It 
seemed that in rapid sequence I jumped, looked 
up to see the parachute canopy billowing above, 
I hit the ground, -hard! I likened it to a brutal high 
speed tackle from a burly front-row prop! The 
second jump seemed to go more slowly. I 
distinctly felt and recognised the strop breaking 
free, and as I felt myself floating down I was able 
to admire the scene below over the ñveeò of my 
boots. With regular timing the strings holding the 
shrouds in the pack behind me made a plucking 
noise and the parachute opened with a ñwooshò 
and was a perfect rounded shape above me! I 
could get quite fanatic about this sort of flying! 
This, my second landing, gave me time to 
assess my drift direction and I executed what I 
thought was a perfect leg, thigh and shoulder 
roll! Nobody else even noticed it! 

The morning for the third jump broke as 
clear as the first two. We were all as eager as 
beavers to jump again, and chattered among 
ourselves like a bunch of schoolgirls! Shoulders 
drooped and the chatter stopped when we were 
told that the wind was too strong and the jump 
was cancelled! We probably pouted like 
thwarted schoolgirls too! However, we had no 
time to grumble for we were back in the mock 
Dakota to practice our shuffle-step the exit and 
leap into well co-ordinated leg-thigh and 
shoulder landings, before running round and 
joining the shuffle queue again! I had previously 
sustained a torn cartilage from a nasty rugby 
tackle, and although this only ached from time to 
time, it had not fully recovered and was just 
waiting for the right twist and pull to break away! 

On my second landing from our hangar Dakota my 
right knee inverted and with indescribable pain my 
right leg bent up and my instep hung there looking 
at me! I avoided the plummeting boots behind me 
and looked at the RAF instructor. (Flight sergeant 
Sizeland) I may have been expecting a look of 
concern and sympathy, - some hope! I believe that 
it is part of the training credo to show complete 
disdain to a fallen trainee, - after all to offer help 
on a battlefield would be suicidal, a disabled 
soldier must be prepared to help himself! 

The injury proved to be far more serious than 
it appeared. I was able to hobble onto the real 
Dakota to watch the course on their final jump, but 
my disappointment was real and, Iôm sure the 
tears were visible too! I was scheduled for a major 
repair job to my knee for an hour or two under 
surgeonsô knives and spent the next 8 or 9 months 
on crutches! Being so fit at the time of the surgery 
I recovered quickly, but my whole leg had to be 
immobilised in a plaster cast for the rest of the 
year! My girls at that time were four and five, and 
my physiotherapy was to give them rocking-horse 
rides on my stiff plaster-of-paris lower limb! Our 
giggles and screams added to the cure! The mal-
alignment of the limb led to a hip replacement and 
a walking stick 50 years later, but this 
inconvenience is small price to pay for that 
permanent memory of bird-like freedom! It beats 
any erotic experience! 

ñThank you Rex Taylor for your contribution to 
the Story of the Parachute Training School you 
guys proved that Military Parachuting could be 
done in our Hot and High Country. We at a later 
time greatly improved on the initial training 
provided by the RAF PJI's and subsequently 
we became the World leaders in Military 
Parachuting.ò                    Derek de Kock 

PARACHUTE TRAINING SCHOOL. 1959. 
In 1959, I was on The Provost, No. 4 Squadron, 
based at Sarum. On returning from a short family 
trip to Beira I read in a discarded copy of the 
Station Routine Orders that volunteers were 
needed for a ñParachute Evaluation Courseò. The 
following morning I submitted an application in a 
model ñFormal Official Letterò to the station 
adjutant. (I seem to remember it was Flying Officer 
George Baverstock) 
I never gave a thought to the staff work that 
brought a military parachute unit plan past 
Rhodesian political compliance, then cooperation 
with the British authorities, and finally a plan with 
the RAF. 
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The Rhodesian ñCò Squadron of the Brit. 
Special Air Service had already been through 
parachute training in Malaysia and had carried out 
operational descents into the Malaysian jungle. 
Although the operational side of parachutists 
remained within the British army, the training was 
carried out by the RAF. At that time the parachutes 
in use were the ñ28ft X typeò, which had proved to 
be successful in European conditions. One of the 
objects of this evaluation course was to assess 
the effect our ñhot and highò conditions upon the 
viability of parachute troops in ñThe Federationò. It 
had been accepted lore in the Air Force that the 
pilot ñ24ft canopyò was essentially a life-saver and 
that minor injuries on landing, such as an ankle 
strain were to be expected. The ñ28ftò would be a 
big improvement, - so we were told. The open or 
blank gore was in experimental use in Britain, we 
all knew about it but its value in military service 
was not yet fully accepted or appreciated. 
The course consisted of about twenty volunteers, 
drawn from the Air Force (ñRRAFò), Army Staff 
Corps, the ñKings African Riflesò and the òRoyal 
Rhodesian Air Force General Service Unitò . The 
latter two units were both black ñAfricanò.  

 

 

In this photograph Sgt Red Summers RAF PJI is seen 
assisting an African Soldier of the Kings African Rifles 
(KAR) to carry out a parachute landing roll. During the 
Federation there was a Regiment of KAR which was the 
forerunner of the Rhodesian African Rifles (RAR) In 
both instances these Regiments were White Officered 
with Black African Troops and this also applied to the 
Royal Rhodesian Air Force General Service Unit. At the 
break up of the Federation in 1963. The K.A.R.unit in 
Rhodesia became the Rhodesian African Rifles which 
served with absolute distinction in Rhodesia's War 
against Terror. Derek de Kock. 

CHAPTER 42 A PILOT REMEMBERS THE 
PARACHUTE EVALUATION COURSE 1959. 
https://highabovefarbeyond.blogspot.com/2018/03/ch
apter-42-pilot-remembers-parachute.html#comment-
form 
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Approximately a year ago with a hell of a lot of 
urging from my family I was finally bullied into 
putting fingers to keyboard and brain into 
overdrive and started to write the story of the 
Rhodesian Air Force Parachute Training School. 
My darling wife Chalice, and my wonderful 
daughter, Robyn Sherer promised to correct and 
edit my ramblings as I put together this weekly 
blog. I have tried to make these ramblings 
readable to the reader interested in the history of 
a small central African country which became a 
world leader in the use of paratroops. 

These airborne soldiers were all students of the 
Rhodesian Air Force Parachute Training School 
and, after rigorous training, were deployed on Fire 
Force ï a tactic we developed. Before jumping, 
they were checked and dispatched by a 
Parachute Jumping Instructor who was 
responsible for their safe delivery into battle onto 
a suitable Drop Zone. On occasion the same 
troops, many mere teenagers, were dispatched up 
to three times a day into battle. At RAF 
Abingdon we were told that more than two training 
parachute descents in day was considered 
dangerous. 

In 1961 six Royal Rhodesian Air Force airmen 
were sent to The Royal Air Force Parachute 
Training School at RAF Abingdon ï five of us were 
successful in qualifying for the RAF Parachute 
Jumping Instructor brevet. We were trained in 
exactly the same way the RAF trained their PJIs 
and became skilled in the use of the three óFô 
principles of instruction: Firm Fair and Friendly. 
Initially students were astounded by this form of 
instruction ï they couldnôt comprehend how 
pleasant we instructors were. We were not the 
usual yelling, snarling type of military teachers. 
The only time we raised our voices (in theory) was 
to shout the word ñGo!ò which was used for every 
order. 

Unlike other military instructors, we also did not 
differentiate between rank, age, gender or race. 
Everyone was treated exactly the same, the only 
acknowledgement of higher rank was to say ñSirò 
to officers. Being an officer was no excuse for not 
doing push ups when an error was made either, 
and it can safely be said that more push ups were 
carried out in the PTS hangar than any other place 
in Rhodesia. This calm, respectful, even-handed 
teaching style was invaluable ï it resulted in calm, 
confident paratroopers who had the utmost faith in 
the PJIs and would respond to their commands in 
even the most stressful circumstances. 

 

Whilst we continued to use this RAF teaching 
style, there were many other things we did 
improve upon. The biggest problem with the RAF 
parachute training methods was that nothing had 
changed, either in the training or the equipment 
used, since WW 2, with the exception of the 
introduction of the 24 ft Reserve parachute. The 
main parachute was still the 28 ft X type which had 
been used on the óDô Day Landings in Normandy, 
on Operation óMarket Gardenô of a óBridge Too 
Farô fame, and in 1956 when the Parachute 
Regiment was dropped at Suez to secure the 
Canal. 

Nearly 20 years after WW 2, parachute training 
in the RAF had also changed very little. The main 
reason for this was nobody had bothered to ask 
the soldiers if what they were being taught was 
relevant. Nobody, for example, had asked the 
soldiers if the parachutes should be improved, or 
what could be done to make their weapons more 
accessible after landing, or if they would be 
prepared to jump at 500ft, or if it was safe, possibly 
safer, to jump into trees? 

At the time, rifles, machine guns, Bren guns or 
rocket launchers were always carried in a 
suspended load and were 15ft away upon landing. 
In addition the suspended load was made from 
heavy duty canvas which took a very long time to 
pack and an equally long time to unpack. Just to 
get at the rifle was a major undertaking of undoing 
straps and unlacing yards of cord. Not ideal if the 
enemy was shooting at you. 

 Not that we knew any different at the time of 
our course at RAF Abingdon. We were just airmen 
and nobody was even trying to change things. 
Because of this attitude we were also stuck with 
the ñgood old waysò because weôd been trained by 
the RAF and, it was expected, if the RAF did it that 
way we had to follow suit. This was the case until 
the end of the Federation on 31 Dec 1963. 
Suddenly there were only 31 SAS Other Ranks in 
the Army and six PJIs and we were very nearly 
folded up. 

Fortunately somebody in the higher ranks of 
the Army and Air Force remembered the 1959 
debacle in Fort Hill. So, almost as an after- 
thought, it was decided to keep the SAS.  And, if 
you had an SAS, you also needed Parachute 
Jumping Instructors and a Parachute Training 
School. They anticipated we PJIs would keep 
quiet, not rock the boat, and just train the SAS 
when they required training using the familiar old 
methods. It was also a great way to show visiting 
dignitaries how advanced we were, just drop a 
Dakota load of PJI's, or if handy, paratroops down 
the runway. Always impressive.  

 

THE RHODESIAN AIR FORCE PARACHUTE TRAINING SCHOOL THE VERY BEST 
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However, once UDI was declared on 11th 
November 1965 we no longer felt compelled to 
stick to the old methods weôd inherited. In fact, due 
to sanctions (which resulted in no information and 
no supplies,) the nature of our Bush War, and our 
hot and high conditions, we were frequently forced 
to improvise and experiment. We were also 
fortunate to have a number of experienced 
soldiers join our ranks. They were always willing 
to give us practical advice from the soldiersô 
perspective. Combined, these factors led to a 
great spirit of innovation which saw us develop 
new parachuting methods and equipment to 
become world leaders in military parachuting on a 
very tight budget. 

We encouraged our staff to bring us their ideas 
and every idea was explored. It was either 
adopted or rejected only after thorough scrutiny. 
Sometimes these ideas were silly but even so they 
were still looked at. (Just remember the safety 
fuse we used to open the parachute on the free 
fall boxes silly in the modern context but it 
worked!) 

Innovative we may have been, but safety was 
always our first concern. Troops needed to land in 
one piece in order to do their job ï our training 
drills reinforced safety at all stages of the jump and 
were repeated until the soldiers could perform, 
under any circumstances, without even thinking. 
For this reason, our death and injury rate was 
extremely low ï a fact of which we can be 
justifiably proud. 

 In the Rhodesian Air Force Parachute Training 
School we made it our job to always find better 
ways to drop paratroops into action. We never 
stopped questioning the old methods. Was there 
a better and safer way to carry equipment into 
action? Could the soldier get hold of his weapon if 
he was stuck up a tree? Was it a good idea to give 
the paratrooper a pistol to use if he did get caught 
up in a tree? Was it even sensible to jump into the 
bloody trees in the first place? 

 We did not stop asking questions and 
sometimes sanctions worked in our favour.  For 
example in the beginning, we had trouble 
accessing parachutes and were forced to search 
out alternatives. The Royal Air Force, with their 
choice of X type parachute, were still restricted to 
a flax webbing harness that had to be adjusted to 
fit the individual with no body band to hold a 
weapon and they were happy to stay that way. 
But, we were not and when we received the 35 ft 
PT10 American parachute with a body band and 
Capwells, we were able to devise new ways of 
carrying the weapon so it was at hand on 
landing.  The body band allowed the soldier to 
strap the rifle or machine gun to his body so it was 
immediately accessible - a fantastic improvement 
as was the 35ft shaped canopy !!!  

 

No late swings on landing!!!  
Later we got the South African copy called the 

SAVIAC which was stronger and easier to repair 
therefore better. 

Once we discovered, through PJI 
experimentation, that landing in scrubby trees was 
not only possible, but soft and also had the added 
benefit of providing instant cover, we asked for 
parachutes fitted with Capewell canopy release 
systems so the soldiers could get out of trees 
easily. 

We always tried to maintain good and open 
relationships with the men we trained, and were 
especially great friends with the SAS. We listened 
to them, when they made suggestions about the 
equipment and the way the personal weapons 
were carried ï after all they were the end- user 
and there was no point in dropping troops if they 
were too injured, or too disadvantaged by poor 
equipment to fight after landing. 

We personally trialled our innovations to 
ensure they were safe and practical. We practised 
with every parachute type, and every parachute 
modification before allowing the troops to use 
them. We parachuted into different DZs; into 
trees, into mud, onto ploughed fields, into maize 
fields before we allowed the troops to do these 
things. Likewise we experimented with weapon 
carrying and found the best method was to carry 
the rifle attached to the body, loaded with a round 
in the breach with the safety on. The MAG 
machine gun could be carried in the same way, 
with a 50 round belt of ammo wrapped around the 
breach. Much better than scrambling around in the 
dark, up a tree, trying to find a weapon which, in 
the old days, could be dangling 15 ft below you! 

The RAF gave us a fine grounding in the safe 
way to parachute and the safe way to get troops 
into a set battle plan ï the type of battle which took 
a long time and many meetings to prepare.I 
remembered carrying out DZ Recce's before the 
SAS Operational drops in September 1962. What 
a farce!  We were able to successfully carry out 
this type of operation too, as described earlier in 
the blog under Operation Dingo and Operation 
Gatling where DZ's were chosen from aerial 
photographs. 

However we broke new ground with our Fire 
Force techniques. We were never taught how to 
drop troops at very short notice into a fast moving 
battle. Due to the guerrilla-style tactics of our 
enemy we needed to develop methods to hit back 
hard and hit back fast. We could not allow bands 
of terrorists to simply cross the border to safety so 
we had to create a way to quickly drop troops, into 
variable terrain, to ambush the escaping enemy. 
This was Fire Force ï a unique style of attack 
developed and perfected by the Rhodesian 
Armed Forces. 
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Once the enemy was spotted from an observation 
point, within a very short time we attacked with 
helicopter borne troops and paratroops dropped in 
very close proximity ï surrounded the bastards and 
killed them.The first time we saw the DZ was when we 
were running in for the drop, which was at only 500ft 
AGL. The wind-speed on the ground was judged by 
the smoke from a smoke grenade dropped by the 
helicopter gunship marking the DZ position.  I canôt 
imagine the RAF, or for that matter, any  other 
Airborne Forces, carrying out the types of Fire Force 
operations we did in Rhodesia without first conducting 
reconnaissance, feasibility studies, health and safety 
assessments and finally talking themselves out of it 
altogether. But we found this method was deadly and 
efficient. 

Our Bush War was probably the last time 
paratroops were used in such large numbers and with 
such devastating effect. I am very proud to have been 
a part of The Rhodesian Parachute Training School ï 
we maintained an impressive safety record even in the 
most trying circumstances, and we developed training 
and tactics which revolutionised military parachuting. 
None of this would have been possible without the 
support of the dedicated PJIs, parachute packers, 
dispatchers, pilots and of course the troops.  

I feel that the time has come for me to 
bring this blog to a break but before I shut 
down, I would like to take this opportunity to 
thank the following people for contributing to 
this blog and for their unfailing enthusiasm, 
support and help. 

Once the enemy was spotted from an 
observation point, within a very short time 
we attacked with helicopter borne troops 
and paratroops dropped in very close 
proximity ï surrounded the bastards and 
killed them.  The first time we saw the DZ 
was when we were running 
Tony Hughes for his contribution ñThe 

Best Timesò. / Trevor Smith ñEarly Days and 
Other Thingsò / Iain Bowen ñHis Storyò / Dick 
Gledhill ñHis Story (P.T.S)ò. / Kevin Milligan 
ñOperation Cheeseò. 
Connie Wise ñThe Story of the PTS Blue 

Birdò. 
Denis Buchan óCharlieô ñHis Storyò / Mark 

Zambra ñThe story of the T.F. Dispatchersò. 
/ Rex Taylor ñHis Story about the Parachute 
Evaluation Courseò 

My darling wife Chalice Beverly for her 
fantastic support and continued encourage-
ment. 

My Daughter Robyn for all the fantastic 
editing skills which has turned much of my 
ramblings into readable English and for 
encouraging me to continue when I thought 
of just chucking it into the bin. Last but not 
least to all the readers who have followed my 
ramblings in this Blog THANK YOU 
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Until the advent of the Parachuting Fire Force, 
the standard Fire Force consisted of four 
Alouette III helicopters. Three were called G 
cars, and carried four soldiers each to the 
contact area. Other soldiers and helicopter fuel 
would be sent towards the contact area by road 
in order to reduce the distance needed should 
extra troops or fuel be required. These were 
called the land tail. 

The G cars were armed with twin 303 
Browning machine guns fired by the 
Technician/Crew Chief. The remaining Alouette 
III helicopter was the gunship, or K car. It was 
armed with a 20 mm Matra MG151 Cannon, also 
fired by the helicopter Technician/Crew Chief. It 
also carried the ground forces commander and 
provided him with an aerial view of the battle, 
which he could direct from above. The ground 
forces were supported by a light ground attack 
aircraft such as the Lynx; a Reims-Cessna FTB 
337G armed with two .303 Browning machine 
guns, rocket pods and frantan napalm bombs. 
Also available to the Fire Forces were Hunter 
FGA 9 jet fighters, Canberra Bombers and, at a 
push, Vampire jet fighters. The air element of the 
Fire Force was controlled by the K car pilot, who 
was the senior pilot of the Fire Force. 

In the early phase of the terrorist incursions, 
when the groups were small in number, perhaps 
only six or seven, a few soldiers, correctly 
deployed, could account for them - especially 
when the soldiers could call for air support. The 
main idea was to surround and kill the bastards. 
In the Vietnam conflict the Americans called it 
Vertical Envelopment, but they only used 
helicopters. 

In Rhodesia, troops were deployed in sticks 
of four men ï three riflemen and a MAG (M60) 
gunner. The stick leader carried a radio to 
communicate, not only with other sticks on the 
ground, but also with the aircraft overhead. This 
ability to talk with the ground force commander 
in the K car as well as the air commander 
contributed greatly to the success of Fire Force. 

In the Rhodesian Bush War, the Army (Brown 
Jobs), and the Air Force (Blue Jobs), were 
always able to talk to each other, and on the Fire 
Force bases they lived together and got to know 
each other. 

From early 1976, the terrorist groups got 
larger, and when attacked could escape by 
slipping through the perimeter formed by the 
limited number of helicopters available. 

 

 

More troops were needed to prevent the 
enemy from escaping Using additional 
helicopters was out of the question, but 
paratroopers could work, as proven on the few 
occasions when the SAS were dropped with 
excellent results. But the only paratroopers we 
had were the SAS and Selous Scouts, who were 
better utilised in Special Forces duties. So now it 
was time to parachute train the regular units of 
the Rhodesian Army ï the RLI and the RAR. 

The Rhodesian Light Infantry (RLI) was an all-
white unit formed in 1961 during the time of 
Federation. Of battalion strength, it was a regular 
unit of the Federal Army, and, when Federation 
broke apart, was absorbed into the Rhodesian 
army. 

The Rhodesian African Rifles, (RAR), was 
first formed in 1916 and was the oldest regiment 
in the Rhodesian Army. At the end of WW 1 it 
was disbanded but reformed in 1940 and saw 
service in Burma. It returned to Rhodesia in 1946 
and again disbanded. 

Reformed for the second time in 1953, the 1st 

Bn RAR was sent to assist Britain during the 
Malayan crisis and, after the break-up of 
Federation, was also absorbed into the 
Rhodesian Army. 

From its inception in 1916, until 1979, the 
RAR was exclusively white-officered with black 
soldiers and NCOs. In 1973 a second battalion 
was raised and barracked at Fort Victoria (now 
Masvingo). From 1977 as the war intensified, it 
was evident that more paratoopers were needed 
and eventually almost the entire Rhodesian 
Army was trained. 

Up until November 1976, only Rhodesian 
Special Forces, the SAS and the Selous Scouts 
received parachute training, and this form of 
transport was mainly used for clandestine 
operations, outside our borders. 

Within our borders, the Bush War was fought 
by the young men of the Rhodesian Light 
Infantry and Rhodesian African Rifles. In 
addition to these regular soldiers there was also 
the Territorial Army and the BSA, Police and 
Police Reserve but these units were not 
parachute trained. On a few occasions, the SAS 
were used in the paratrooper role to assist the 
RLI or RAR, when large numbers of terrorists 
were located. 

In order to train more troops we needed more 
PJIs, more parachute packers, and a few 
thousand more parachutes. 

THE RLI AND THE RAR PARACHUTING FIRE FORCES 



 

PRETORIA CANOPY BAT CHAT   2/23 
 

     Page 25 

 

The PTS had carried out exercises and 
operations for years with the SAS, and, in 
anticipation of having to use static line 
paratroops to surround enemy groups on the 
ground, Iôd devised a basic standard operating 
procedure: paratroops should never be dropped 
closer than 1000 metres from the enemy. 
Anything closer, would provide the enemy a 
good chance of escape as they could run 
underneath the stick as they floated down from 
above. When the shooting started the ters could 
break any Olympic speed records and the 
4minute mile was broken with ease.   This would 
put the enemy both behind and in front of the 
troopers, not ideal. The drop height was 500 feet 
AGL. At a push, it was lowered to 400 feet, but 
never any lower as there may have been 
insufficient height for the parachute to deploy 
properly; trees were not a problem, as long as 
they were not too high or too thorny; as usual, 
high ground winds were avoided And finally, the 
PJI had complete control of the jump and his 
instructions were law. 

The first RLI troops arrived at PTS in 
November 1976, from 1 Commando. They were 
a pleasure to teach; keen to prove they were as 
good as the supers (SAS). They were young, fit 
men whoôd seen combat with the Fire Forces; 
the PTS were just showing them a different way 
to get into action.  As always, everybody who 
came to the parachute training school was a 
volunteer and had the option of pulling out at any 
time until they completed their final jump. After 
that, there was no turning back and severe 
penalties applied for refusing to jump at any time 
after receiving their wings. This did not occur 
during my time at PTS. 

Soon after the first RLI static line paratroops 
were trained, they were deployed to the Fire 
Force at Mount Darwin complete with a Dakota 
and crew. Now there was a whole new ball game 
within the Parachute Training School. Not only 
were we training the two Special Forces 
regiments, but also the RLI and two battalions of 
RAR with a third RAR battalion to follow in 1977. 
More PJIs were needed, as  quickly as possible; 
not only for the training of new paratroopers but 
to man the Fire Forces in the bush. There was 
also an escalation in special operations, and all 
seemed to require HALO  drops far across the 
bor The solution was to ask the South Africans 
to help train Static Line paratroops. This was 
agreed to, and the RLI sent their commandos to 
the Parachute Training School at Tempe, 
Bloemfontein.  Kevin Milligan went down with the 
first batch and devised a four jump Fire Force 
orientation course on his return to ensure all men 
jumping from Rhodesian Air Force Dakotaôs did 
exactly the same drills.  

 

 

Once back in Rhodesia, South African trained 
troops did four jumps at 500 feet, carrying Fire 
Force gear, into a bush DZ, situated close to 
New Sarum. These men were then ready for Fire 
Force, and invariably their next jump would be 
into action. 

Fortunately, the South Africans had a similar 
training regime to our own, and we meshed very 
well. The original South African PJIôs were also 
trained by the RAF at Abingdon. The major 
difference was their failure to have the rifle or 
MAG attached to the body which they carried in 
a suspended load instead. The South Africans 
still used the side cable as we had done with the 
X type even though they were now using the 
SAVIAC parachute which deployed with the 
overhead cables. The South Africans also 
allowed clapping, feet stamping and yelling 
during take-off to encourage the troops. We 
stopped this, because if things went pear shaped 
on takeoff the PJI needed to be heard. 

To navigate the apartheid policy, the PTS in 
Rhodesia trained the indigenous soldiers of the 
RAR, and the South Africans trained the white 
soldiers of the RLI. 

The PTS was a very busy place. Often the 
early morning training sorties had as many as 
five Dakota aircraft doing two or three lifts each 
to get through the daily training programme. We 
dropped up to 300 troops a day during these 
intensive training periods. 

The word went out. We urgently needed more 
PJIs. I had an unlimited number of vacancies for 
sergeant PJIs ï and these were not acting ranks, 
they were substantive, with parachute pay of 25 
cents per day (about one beer in the Sergeantsô 
Mess, in those days). 

In response the RLI and SAS sent some of 
their best junior NCOs for training as PJIs. The 
majority of the new PJIs were from the armed 
forces, but some were civilians. With this 
increase in training, the UT/PJIs were able to get 
through the program in a much shorter time. But 
at no time did the PTS ever drop its standard, 
regardless of the pressure from above. The only 
troublesome phase of training the RAR soldiers 
was the óDribble Factorô on the exits, but 
provided not too many men failed this we were 
satisfied. 

https://highabovefarbeyond.blogspot.com/20
17/08/chapter-21-rli-and-rar-parachuting-

fire.htm 



 

PRETORIA CANOPY BAT CHAT   2/23 
 

     Page 26 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

This photograph shows the first Rhodesian Light Infantry soldiers to be trained at the SA Parachute 
Training School at Tempe Bloemfontein. The SAôs were able to take 60 RLI at a time and we were 
training 60 RAR at a time plus courses of 8 doing HALO. When the RLI troops returned to Rhodesia 
we immediately converted them to our more practical method of combat parachuting and they did a 
4 jump conversion course into one of our nearby bush DZôs from 500 ft AGL. 

This photograph is of basic static line course #76 in about 1977. This was one of the first Rhodesian African Rifles 
(RAR) parachute courses to be run and included the CO and 3 Officers. This course also enabled Pete 
Laubuschagne seated on my right to qualify as a PJI. Seated on my left is Denis (Charlie) Buchan who was promoted 
to WO and would soon be commissioned. 

 

https://4.bp.blogspot.com/-emRvlgQ53I0/WaYHRjIFAJI/AAAAAAAAATM/mc6UUCL0hYIilf64YMY4qtmlX9W3PygiQCLcBGAs/s1600/ParacourseBloemfontein.jpg
https://3.bp.blogspot.com/-5V4tbg0uPa8/Wadq7uasnxI/AAAAAAAAATc/8wCTRccuzJIGf-aqikZCT20483d5MgukgCLcBGAs/s1600/BSL+76.jpg
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As soon as the troops completed their training 
they were deployed to the bush. For every Dakota 
used in the parachuting role, the PTS had to 
provide a qualified PJI and two dispatchers. Until 
we were able to train sufficient dispatchers we 
deployed two PJIs with every aircraft. This meant 
that the available PJIs did a three week training 
stint in the PTS, were deployed on Fire Force for 
three weeks and finally returned to do the next 
basic course. At the same time this was taking 
place, the school was also running HALO courses 
and carrying out HALO operations. It was a very 
busy time for all. 

On most occasions when the PJIs were on Fire 
Force duties, they were allocated the paratroops, 
and, depending on the situation would maintain 
daily continuation parachute training. Although 
this seems excessive, especially considering the 
troops had just finished the basic course, this 
constant drilling kept the injury rate to below one 
per cent. 

The PJI was also to ensure all parachutes were 
looked after. Each Fire Force was deployed with 
60 static line SAVIAC parachutes and every one 
issued to a paratrooper was recorded on the jump 
manifest, with the soldierôs name and the main 
and reserve numbers. As soon as the fire force 
was called out, the manifest was handed to the 
Ops room at the Forward Airfield so it could be 
passed on to PTS where the master log was 
maintained.  

During quiet periods on the various fire forces 
the PJI often requested permission to carry out a 
training jump (or fun jump) every week. Most times 
this was allowed and the PJI would use his 
discretion on the drop height. Some of these fun 
jumps were from heights above 2000ft AGL and 
the troops really appreciated the long ride under 
the canopy. These fun jumps gave all the soldiers 
involved greater experience and Rhodesia 
possibly had the most experienced military 
parachutists in the world. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE RHODESIAN AIR FORCE PARACHUTE 
JUMPING INSTRUCTOR BREVET THE RAREST 
COMBAT PARACHUTE BADGE IN THE WORLD. 

 

ENTER THE SELOUS SCOUTS 

The Selous Scouts, or Skuzôapo, as they were 
called by the enemy, were a unit of Special Forces 
soldiers, both black and white. Their task was to 
infiltrate the enemy ranks when they entered the 
country, entice them into a specific area, and then 
call in the fire force to wipe them out. It was a very 
dangerous occupation. 

Terrorist survivors of contacts with Rhodesian 
Security Forces were invited to join this illustrious 
unit. Those who decided against joining the 
Selous Scouts were charged and dealt with by the 
civil courts. Those who decided to change sides 
then received training as if they were Rhodesian 
Soldiers which included parachute training. 

The vast majority of the Selous Scouts were 
extremely brave men, who were forced to adapt 
from fairly primitive weapons and training to 
jumping out of aircraft in a matter of weeks. Only 
very few men can claim to be that type of warrior, 
and the black African soldiers of Skuzôapo were 
such men. 

Despite the success of the initial operation by 
the SAS, some heavyweights within the 
Rhodesian Army still believed parachuting was 
the preserve of Special Forces, and so it was the 
Rhodesian Special Forces units who were trained 
first. It was not until August 1976, that the first 
Selous Scouts course came through the doors of 
the Parachute Training School. They were lead by 
the African Regimental Sergeant Major RSM 
Mavengere ï a capable and brave soldier. The 
RSM was probably the keenest and by far the 
oldest man on the course, and was determined to 
lead the way 
BELOW: This photograph is of the fourth Selous Scouts 
basic Static Line Course and shows RSM Mavengere in 
the centre of the first first row behind the seated PTS 
staff. The seated PJI's from L to R are Sgt Paul Hogan, 
Flt/Lt Frank Hales, Sgt Kevin Milligan, and Sgt Pete 
Marshal. RSM Mavengere was injured on his first course 
but qualified on this course after completing the 
necessary eight parachute descents. A large number of 
these soldiers were recoursed having failed the previous 
courses.either through injury or the dribble factor on 
exit.  

 

https://4.bp.blogspot.com/-jCvLCH2qtMs/WZOPHDAG5WI/AAAAAAAAASE/rRbtXUKLzgcpP1ueGfd8dKikB_jZrg5ogCLcBGAs/s1600/centre+SS+RSM+Mavengere+DMM.jpg
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He was injured on his fourth static line jump, but 
this did not deter him in the least. As soon as his 
leg healed he completed his course, followed 
shortly after by a HALO course. The RSM was a 
man who truly believed in leading from the front. 
On a number of occasions I was invited to the 
Selous Scouts for various social events, and often 
took my children with me. If the opinions of 
children are any indication as to a manôs 
character, then RSM Mavengere was one of the 
very best ï they loved him. 

The same could not be said about all the 
Selous Scouts who came through the PTS. At 
times we had problems with some of the less 
enthusiastic members of this unit. This was most 
likely because they were the members captured 
and then recruited after enemy contact. 

Their reluctance was understandable -they 
were abruptly informed the deal theyôd struck with 
the Skuzôapo had changed, and now included 
jumping out of aircraft. Most came from poor rural 
backgrounds with limited experience of anything 
modern, and now they found themselves in the 
middle of an Air Force base, surrounded by 
strange machines. It must have been frightening, 
almost like being on another planet, surrounded 
by strange men speaking a foreign, highly 
technical language. 

All potential paratroopers had to be 
volunteers. This was emphasised throughout the 
course, not only by me, but by the PJIs as well. A 
number of trainees requested a return to their 
original unit and were never penalised because of 
this decision. As far as the PTS was concerned, 
you were able to pull out at any time until the 
eighth jump without repercussions. After that, it 
was another story. 

 There was no discrimination toward the 
trainees by the instructors ï it did not matter if you 
were black, white, brown or yellow; as far as the 
PJIs were concerned all students were green. The 
parachute did not discriminate and neither did we. 
Having said this, it was of course, generally easier 
to teach those who spoke and understood English 
as their first language, and who had enough 
education and experience with technology to trust 
the equipment we used. 

Up to this time, all the troops who went 
through the school had been Anglo-Saxon, 
English speakers, and all were destined to be 
SAS. These men passionately wanted to be in óCô 
Sqn Rhodesian SAS and, because of this innate 
enthusiasm, were easy to train. They understood 
and followed instructions precisely which meant 
the pass rate on Basic Static Line courses was 
always in the very high nineties. 
Our first Selous Scouts course was different. For 
the first time it contained a number of black men, 
some of whom were not entirely happy about 
being there, and many of whom spoke limited 
English, and had only basic education. 

Nevertheless, the ground training phase was 
completed to a satisfactory standard and most 
seemed to be looking forward to putting the 
theory into practise. 

The big day of the first jump arrived and the 
trainees were taken by their section instructors 
and ordered to fit their parachutes. The course 
emplaned and one of the PJIs jumped out as the 
drifter. The pilots adjusted their run in and the 
first pair of Selous Scouts jumped out. The first 
man out was RSM Muvangere, who, as 
expected, carried out all the drills in a satisfactory 
manner. The second man out was one of the 
white men on the course, who also did a 
reasonable job. The next pair was not so good, 
and it soon became apparent that when it came 
to the black troopers the exits left a lot to be 
desired. 

The big problem was to get them to jump 
forcefully against the power of the slipstream, 
which in the case of the Dakota, would always try 
to blow you back inside. In a large number of 
cases the black soldiers just stepped down at the 
door, or simply collapsed and fell out. This could 
be very dangerous with static line parachutes, 
especially if the soldier twisted his way out, or 
just sat and fell out. 

The PTS staff were horrified and complained. 
I told them in my usual quiet way to get on with 
the job and to concentrate on exit technique. In 
almost all cases, after the parachute deployed, 
the drills were carried out in a reasonable 
manner. However, I was not happy with the way 
these, our first black African troops, performed 
and reported my concerns to Ron Reid Daly 
(CO) of the Selous Scouts), Air Force HQ and 
Army HQ. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
This photograph shows the remnants of the first Selous 
Scouts Static Line Parachute Course. This course started 
with twenty men but due to the Dribble factor on exit 
technique only ten men qualified for parachute wings. 
After an improvement in training techniques and the 
lowering of some standards the pass rate increased to a 
more acceptable 70% to 80%. 

 

https://4.bp.blogspot.com/-Y_01ve2xTa0/WZOYLTXoaSI/AAAAAAAAASU/0u_7MpSCVkwgh416vpg2NCacYeyP42AUACLcBGAs/s1600/BSL+52+(2).jpg
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 By the end of the first Selous Scout course, about 
50 per cent of the members failed due to bad exit 
technique. We even installed a movie camera to 
record the frightening sequences as the troops left 
the door. We were faced with two options: to 
change our training methods, or exclude black 
Africans from the parachuting role. Neither option 
was acceptable. We just had to bite the bullet and 
get on with the job to the best of our ability. It was 
not easy to accept, but there was no choice but to 
allow a lower standard, especially when this lower 
standard could mean a dead stop. 

More and more Selous Scout courses were 
scheduled. Failure rates reduced as training 
techniques improved and bad techniques were 
ignored. But somehow, despite the increase in 
numbers, the problems with communication, and 
the necessity of turning a blind eye to exit errors, 
the injury rate did not increase. This was due to 
the professional abilities of the PJIs.  

https://highabovefarbeyond.blogspot.com/201
7/08/chapter-19-enter-selous-scouts.html 

LEGENDS OF THE SELOUS 
SCOUTS: HALO TRAINING 

Soon after they completed the first static line 
courses, we were tasked to train a number of 
Selous Scouts to carry out HALO drops. The 
trainees had to complete the basic static line 
course before attempting HALO, and the first 
soldier to knock on my door was, of course, RSM 
Muvangere. He was not going to miss this 
opportunity. By this time, the first freefall jumps 
were done from 8 000 feet AGL and we had 
found a technique which allowed men to fall with 
stability. I will not say that the RSM took to 
freefall like a duck to water, but he completed the 
course and learned how to track, carry weapons, 
and a suspended load in a most satisfactory 
manner.At this time the Basic HALO course had 
doubled from 20 to 40 jumps and at least 10 
were done at night using SAVIAC parachutes. All 
HALO jumps by now had KAP3 Automatic 
openers fitted. 

There was a Selous Scout soldier who 
became very good at HALO. I will identify him 
only as Corporal Stephen. This man was truly a 
legend, and word is, he should have been 
awarded the Grand Cross of Valour, Rhodesiaôs 
highest award for bravery. He instead received 
the second highest award, the Silver Cross, for 
outstanding bravery. I am not certain of the exact 
circumstances for this award, but in a war which 
saw countless acts of bravery on an almost 
routine basis, it must have been impressive and 
extreme. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Schullie Schullenberg was a large man who played a 
good game of Rugby for the Rhodesian Army and he was 
an outstanding bushman who could move through the 
veldt without being seen or heard. However he had 
another side to his many skills, He had a great sense of 
humour and a great skill for drawing wonderful cartoons 
on the PTS black board. This is one of his many 
drawings. 

 
This man and Chris ñSchulieò Schullenberg were 
dropped deep inside enemy territory on 
numerous occasions, mainly on reconnaissance 
missions to identify terrorist camps. Dangerous 
work which earned the respect of the PTS staff. 

Chris Schullenberg had already trained as a 
HALO jumper whilst he served with the SAS. All 
he had to do was a few freefall jumps to keep up-
to-date. Corporal Stephen had not completed a 
Free Fall but managed to get onto the first 
Selous Scouts Free Fall Course which he 
completed without issue. 

On November 9, 1977, I received an Air 
Task calling for a last light drop in Mozambique, 
a long way from the border well past the 
Gorongosa area. Schullie, Stephen and I were to 
fly down to the Forward Airfield at Grand Reef 
and use the Fire Force Dakota stationed there. 

Stephen and Schullie arrived in the PTS 
hangar with very little in the way of kit. Schullie 
was blackened up and carrying the barest of 
equipment; usually an AK47 with a couple of 
ammo magazines taped together, a water bottle, 
a radio, and not much else. Stephen, who was a 
black African, carried similar equipment. They 
looked just as they were supposed to look, like a 
pair of scruffy terrorists. 

Then No. 3 Air supply Platoon wheeled in 
the HALO box with the stuff these men would 
need for the next few weeks as they tracked 
down the enemy base camp or supply dump. 
Whenever these and other clandestine 
operations were carried out by both the SAS and 
the Selous Scouts, the PTS Hangar was cleared 
and only those with the need to know were 
inside. It usually happened on weekends 
because the courses under training had 
weekends off and the place was usually emptyô.  

 

 

 

https://highabovefarbeyond.blogspot.com/2017/08/chapter-19-enter-selous-scouts.html
https://highabovefarbeyond.blogspot.com/2017/08/chapter-19-enter-selous-scouts.html
https://2.bp.blogspot.com/-WnAtUSp2Eo8/WZzebverH-I/AAAAAAAAAS8/u4aYN1PjOB0TBZIXyS-UAeP3wyUVt71qwCLcBGAs/s1600/Apr30~07_tmp.jpg
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I collected the maps, aerial photos, 
parachutes, my own personal AK47, and the 
oxygen equipment and collected OC Flying, 
Wing Commander Randy du Rand, to fly us 
down to Grand Reef. 

Randy was happy to help out, as it got him 
out of his office and into an aircraft. Additionally, 
it gave him a chance to see how the aircrews 
stuck out in the bush were getting on. As soon 
as we arrived at Grand Reef, I grabbed the PJI 
on Fire Force duty and his dispatchers to help 
move the gear from the Islander to the Dakota, 
and then briefed him on what we were about to 
do. 

The drop was going in toward last light and 
we needed to be over 15 000 feet ASL when we 
crossed the border. The drop point was an 
uninhabited area of Mozambique, but in order to 
get there we had to fly over lots of habitation; 
hence the minimum altitude of 15 000 feet. Soon 
we were airborne, on oxygen, and flying into the 
setting sun. When we reached 15 000ft ASL the 
pilots turned and headed for our first navigation 
point. 

The HALO box was rigged with a KAP3 to 
open the parachute, so the deployment height 
could be altered. That was just as well, because 
as we approached the area we noticed dozens 
of cooking fires spread over a large area. I called 
Schullie to the door and showed him what lay 
below. 

Dropping them into what was obviously an 
inhabited area was far from ideal. As a last 
minute decision, we decided to open the box 
parachute at 10 000 feet ASL, and for Stephen 
and Schullie to pull at 11 000 feet and follow it 
down from there. By this time we were above 17 
000 feet ASL and still going up. I quickly reset 
the box KAP3, checked the run in, found what 
looked like a clear spot, the stick went out and 
we proceeded back to FAF8. 

 

I felt sure that at this height these two men 
and the box would not be seen from the ground, 
and only very bad luck would stop them. But they 
had a long, long way to the ground. A long time 
dangling below a parachute, helpless against 
attack. And it was dark. And cold. All the way 
down. 

All the way back to FAF8 I waited for the call 
from Shullie. But nothing came. After we landed, 
I loaded up my bits and pieces. Still nothing. I 
tracked down Randy du Rand, and we took off 
for New Sarum. Still no news. There was a basic 
course running and I was needed back at the 
PTS so I had no choice but to head back. 

As we flew home I was going over and over 
the drop in my head, replaying all possible 
scenarios. Randy said, ñYouôre really worried 
about that drop.ò 
ñYes,ò I answered. ñI should have scrubbed 

it.ò But Schullie wanted to go and I let him. The 
trouble with these drops was the long wait to find 
out if the guys were okay or ̀ were, instead, stuck 
on the end of a spear, or worse. 

Randy was my immediate boss in the Air 
Force. PTS was part of Flying Wing at New 
Sarum, and he gave me some sound advice. ñIt 
is not the first time you havenôt heard from the 
guys you dropped and it wonôt be the last. Just 
think of it as a bonus when you do hear. 
Remember, they may be busy, and if they are in 
trouble then we will go and get them.ò 

It was still reassuring to know somebody 
else was also thinking about these dangerous 
operations. I got word the next day. Everything 
was fine and the drop was good. It had been a 
long, and stressful wait for this news and the 
relief was palpable. Sometimes the weight of 
responsibility was heavy indeed. 
https://highabovefarbeyond.blogspot.com/20
17/08/chapter-20-legends-of-selous-
scouts.html 
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50 000 Chute packed. 
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Lt Genl Walls checking a trooperôs paracute. 
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Morne Coetzer en Wouter Botes 1984. 

301 Battalion (301 Bn) [Afr: 301 Bataljon] 
was formed in 1984 out of the Northern 
Border Company [Afr: Noordgrens 
Kompanie], which was originally established 
at Tsintsabis, close to the Alpha Cutline, 
under the command of Captain Daan 
Liebenberg early in 1981. It was originally 
under command of 61 Mech Battalion Group 
before it was placed under command of 
Sector 30, for Operations Yahoo, Carrot and 
Hokaai. The battalion also deployed 
elements to 51 Bn. The unit consisted of 
Bushmen trackers and at one stage also 
some otorised infantry companies.of the 
SWATF. The unit's main task was to patrol 
Alpha, Bravo and Charlie Cutlines as well as 
area between these cutlines from Oshivello 
to Mururani Gate in Sector 20. They also 
patrolled the Northern Border of the Etosha 
Game Reserve as a final buffer against 
PLAN Typhoon. The unit's shoulder flash 
was never officially recognised. 

 



 

PRETORIA CANOPY BAT CHAT   2/23 
 

     Page 34 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

Below: During the Cassinga strike, as the landing 
Mirage IIICZ aircraft taxied back into the hardstand 
and switched off, the ground crews, fitters, airframe 
and radio fitters, armourers, refuellers etc swarmed 
over the aircraft like ants for these aircraft were 
desperately required to continue with close-air-
support operations until such time as the Airborne 
Brothers were extracted out of Cassinga by 
Helicopter. By Graham Du Toit. 
 

Guest who No 1 in stick? 

Prins Chales. 
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BATS IN      THE MAKING 

Are they on a dummy run? 
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01/04/2023 ï 30/06/2023 

KOEVOET GEDENKDIENS TE VTM. 08/04/2023 
Twee fotos hierbo: Jan Bierman; Erich v Rensburg (Savannah); Willoughby Brits; Vinesh Selvan Lid van die Indier 
Veterane; Paul J. Els; nog ón Indier lid.  REGS: Paul J. Els; Roche Vermaak; Willoughby Brits en Markus voor.  

Links: Bay Canopy Manne vier die 62 verjaarsdag van 1 Bn. 01/04/2023. Regs: Attie v Niekerk en makkers. 
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Paar van ons manne het vannaand 
(13/04/2023) saam met die Kaplyn span 
die vliegtuig drils klank opname gemaak 
wat in Kaplyn gespeel gaan word 
gedurende die toneelstuk 1. Links: 
Jannes Erasmus, skrywer en regisseur 
in gesprek oor fynere detail wat op die 
grong gebeur sodra die manne land na 
ón operasionele sprong. Bo regs: Ons 

legends. 

TAKE NOTE THE REPORTS ON KAPLYN WILL NOT APPEAR IN THIS BATCHAT, 
BUT WAS DONE IN THE SPECIAL BATCHAT ADDITION. 
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Piet Norje (32 Bn) kuier in Portugal by Bar de pedra [poleiro] 14/04/2023 
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Paratroopers ï Gentlemen. 
Elke Paratrooper het ñ absolute unieke 
identiteit en gesamentlik vorm die Bats 
ñ formidabele samehorige eenheid in 
alle opsigte. 

Daarom is dit vir my so opwindend 
om julle te ken, om deel te wees en om 
nogals my 65ste verjaarsdag in die 
Paratrooper geledere te vier. 

Dit is ñ absolute eer en voorreg vir 
my. 

Hierdie Bat Broederskap bly diè 
TROTS en is altyd ñ hoogtepunt in my 
lewe. 

My wens is - kom ons leef hierdie 
Paratrooper Familie Broederskap nog 
beter uit in die tyd wat vir ons beskik is 
op Aarde. 

Dankie vir die seënwense en weet 
dat die seënwense beslis ook deel van 
elke Paratrooper is. 
Groete 
Lieb.  19/04/2023 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Willoughby en Chris kuier by Die Kaplyn se teater. 19/04/2023 

ñEvery single Parabat owes Manie Grove his 
perpetual thanks for his extraordinary 
devotion to duty. Every single year from the 
building of the Airborne Wall of Remembrance 
at the War Museum in Johannesburg, Manie 
has sandblasted the names of our comrades 
who have recently died. 

This year the crop of souls exceeded 30. 
RIP Parabats thank you Manieò.  

Guy Mullins 28/04/2023 
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A GATHERING OF AIRBORNE ENGINEERS 
(PARA SAPPERS) 

 
The past weekend saw a gathering of a small 
group of ex-SADF para sappers, some of 
whom I had the great fortune of serving with in 
the years gone by. Many of them were, at that 
time, fresh out-of-school boys who very quickly 
had to become men.  

Many of us hadnôt seen one another for 
several years (many years in fact). Others were 
ónew facesô and some will always be at the 
reunions such as the ever-present and well-
known Krige van Heerden who also stood in as 
the photographer for a lot of the photos taken. 
Krige now serves as the Special Forces 
commander (reserve forces) and brought along 
a ómarbleô we all signed.  

It is always a pleasure to spend time with 
the very first para sappers of óPô Troop, 44 
Parachute Brigade. Chappies van Zyl and 
Carel Moller were two of the unruly sappers I 
commanded many years ago and they were 
able to tell me where ómy other sappersô now 
are, and what they are up to.  

Although I had, for many years, heard the 
name óGus Maartensô I had the great pleasure 
of finally meeting and chatting with him at the 
reunion.  

I was also privileged to meet a sapper (I 
wont mention his name as he has promised to 
write his story) who was hit by a rifle grenade 
while serving with 101 Battalion and lived to tell 
the tale.  

Johan Raath (ex-SA Special Forces) 
gave a good talk to all on the rise of religious 
terrorism. I was also asked to give a brief talk. 
Johan also very kindly gifted me a signed 
hardcover of his recent book óA Breed Apartô.  

Although óhonorary para sapperô Nico 
Beneke of Rooiplaas wasnôt there, Johan 
Leech was able to join us. 

It was on the banks of the Vaal River 
these óonce-we-were-boysô organised their 
annual get-together. Unfortunately, not 
everyone could make it to the reunion as it was 
simply too far to travel for some. Others have 
sadly left us to join the ranks of those who have 
passed on. 

Whereas everyone must be given credit 
for the reunionôs success, a large hat tip must 
go to Dolf Binneman who found us a place on 
the Vaal River to spend our day. He also 
planned and coordinated the making of our 
reunion caps which we all proudly wore.  

Willow Banks Lodge was a great place for 
us to spend time together. It was peaceful and 
perfect and even the late-night visiting didnôt 
change that. Others lived up to the sapper 
motto óUbiqueô as they were indeed 
everywhere! 

The comradeship, the talks and chats, 
and the braai were all perfect ways of getting 
us to feel part of something that has long gone.  

It was a really nice reunion and I hope 
more para sappers can join us when the next 
one comes around.  

Here are some photos of the reunion.  
22/04/2023 
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Top & left: The ANZAC Day march in Sydney on 
25/04/2023. 
Below: Monty Mariller Bravo 87 in Canterbury NZ and the 
second is with Greg Barnes in Auckland NZ. 

Left: Dave Stevenson front. Second row: Chris Beath H-
Coy 80, Roy Chase 64, Alfred Steel Bravo 87, Vintcent 
Redpath Bravo 87. Perth parade. 25/04/2023 

Today at the monthly 
Boland Canopy 
meeting Johan 
Blaauw gave a 
presentation about 
Cassinga.  What a 
wonderful 
experience it was to 
get this first hand 
insight into the 
happenings of that 

day. 29/04/2023 

RIV Markus 30/04/2023 
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Delta Coy 78/79 45 annivrsary 29/04/2023. / Regs: Ons PTA Canopy 
Annemarie vd Merwe kuier in Amsterdam met haar sussie. 03/05/2023. 

Laeveld Canopy kuier 04/05/2023 
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Bo: Hans Human.  
Onder: SW Fourie; Jacques Scholtz; 
Frans Fourie. 

Onder: Willie Naude. Vandag 
op dag en datum, 50 jaar terug 
sy vleuels gekry. Baie geluk 
Willie! 

Die PVO het vandag bande gebou met 
'n nuwe geslag jong mense by die Pro 
Patria Military Fair. Die kinders het in 
rye gestaan om ón beurt in die valskerm 
harnas te kry. Van jonk tot oud het dit 
geniet en die "rekrute" het geleer om 
"VRYSTAAT" te skreeu as hulle in die 
tuig hang. Dit het natuurlik 
nuuskierigheid ontlok wat mense laat 
nader stroom het........ 

Let op na die mooi "Valskerm-
houdings." 

Wat 'n uitstekende dag!  
Baie Bats was daar! Dankie 

manne vir julle ondersteuning! 
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Swartkop lugskou. 06/05/2023 

Die SAPS K9 Veterane het 'n mooi diens vir Markus gehou by Mills bomb Shellhole in Durban 6 Mei. 
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Danie Blom en Alwyn Whitfield. / Blikkie Blignoud en klein Blikkies. /  Roelf en onbekend. 
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NO INFORMATIONS WAS 
GIVEN ON THESE EVENTS!! 
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Vir 30 jaar was my pa in die weermag, valskerm in hart en siel. Ons het met sy begrafnis 

eers uitgevind waar hy gewerk het en waarvan hy deel was... hy het ons nooit ve rtel nie, niks. 

Nou weet ons eers hoekom, dit was om ons, sy gesin, te beskerm.  

Soms moes ons uit die skool gehaal word en is plaas toe gestuur. Niemand het teëgepraat 

nie en ons mag nie vrae gevra het nie. Jy het net geklim...  

Ons kinders smag so na ôn st ukkie van my pa se lewe daar... 

Daar is so baie ooms wat ôn helde verering vir my pa het en gehad het, wat ons nie ken 

nie. Na my pa se dood het een oom op aandag gaan staan en trane het oor sy wange geloop 

toe hy my van hoor en besef waar ek inpas.  

Die ooms praat nie, vertel nie "stories" nie, sê net altyd ek kan trots wees op my pa. Ons 

sal nooit regtig weet "hoekom" nie... hulle het iemand geken wat ons nie geken het nie .  Party 

het my pa gehaat en ander die wêreld se respek, my ma het ons van kleins af geleer dit is 

wat ons sal kry en omdat ons sy van dra, kan hulle oor ons ook so voel.  

En "tannie Mossie", dankie dat julle haar ook deelgemaak het van die blyspel. Al is sy nie 

meer in staat om eers te weet julle het haar deelgemaak nie, sou sy dit waardee r het.   

My jonger boetie het gesê toe die vliegtuig oorgaan en hulle staan in die deur, toe gee 

hy maar oor in trane.  

My pa was vir baie lank siek, die nag wat hy dood is, is die boodskap uit, "RSM Landman 

het sy laaste sprong gedoen..."  

Na die landmyn en die "harde stilte" kon ek my hartseer nie meer hou nie...ek is met rooi 

gehuilde oë daar uit, die einde het my die meeste geruk, gevoel ek moet my pa weer groet...   

Dankie dat julle van hulle almal helde maak!!!! Hulle verdien dit.  

 My pa is my rots, my tr ots en my held!   

Ek wil vir julle dankie sê, vir elke persoon wat van die eerste gedagte tot waar die einde 

in die toekoms dalk kan wees. Dankie vir julle harde werk en opofferings om dit vir ons te 

doen.  

Dankie ook vir die lewensles wat daarin vasgevat i s. 

Vanaf ôn Valskerm RSM (Johan Landman) se dogter...  

Madelein Landman 

  

Lanties Landman se gesin besoek Kaplyn: Chris Pohl, Tharina Landman, 
Madelein Landman, Wilma Prinsloo, Deon Benadé en Paul J. Els. 20/05/2023. 


