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

Die jaar is drie  maande oud en het reeds vele 

gebeurtenisse op gelewer.   
On the 22nd  of February we had our annual 

memorial parade as where  many veteran 

organisations did attend the day. Our thanks to each 
member who was involved in the day activities. 

Specially the ladies who supplied coffee and rusks.  

Meeste Parabats is bewus van die restorering van 
die  Aapkas. Daar word blitsig gevorder met die projek 

onder leiding van Ere -Kol Kamer, en manne kan 'n 

finansieële bydrae maak om kostes vir die projek te 

delg.   
Die redaksie vra dat lede gereeld fotos, stories en 

invormasie deur te stuur vir publikasie.  

It must be realized that this is the only platform 
were our activities and history can be captured for our 

future generation and also to be used as a research 

platform.  
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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. 

 VERGIFNIS IS óN BASIESE BEGINSEL VAN ONS GELOOF  
ón Goeie geheue is van onskatbare waarde solank as wat dit 

kontruktief gebruik wor d. Indien jou geheue gebruik word om griewe  en 
ou onregte op te gaan, word dit ón gevaarlike en vernietigende 
instrument. Di t orheers die natuurlike instinkte van liefde en 
barmhardigheid en lei tot bitterheid en gegriefdheid.  

Een van die basiese beginsels van die Christelike geloof is vergiffnis.  
Christus het sy dissipels nie al leen aangese om te vergewe nie; Hy het 
dit  aan die kruis gedemonstreer toe Hy vir sy vyande gebid het.  

Baie mense vind dit uiters moeilik om aan mense se swakhede en 
teko rtko minge oor te sien.  Hull e laat toe dat ón gesindheid van weersin 
in hulle ophou. Hulle oordeel raak benewel, hulle uitsig vertroebel en 
hulle verhoudings met ander stagneer.  

Indien jy weet dat jy sulke gevoelens ervaar, moet jy hulle sonder 
versuim aan die lewende Christus voorlἒ en pleit dat Hy dit uit jou 
gedagtes sal weer en in die plek daarvan gedagtes van vergewende 
liefde sal laat groei. So ón liefde sal bevrydend in jou eie lewe sowel as 
die van ander inwerk.  
Vers om te onthou (Ef. 4:32). ñWees goedgesind en hartlik teenoor 

mekaar, en vergewe mekaar soos God julle ook in Christus vergewe 
hetò. 
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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 

FUND 

Essentially, the wellbeing 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. 

 

 NEW BOOKS Marked  
PelsA Boeke  

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

 https://www.nongqai.org/military -books -by-paul -els/  

Order from Ed Barber 082 -575 6941 

http://www.parabat.org.za/
mailto:paul@who-els.co.za
mailto:epos@groep7.co.za
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ARTICLES / REPORTS / SNIPPETS

LETTERS / MESSAGES

FROM ALL OVER  

Johan Van Der Mes hcht  

Ek het nou die ander dag baie 

lekker gelag. Ek het n 

uitnodiging vanaf die Canopy 

manne gekry om saam met hulle 

te kom skouerskuur. Bietjie 

later praat ek met ôn paar van 

die bats wat toe vir my vertel 

hulle was van die eerste manne 

wat na my gaan soek het  na my 

aanval. Maar ongelukkig het 

hulle my nie gekry nie. Nee se 

ek vir hulle, julle het my gekry 

43 jaar later.  

 

STORMS of LIFE online course is created to 

support inter alia Parabat military veterans 

who feel overwhelmed by lifeõs challengesñ

whether from stress, coping with change, 

trauma, or general struggles with mood and 

motivation. It provides tools to cope, build 

resilience, and strengthen mental and 

emotional well - being in a flexible, self - paced 

format.  

Please contact PVO President Willoughby 

Brits at 079 749 0019 or  

willoughby.brits@parabat.org.za   

for further detail  

 

https://www.facebook.com/groups/784706579451753/user/100067141324697/?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZYs9w4lMxGBLhmRWMif4YGDhnboCcJOQgqG4OlhWUsJ9Sq7kpcx1y8r6cQaIDnIlWndZUbtUcSsdJ9QFyV0SkOXu6e81sR_HPhiPIeEK76cSxDREHoDn7-lTP6Q2x4GHJL625mdgNFA-UR9rHLsKxEVlQFGdxSkDfw7YBtpDkM--w&__tn__=R%5d-R
mailto:willoughby.brits@parabat.org.za
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OPERATION DIKMELK 1967  

The source that informed the South African embassy in Washington DC about a planned air 

attack was a member of the CIA. It was always assumed that the information was leaked on 

purpose to warn the South African government against any possible aggressor/s a nd to give 

South Africa an opportunity to defend itself but also as a  cover to ensure that the United 

States of America (USA) was not involved in any confrontation. The USA government was afraid 

that nine C - 130 aircraft would be used for the planned attack , which was to take over key air 

bases in SWA. It was thought that military airbases in Zambia would be used to launch the 

attack. The Pentagon was also afraid that, unless the South African government did not act 

decisively, a situation could arise, that would force the USA to act on behalf of the UN. The 

Pentagon also hoped that the SADF would be able to react in time to nip this planned attack 

in the bud and by doing so prevent a possible confrontation between South Africa and the USA.  

The deployment order 1 was send out on 12 December and it instructed that one C130 was 

to move immediately from Eros to Rooikop to transport one company of 2 SA Inf Bn Gp  to 

Katima Mulilo and one infantry company by C130 to Runtu.  

The next message 2 that was posted half - an- hour later gave the operation instructions. 

These instructions were: that the freedom fighters had to be prevented to take over the 

airfields at Katima Mulilo, Runtu, Ondangua, Grootfontein, Tsumeb and Windhoek he company 

of Captai n Barries Ferreira were doing training exercises in the Kalahari, when Commandant 

Jan Fourie ordered him to move the company to South W est Africa, Windhoek. (Mo Oelschig, 

Julius (Jakkals) de Jager and Nic Visser). One company at Windhoek (Battalion HQ) and one 

at Katima Mulilo (B Company) Walvis Bay as standby. 3 

 

THE PARATROOPERS HEADQUARTERS  

as told by Rowley Medlin*  
òThe Battalion had just returned from another operation/exercise along the South 

African/Lesotho boarder when Bravo Company (+) and the HQ Company was put on a two four -

hour standby. This meant all our equipment had to be packed, transported to Air Force B ase 

Bloemspruit. Three Lockheed C - 130 Hercules aircraft were already on the apron. A short while 

later we were put on a two - hour standby. This meant that all our equipments including (I think 

it was two) but it might have been four jeeps with twin barrel m achine guns mounted were 

loaded on to the aircraft. Our kit was all on pallets and the kit lashed down to the pallets. 

Once in the C -130õs cargo holds the pallets and kit lashed to the mooring eyes in the aircraft. 

The jeeps were loaded centrally and were lashed down with strong thick chains. Half - an- hour 

standby and we were all on the apron, most of us laying in the shade of a hanger but some 

ôenjoying the breezeõ sitting under the wings of the planes. Not for long however because: 

òõAll aboardõ and the three platoons of B Company plus the additional platoon and the Coy 

HQ went to the rear of our aircraft and the Platoon Sergeant/Company Sergeant Major (In 

our case again if the memory serves me, it was Trevor Floyd,) were up and down  checking us. 

The loadmaster allowed us to file in and take seats from the front backwards; four rows of 

seats, two against the bulkhead facing inward and two back - to - back in the centre facing the 

 

1.   Top Secret Telexes Immediate - no BGG/193/Dec 67, DTG 121125B from BGGGM  
2.   Top Secret Telexes Immediate - no BGG/194/Dec 67, DTG 121200B from BGGGM  
3    Read the book 4 SADF OPERATIONS by Paul J. Els.  
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bulkhead up to the jeep. Then there were a gap and the same seating again behind the jeep 

and equipment. Most of the personal equipment was on a pallet lashed to the rear ramp. Boy, 

talk about being loaded? If roof carriers were allowed, I am sure some kit  or piece of equipment 

would have ended up on the roof carrieró.  

òThe take- off was like almost every other take - off with the troopers singing and clapping 

until the plane was in the air.ó 

As every soldier knows there is just never space during the first hour of flight for oneõs 

feet. Miraculously after the first hour everyone seems to find space where he can put his 

feet. Flying like that at 25 000 it was not only cramped but also damn chil ly. Being in the 

blazing sun for hours in Bloemfontein in November and the next few minutes flying where ice 

formed on the portholes is quite a change but one soon seemed to get used to the chill.  

òSome three and a half hours later the planes came in for a landing, flying at tree top 

level for a number of kilometres, Bush, bush and more bush and it felt like every tree had its 

own built - in air pocket that the plane bucked through. At last,  one felt the tyres make contact 

with mother earth. Now that it was nearly over, the cramped conditions seemed to worsen. 

Eventually, even before the plane came to a complete standstill the loadmaster was opening the 

rear ramp. Looking at the ever - widening opening, hoping to get your first glimpse of the Caprivi, 

it was like looking directly into a World War II search light. One could not look out as the 

glare was simply too bright. Loosen safety belts pick up all your kit. The Load Master reminding 

those that had us ed a doggy bag to take it with them as a souvenir. Then the shuffle over the 

roller bars on the floor for the pallets to the 30/40 - centimeter jump to the ground. Ones legs 

were so cramped that even a small jump like that could cause a broken leg. Then the glare of 

the sun reflecting off the white shale stone used for the apron. The glare was bad but the 

heat was worse. This heat made Bloemfonteinõs heat that we had left only three and a half 

hours earlier feel like an air conditioner on full - blast. Looking around to get oneõs bearings, 

there was nothing, only this long stretch of runway with a small apron and the whole lot 

surrounded by bush. No hangers, no control tower not even a soul to welcome us. What a sight 

for a young soldier: Our C - 130 was the first  to land, and we had just got out when the second 

one and then the third one came inó.  

òWe were immediately set to off- loading the planes. In that heat we had to off - load 

everything manually. There were no fork lifters at this deserted airstrip in the middle of the 

African jungle. Once everything was off - loaded, the planes took off again lea ving us to the 

freedom fighter hiding in the surrounding bush. For the new boys, this being their first trip as 

well as for most of us, being the first time flown into the ôterrorist nestõ of the Caprivi, the 

experience was unique and a bit scary. I mean t he freedom fighter could come barging out of 

the bush at any time. Our platoon sergeants soon barked us back into reality and we had to 

carry everything off the apron and a few hundred metres into the bush. This was to be our 

base for the next unknown numb er of days/weeks until we were recalled to Bloemfontein or as 

happened, redeployedó. 

òEach Platoon was allocated a defensive position, each section was allocated a field of fire 

and we started digging - in. Hell,  this was easy. Not like De Brug or other areas we had 

deployed. One hardly needed the pick part of the tools entrenching. The ground was just sand, 

a finer sand than sea - sand but very similar. Defensive positions dug and ready for use, we 

were allowed to build our bivies as but even then; the platoon sergeant told you where to pitch. 

Close enough to be in communication with the rest of the section and close to your trench. 

Bivies were made from our ponchos held up with tree stumps and open at both ends to allow 

the breeze to filter through. The main ôestablishmentsõ of the camp: the HQ, the Ops Room, 
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the communications room and the kitchen were under tarpaulins. The NCOs were: Sergeants 

Braam (Blommetjies) Blom (later RSM Army Gym) was the signaller, Eddie Button was Dems, 

Ben Pretorius was CQMS, and Schalk van Schalkwyk was the admin clerk. Other name s that 

were there was: Trevor Floyd, Ouboet Kruger, Dewald de Beer, and myself as Battalion Medical 

Sergeant. My Medical Officer was Dr (Cmdt) Willem Anton Klomp. Company Commander was 

Barries Ferreira. Other officers were Daan Nell, Willem (Kaas) van der Waals and Nick Visser Àó.  

òFirst task was to deploy the Medical Post. A tarpaulin over a few tree stumps, sand bag 

walls and seat and the wicker - pannier containers used as the tables for the instruments and 

all Doc Klompõs paraphernalia. Slit trenches for both the MO and myself and one for two or 

three patientsó.  

òNext task was camp hygiene. Here I was given a fatigue team to do the actual digging. 

In those days, we relied a lot on the British RAMC pamphlets and teaching and RAMC pamphlet 

number huffles and sniffles said if a company has to spend two or more weeks in a base camp, 

it must have two deep trench latrines: eight feet long two feet wide and at least six feet 

deep. Easier said than done. Those writers of the shuffle and sniffle RAMC pamphlets had 

never been near Rundu and had never tried to get a deep tren ch dug in the soft sea - sand of 

Rundu. Every time we got to three feet down, the wall started caving  in. But a ôboer makes a 

planõ. I got the fatigue party to first go and cut down a lot of sapling trees and as we 

progressed I used these stumps to hold the walls of the deep trench latrine. Eventually, the 

MO was satisfied with one latrine but also saw th e trouble so he gave in to the company having 

only one ôdiep slootõ latrine but I was not satisfied with my effort and having tree stumps over 

erected a very  effective seat over the ôdiep slootõ This consisted of two poles about eight 

inches apart on which the person could sit and meditate while doing his business. The rear pole 

supported the rear end of the backside while the front pole supported the legs. Th is worked 

well for about the first two days until jippo guts set in. A company with of 120 men plus an 

extra platoon and an HQ company with jippo guts soon filled the ôdiep slootõ but before it filled 

completely an incident happened but due to the security  classification has never been published 

before.ó  

òThe latrine, to get away from the ôOvambo Budgiesõ was situated up- wind about 150 yards 

outside the perimeter of the camp. Standing orders were that anyone wanting to use the 

latrine, had to take someone armed who kept guard while his mate was groaning wi th cramps.ó 

òThat day, the MO, Klomp came running past me and shouted: òMedlin bring jou wapen, gou 

man, gouó. I grabbed my weapon and ran after my MO as he disappeared in the direction of 

the latrine, loosening his web belt as he ran. Arriving there, he was already in reverse mode, 

reversing onto the ôseatõ but his weight or the action was too much for the back pole and it 

gave way. The result was that it tipped the MO backwards into the ôslootõó. 

òWell, even if there was a whole battalion of freedom fighters appearing at that moment, 

I would not have been able to anything. For me, a sergeant, seeing my officer in such a 

predicament, made me totally useless as a guard. It was one of the funniest sig hts of my 

career. Needless to say, the saga was not over, because the MO and I had to find a way back 

into the base to the medical tent where I could boil up enough water for my MO to have a 

bath to get all the grime and sea sand off him. õIf this story every gets out, Medlin, you will 

never, ever get any more promotionõ. Well,  I donõt need any more promotion nowó.    

òAnother incident that comes to mind was when a few of us sergeants were sent to the 

town of Rundu. The purpose of the visit is unclear but we ended up as guests of the South 

African Police who said that they would like to entertain these paratroopers by b uying them a 

beer or two/three? In the mess was a policeman who I later found out was the notorious ôNick 
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Arlowõ who had been ôfiredõ from the SAP for things that happened in the Republic. He obviously 

was not õfiredõ but transferred to Rundu where the normal South African, baying for his blood, 

would not find him. Nick had obviously been sitting there for som e time before we got there. 

He and Pep van Zyl started discussing the pros and cons of the 9mm SMC that we used and 

the similar weapon the police used.  

Not long into the conversation, an argument started as to which weapon was better than 

the other. Pep was adamant that with the very short barrel of the police weapon, it was 

dangerous as in an emergency; a man grabbing the weapon and firing ôcouldõ end up with his 

finger covering the muzzle. ôBull Sh*tõ was Nickõs comment and the whole lot of us trooped 

outside the mess where there was a heli landing area with a few empty Avgas drums. Targets 

were put up and the two weapons loaded and each one placed on a drum. Frans (FC) van Zyl 

was the judge. He shouted ôfireõ where upon both SADF and SAP competitor grabbed his weapon 

and fired without sights at the target. This happened numerous times when suddenly, there 

was a gasp from the renowned policeman and he ben t over dropping his weapon with blood 

pouring out of his hand. I ran over and found his middle finger had suddenly become a digit 

shorter that a few minutes before. Bandaged him up and he was taken off to the SAP sick 

bay. It was as Pep had said; in an eme rgency one was likely to get a finger over the muzzle 

of the short piece of barreló. 

òI remember the day we received orders to pack up. ôHome before Christmasõ was on 

everyoneõs lips but no one knew and those that knew were not going to tell. Everything packed 

and ready for the C - 130s to come in, we filed for brunch. The stove was an open pit with a 

ôroosterõ (grill) over it. No need to ask what was for brunch: ôOvambosõ and bread. While waiting 

in the queue, Eddie Button had been given instructions to destroy all the opened boxes of ammo 

and explosives. All of a sudden there was a helava e xplosion. I just saw all the ôOvambosõ going 

up in the air and landing in the sand. Everyoneõs nerves were shattered. What was the new 

menu: breadó? 

òIn the planes, still thinking we were on our way back to Bloemfontein, we touched down 

after a short flight and the pilot used his boosters to stop the plane before the end of the 

runway. This was Eros, Windhoek. The planes, one by one reversed into the h anger and we 

were allowed to get out. No one was allowed to go near the door. Our plane, off - loaded, and 

moved out to allow the next plane to reverse into the hanger and off - load. This was our home 

for the next week or soó.  
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THE BRAVE AND FEARLESS - SELOUS SCOUTS RECCE TEAM   

Mikey de Sanders. Rhodesian Bush War Living History Group  

The sun, a molten orange, bled across the eastern sky, painting the thorny acacia trees in 

stark  silhouettes. Dust, fine as flour, coated everything, clinging to the sweat - slicked skin of 

the men gathered around the map spread on the bonnet of a battered Land Rover. Early 1976. 

The air already thick with the promise of a sweltering Rhodesian day. Capt ain Chris Schulenburg 

traced a finger along a faint, dotted line. His gaze, sharp and unyielding, swept across the 

faces of his fledgling Recce Troop.  

"Intel confirms a major ZANLA movement Mount Darwin area," Schulenburg's voice, a low 

rumble, cut through the pre - dawn quiet. "Bloody terrs crossed from Moz pushing south, aiming 

to cut the main supply route near Bindura. We hit them ,and call in support."  

Sergeant Stephen Mpofu, his FN FAL slung casually across his back, nodded, his eyes 

scanning the crude map. "More of them than us, sir.You know the gooks, always more."  

"Thatõs why weõre here, isn't it, Stephen?" Captain Tim Callow, a gaunt man whose eyes 

held a perpetual flicker of exhaustion, offered a dry chuckle. "To remind them numbers don't 

always win."   Sergeant Dave Scales, a wiry man with a permanent five oõclock shadow, spat a 

stream of tobacco juice into the dust. "What's the play, then? Hit and run? Or are we really 

going to try and hold ground in the bundu?"  

Schulenburgõs finger paused over a cluster of contour lines. "Neither. Weõre going to hit 

them where they least expect it. Disrupt their command, sow chaos. Buy our boys time to 

regroup." He looked directly at Mpofu. "Stephen, your team moves in from the w est. Martin, 

you take the ridge to the east. Dave, with me, we'll establish a forward observation post, 

guide the strikes."  

Sergeant Martin Chikondo, a man of quiet intensity, adjusted the strap of his pack. 

"Understood, sir. We'll make sure they know we're here."  

"Good." Schulenburg clapped a hand on Scales' shoulder. "Remember the drill, lads. Speed, 

surprise, and absolute ruthlessness. These aren't farmers with pitchforks. These are trained 

killers, but they don't have our resolve."  

A distant bird call echoed through the bush, a mournful sound. Mpofu tightened his grip on 

his rifle. "Theyõll be waiting for us, Captain." "Let them wait," Schulenburgõs lips curved into a 

grim smile. "We'll just make sure they're waiting in the wrong place." He straightened, the 

map folded and tucked into his webbing. "Move out. Stay sharp. We leave no man behind."  

The men dispersed, shadows melting into the pre - dawn gloom, the only sound the crunch 

of boots on dry earth and the rhythmic 

creak of webbing. Each man knew the 

stakes. Each man understood the 

impossible odds. But in their eyes, there 

was no fear, only a fierce, burning 

resolve. They were the Selous Scouts, 

and the bush was their domain.  

*This is not a true account but it's 

purely Creative writing: I am just 

imagining how it was in those days *  
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The MOST HIGHLY DECORATED SOLDIER IN THE RHODESIAN ARMY  
AT THE TIME OF HIS DEATH.  

Life & Achievements of Sergeant Head Wuranda, SCR BCR 

Rhodesian Bush War Living History Group . Justin Dickson.  · 

Early Life & Joining the Scouts :  Sergeant Head Wuranda  

(service number  644758) became a legendary figure in the 

Selous Scouts, the elite counter - insurgency unit of 

Rhodesia. The Selous Scouts were known for their high - risk 

operations, deep reconnaissance, and pseudo - operations. T  

Wuranda  volunteered for service and was accepted into 3 

Troop of the Selous Scouts, demonstrating both courage and 

exceptional skill.  

Decorations & Valor  

What makes Head Wuranda especially notable is his rare 

distinction of having been awarded  both  the  Silver Cross of 

Rhodesia (SCR) and the  Bronze Cross of Rhodesia (BCR) ñ 

marking him as one of the most highly decorated non - commissioned officers in the Selous 

Scouts.  

¶ The Silver Cross of Rhodesia  was awarded for conspicuous gallantry.  

¶ The Bronze Cross of Rhodesia  recognized acts of bravery under fire.  

Acts of Exceptional Bravery  

Several episodes from his service highlight exactly why those awards were bestowed:  

1.  Mozambique Operation (June 1976):  

¶ During an external operation into Mozambique, Wuranda came under heavy enemy fire.  

¶ Despite being completely exposed, he provided covering fire with his machine gun from a 

double- storey building.  

¶ His actions allowed fellow Scouts to re - enter the building and extract wounded colleagues, 

a display of selfless courage.  

2.  Overcoming Injury:  

¶ Earlier in his career, Wuranda stepped on a landmine.  

¶ The explosion cost part of his leg; yet after recovery and receiving an artificial limb, he  

returned to active duty .  

¶ His determination to continue serving despite a severe injury earned him immense respect 

among his peers.  

3.  Infiltration & Intelligence - Gathering:  

¶ His SCR citation recounts how he and a small Scout team infiltrated guerrilla - held areas, 

even living among òCTsó (insurgents) for two days  to gather vital intelligence.  

¶ This kind of bold deep -recon work was one of the hallmarks of the Selous Scoutsõ approach, 

and Wuranda embodied that ethos fully.  

Legacy 

¶ Model NCO:  As a sergeant who earned both the SCR and BCR, Wuranda stands among the 

most decorated non - commissioned soldiers in Rhodesian special forces.  

¶ Respected by Comrades:  His resilience, especially returning to combat after losing a limb, 

made him a symbol of commitment and strength within the Scout brotherhood.  

¶ Selous Scoutsõ Tradition: His story is woven into the lore of the Selous Scouts, celebrated 

for bravery, tenacity, and sacrifice. The Soldiersõ Association honors figures like Wuranda 

for how they personified the Scoutsõ daring and skill. 
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     Conclusion 

Sergeant Head Wurandaõs life is a testament to extraordinary courage and dedication. He 

pushed beyond personal adversity, performed extraordinary acts of valor, and earned his place 

among the very few NCOs to hold both the Silver and Bronze Cross of Rhodes ia. His legacy 

remains a powerful part of the Selous Scoutsõ history ñ a symbol of what loyalty, bravery, 

and self - sacrifice look like in the face of danger.  

Credit  

¶ The Selous Scouts Regimental Association  archives  

¶ Gentleman's Military Interest Club Library and Archives Canada  

¶ JRT Wood  The Selous Scouts Regimental Association+2 Selous Scouts+  
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1 VALSKERM BATALJON MANNE  

Kiewiet Bronkhorst  

Hier is ons in die koeikamp na die kwalifiserende nagsprong in Aug 1964. Op hulle hurke voor 

is ons PT instrukteur sers Koos Moorcroft, sers Simon Riekert instrukteur, en my 

stringinstrukteur sers Jeff Burger. Staande agter hulle kpl Oelschig, staf Botes, beide 

instrukteurs, 'n Portugese kolonel op besoek wat die volgende dag in die hanger ons vlerkies en 

beret õs aan ons oorhandig het, staf Harry Finlay ons kursus onderoffisier en RSM van die 

Valskermopleiding skool en kapt vd. Berg bevelvoerder van die Val skermskool. Agter hulle met 

die staaldakke ons knape, die meeste van ons pas uit die skool en nog nat agter die ore tot na 

vanaand.  (Sien foto in volgende bladsy . ) 

  

JUST FOR A LAUGH  

 were you subjected to this ? 

As someone who served in a predominantly 'african' unit ,  

my Sergeants regularly inspected my men for the dreaded 

VD etc by mustering the men for a 'short arms 

inspection'.  

A 'short arms inspection' is :  

A. Blood test to detect indicators of dwarfism risk in 

pregnancy.  

B. A determination if someone is of Scottish lineage....or  

C. A physical examination to check for a venereal disease 

in men.  
 

SHORT ARM INSPECTION 
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Boemfontein 1964. / Ontvang my vlerkies vanaf  die bevelvoerder van Portugese Valskermbataljon  (Sept 1964) 
[BCP21] in Luanda  
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ONS GEE OM! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

NEWS FROM ALL OVER

01/01/2026 ï 31/03/2026 

Willough by kuier by Fairview Wyn Landgoed en lekker geeet met die geselsskap  van Charles Back.  18/01/2026. 

Die tjek is oor hand Ig in Randfontein aan die familie 
deur Gerrit Moolman 18/01/2025 

A Coy 83/84 se jaarlikse motorfiets trip. Die keer na 
Loxton. Die Windpomp  bar met oud Recce Alwyn 
Vorster (agter derde van links.)  

Manne het soos Bats betaam die kroeg gesluit 
05h30 saam met Alwyn die Sondag oggend. Die 
kroeg sit reg oorkant die kerk en konsistorie.  

Ds se die oggend blykbaar so droogweg in die 
kerk.  
ñEn Ja broers en susters so skuins na 02h00 toe 

besuin die Sound of Silence van Disturbed deur die 
dorpò. 

Met manne wat saam sin.   31/01/2026 
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Pretoria Canopy het die jaar op 'n hoë noot 

afgeskop. Heerlike samesyn saam spesiale 

gaste -  Genl Kaas vd Waals ons spreker. 

Genl Les Rudman, Genl Blackie Swart, oom 

Ronnie Claassen, oom Albert van Driel, Kol 

Frans Fourie en andere asook paar manne 

van spesmagte. Ook Barry Visser, seun van 

oorlede Nick Visser.  

Baie dankie aan Genl Kaas vd Waals vir 

õn besonderse en meesleurende praatjie. 

Genl, jou vertelling oor die vroeë dae van 

1 Valskermbataljon het herinneringe laat 

herleef, en hou die geskiedenis lewendig en 

gee weer nuwe kole vir die trots in ons 

harte. Di e spesiale eer en vermelding aan 

Nick Visser, was diep roerend. Dit 

herinner ons aan die prys wat betaal is en 

die manne wat nooit vergeet mag word nie.  

Dankie manne vir jul teenwoordigheid, 

broederskap en gedeelde herinneringe.  

 Geleenthede soos vannaand bevestig 

weer wie ons is, waar ons vandaan kom en 

waarom die band tussen Parabats tydloos 

is. Hierdie aand sal lank in ons harte bly. 
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LAEVELD CANOPY  

07/02/2026 


