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WOORD VAN DIE REDAKSIE 

 WORD FROM THE EDITOR 

Constand Viljoen was een van die mees toonaangewende valskermtroepe 
wat die Suid-Afrikaanse weermag – voor en na 1994 – opgelewer het. 
Terwyl hy gevorder het tot die hoogste vlak van generaal en 
weermagshoof, het hy diep spore getrap, oral waar hy kom. 'n Yster! 

In hierdie bundel beeld die canopy/doek van Pretoria iets uit van 
genl Viljoen se loopbaan.  Ons kyk eers na sy lewensloop. Dan lewer 'n 
paar van sy makkers asook bevelvoerders uit die huidige weermag 
huldeblyke. In koerantartikels benadruk redakteurs watter deurslag-
gewende rol hy in die militêre en later in die politieke gemeenskap 
gespeel het. 

Terselfdertyd bevat hierdie bundel unieke foto's oor uiteenlopende 
gebeure: die generaal by medeoffisiere, op sy springkursus in Mei 1968, 
op die grens, in operasies, en selfs in die vliegtuig reg om te spring! 

Terwyl elke valskermsoldaat met bewondering opsien na genl 
Viljoen, kyk ons ook met diep dankbaarheid na die lewenslustige Ristie, 
wat deur sy hele loopbaan as sy vrou hom ondersteun en besiel het. 

Die bestuur is voorts dankbaar teenoor elkeen wat 'n bydra tot 
hierdie bundel gelewer het – oor so 'n unieke makker en voorbeeld vir 
almal. 

 

4/4/2020 
Thank you for a 
brotherhood 
unmatched, one 
that was always 
treasured by my 
father, one that me 
and him so dearly 
enjoyed. Thanks to 
one and all.  

Piet Viljoen 

 

mailto:chris.pohl@parabat.org.za
mailto:paul@who-els.co.za
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                GENL CONSTAND VILJOEN SSA, SD, SOE, SM, MMM, ORB, BSc Mil 

28/10/1933 – 03/04/2020 

Constand Laubscher Viljoen was born as a 
identical twin with his brother Abraham on 28 
Oct 1933 in Standerton.  He matriculated in 

Standerton High School in 1951. In 1952 the 
Viljoen twins spent a year undergoing voluntary 
training at the Military Gymnasium in Pretoria.  He 
was awarded the Sword of Honour as the best 
student on his course when he passed out at the 
Military College in 1954 and was commissioned in 
the SA Artillery. 

He obtained the degree B.Sc (B. Mil) at the 
University of Pretoria in 1955 in the early years of 
the Military Academy.  At the time, it was a branch 
of the SA Military College.  This was before the 
Faculty of Military Science was moved to the 
University of Stellenbosch. 

He joined the South African Army in 1956. 
From 1956 he served as an officer in the South 

African Defence Force. In April 1958 he was 
appointed Aide de Camp to the Governor-
General of the then Union of South Africa. 

Thereafter he served at, amongst others, 4 
Field Regiment, the Artillery and Armour 
School and 14 Field Regiment where he was 
appointed OC at the beginning of 1965. 

He was the CO of the Artillery school at 
Potchefstroom and in 1968 second in 
command of Orange Free State Command. 
During the same year he became OC of the 
SA Army College in Pretoria.  (Col C.L. Viljoen 
(SAA Fd) 01/07/1968–27/08/1969) 

In 1972 he was appointed Director of 
Artillery and a year later, the Director of 
Operations at Army HQ. 

In 1974 he was made the Director General 
of Operations at the army headquarters and 
he subsequently became Principal Staff 
Officer to the chief of the Defence force. 

In 1975-1976, during the campaign in 
Angola, was the senior officer. Viljoen was the 
senior SADF military officer directing 
Operation Savannah in 1975. (Read his 
speech on Op Savannah on page 30.) 

At the beginning of 1976 he was appointed 
General OC of 101 Task Force, a position 
which he held until his appointment as Chief of 
the Army. 

In 1977 General Viljoen became the Chief 
of the South African Army  

He is also credited with planning the first 
major airborne assault (1978) in South African 
military history, Battle of Cassinga (in Angola, 
4th May 1978) - the largest airborne assault 
by the SADF - a raid carried out against 
SWAPO insurgents. Although he was at the 
time Chief of the Army, he was present at the 
scene of battle against the forces of SWAPO 
(South West Africa People’s Organization), 
Cuba, Angola, East Germany and the Soviet 
Union, offering what was described as a 
"swashbuckling" front-line leadership, which 
won him the respect of many fellow 
Afrikaners. 

In 1980 he was appointed General and 
Chief of the overall Defence Force of the RSA. 
(SADF). 

Under his command South African troops 
became directly, and controversially, involved 
in the civil war in Angola.  

In 1985 General Viljoen retired and went on 
pension to farm full-time on his farm with cattle 
and paprika, in the Ohrigstad district in 
Mpumalanga.  

He came out of retirement in the early 
nineties and together with three other 
Generals, General Viljoen helped to establish 
the Afrikaner Volksfront (AVF) in 1993. 
Political developments in South Africa lead to 
the establishment of the Freedom Front Party 
by General Viljoen, and the participation of the 
party in the April 1994 elections.  During these 
elections the Freedom Front obtained 640,000 
votes which gave the party nine represent-
tatives in the national parliament together with 
five senators in the Senate. 

General Viljoen retired from active politics 
and as leader of the Freedom Front in 2001 
and left the leadership of the Vryheidsfront to 
Dr. Pieter Mulder.  

In 2008 Viljoen, aged 74, put up what was 
described as a spirited fight against two 
would-be muggers, who were subsequently 
arrested. 

He is married to Christina Susanna 
Heckroodt and has four sons and a daughter 
and have 10 grand children. 
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PROMOTIONS AND APPOINTMENTS (Genl McGill Alexander): 

o 1954: Second Lieutenant. Artillery Training Officer. 

o 1956: Lieutenant. Artillery Training Officer (UDF became SADF). 

o 1959: Captain.  

 Aide-de-Camp to the Governor-General. 

 Attended 42-week Staff Duties (SD) Course at SA Military College 1960/61. 

o 1961: Major.  

 Battery Commander, 4 Field Regiment.  

 Said to have rescued a soldier from a burning armoured car during an exercise. 

 Completed Long Gunnery Course. 

 Chief Instructor, Gunnery, School of Artillery & Armour 

o 1965: Commandant (Lieutenant Colonel). Officer Commanding 4 Field Regiment. 

o 1966: Colonel.  

 Officer Commanding School of Artillery.  

 SSO Operations, OFS Command. Completed parachute selection & training, qualified as a 
paratrooper (at 34, one of the oldest and certainly the most senior in rank to do so at the time). 1968. 

 Officer Commanding SA Army College. Personally ran the first SD Course on mobile operations. 

o 1971: Brigadier.  

 Director Operations, SA Army HQ.  

 Initiated first SADF parachute operation in 1974.   

o 1974: Major General.  

 Director General Operations, DHQ.  

 GOC 101 Task Force (Operation SAVANNAH). 

 Initiated Fire Force operations in Owamboland. 

o 1976: Lieutenant General. Chief of the SA Army.  

 Flew in to the battlefield at Cassinga by helicopter during Operation REINDEER in 1978. Came under 
fire from Cuban tanks during extraction. 

 Rode onto battlefield in a Ratel ICV during Operation SCEPTIC in 1980, detonated a tank mine and 
was thrown out of his hatch. 

 Continued parachuting with the paratroopers on special occasions. 

o 1980: General.  

 Chief of the SADF. 

 Appointed 48th Honorary Master Gunner in 1984. 
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o 1986: Retired to his farm, Bet-El, in the Ohrigstad district.  

o 1992: Entered Politics.  

 Co-founded the Afrikaner Volksfront (AFV) in 1993. 

 Co-founded the Freedom Front (FF) in 1994, which later became the Freedom Front Plus (FF+).  

 Participated in first democratic election in March 1994. 

o 1994: Member of Parliament (MP) and Leader of the FF. 

o 2001: Retired from politics and returned to Bet-El farm. 

o 2008: Fought off two would-be muggers at age of 74. 

o 2020: Died in his sleep on his farm on 3 April, aged 86. 

MEDALS & DECORATIONS: 

o Order of the Star of South Africa (SSA). Awarded to general and flag officers of the SADF for 
meritorious military service which promoted SADF efficiency and preparedness and made a valuable 
contribution to national security. 

o Southern Cross Decoration (SD) – old style, instituted 1952. For outstanding service of the highest 
order and utmost devotion to duty. 

o SA Police Star for Outstanding Service Stella Officii Egregii (SOE).  

o Southern Cross Medal (SM). For outstanding devotion to duty. 

o Military Merit Medal (MMM). For service of a high order. 

o Pro Patria Medal. For service in an operational area, combating terrorism. 

o SADF Good Service Medal, Gold (30 years) 

o SADF Good Service Medal, Silver (20 years) 

o Permanent Force Good Service Medal (18 years) 

o Order of the Cloud and Banner with Grand Cordon (2nd Grade), Taiwan (ORB). For contributions to 
National Security. 
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STAMBOOM 

Die ouers van die Generaal was Andries Viljoen *8 
Apr 1889 †8 Nov 1947, boer van ‘Potfontein’, 
distrik Standerton, ‘Toekoms’, distrik Koppie Alleen 
[Mpumalanga]) en het ‘n huis in die dorp ‘Holvlei’, 
distrik. Paardekop (Perdekop, distrik Volksrus, 
Transvaal [Mpumalanga]) besit en sy moeder was 
Geesie Maria KOTZE *27 Aug 1905 dogter van 
Constant Laubscher Kotze (*1873 †22 Mei 1952) 
en Sanetta Henrietta Johanna Truter (*12 Feb 
1877). Hulle is getroud op 29 September 1932. 

Uit die huwelik is gebore: Die tweeling 
Abraham Carel en Constand Laubscher 28 
Oktober 1933 en Sanette Henrietta Johanna. 
Constand word vernoem na sy moeder se Pa. 

Constand kry sy skool loopbaan in die 
Laerskool Paardekop en Höerskool Standerton tot 
1951.  

Genl Viljoen was maar 14 jaar oud, toe sy pa 
oorlede is. Met ander mense, sou dit hulle lewe 
gekortwiek het. Blykbaar het dit die 
teenoorgestelde uitwerking gehad, in die gesin. 

Hy en Abraham kry militêre opleiding by die 
Leërgimnasium in 1952. Na die opleiding besluit 
Abraham om teologie te studeer en Constand 
doen ‘n B.Sc (B. Mil) graad. 

Constand is getroud op 30 November 1957 
met Christina Susanna Heckroodt, gebore 12 Sept 
1935. 

Uit die huwelik is gebore ‘n dogter Hester 
(getroud met Leon Gouws 2 kinders); vier seuns: 
Andries; Petrus (Piet) (3 kinders); Constant 
Laubscher (3 kinders) en Abraham Carel. 

VERWYSINGS: 

 p. 571, Viljoenfamilieregister, Deel 2, H.C. Viljoen, Hugenote Vereniging van Suid Afrika (2012) 

 VILJOEN, Andries TAB MHG 5563/47, https://www.familysearch.org/ark:/61903/3:1:3Q9M-CS37-
39GH-P?i=1033&cc=2520237&cat=188051 

 Uittreksels uit die Viljoenfamilieboek deur Christo Viljoen  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://www.familysearch.org/ark:/61903/3:1:3Q9M-CS37-39GH-P?i=1033&cc=2520237&cat=188051
https://www.familysearch.org/ark:/61903/3:1:3Q9M-CS37-39GH-P?i=1033&cc=2520237&cat=188051
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03/04/2020 

Aan Ristie en die Familie Viljoen,  
 
Ons as die uitvoerende bestuur van Die Savannah Bond van Veterane wil net ons innige meegevoel 
oordra aan U tydens hierdie tyd. Julle is in ons gebede vir vertroosting en aanvaarding. 
 
Generaal, was ons Generaal en hy was daar vir ons, altyd voor by sy soldate en ‘n voorbeeld van wat ‘n 
werklike, voorbeeldige en opregte leier van mense moet wees. 
 
Ek onthou hom met ‘n bynaam ”stof streepie” en die wat hom geken het, het geweet hoekom en waar dit 
vandaan kom. Ek het ook die eer gehad om hom tydens Cassinga operasioneel te ondervind. Hy was vir 
my, en die meeste Burgermag soldate wat ek geken het “Ons Generaal”. Die staandemag soldaat en sy 
offisiere het hom gerespekteer vir sy standvastigheid en leierskap. Hy laat ‘n groot leemte in ons 
Weermag se geskiedenis en erfenis. 
 
As politieke leier was hy opreg in sy denke, al het almal nie met hom polities saamgestem nie. Hy het 
gestaan vir “sy saak” wat duidelik in sy boek “Brothers in War and Peace” beskryf word. 
 
Sy familie kan opreg trots wees op so ‘n Pa en Eggenoot, sy nalaatingskap sal moeilik geëwenaar word.  
 
Ons Salueer U. 
 
Savannah Groete, 

Renaud Booysen 
      

Renaud Booysen Lt Kol (Aft) 
VOORSITTER: SAVANNAH BOND VAN VETERANE  

Sel 0833756815 / Faks 0866101466 /ereatrust@mweb.co.za 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

MEEGEVOELBOODSKAP  

Genl Viljoen saam met Savannah veterane 26/05/2019 
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EERBETOON / TRIBUTE 
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Herman van Niekerk 03/04/2020 

My greatest mentor passed away today! He 
was General Constand Viljoen, an Artillery 
Officer who became the Chief of the most 
powerful military force in Africa. He was 86 
and had such a full life! I was his Aide de 
Camp in 1977 and we grew a bond nobody 
would ever separate. He was the ultimate 
example of integrity and he demonstrated 
energy beyond comprehension. 

I will miss him and I am proud to have 
had him an intimate part of my life!  
On the photograph taken in Potchefstroom in 
1982 I am standing next to him and on this 
other side followed by my dear friend 
Francois van Eeden and then Brigadier Paul 
Roos. 

  

03/04/2020 
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Mike McWilliams, President, Parabats Veteran Organisation. 04/04/2020 

 

A legend in the SADF and a qualified paratrooper, 
General Viljoen was a strong and sometimes 
controversial figure. He took over as Chief of the 
Defence force from Magnus Malan in 1980, 
shepherding South Africa to majority rule without 
any disruption by more conservative soldiers and 
organisations. 

Gen Viljoen went on to found the Freedom 
Front Party after retiring from the SANDF in 1986. 

Gen Viljoen began his military career as an 
artilleryman after study at Pretoria University. 

He became OC Artillery School in 1966, OC 
Army College in 1968, Chief of the Army in 1976, 
Chief of the Defence Force in 1980 to 1985. 

He was one of the oldest soldiers to have 
obtained his wings at 1 Parachute Battalion and 
this was partly because he was a fitness fanatic all 
his life. His nickname, Stofstreep was due to his 
boundless energy and the line of dust he left in his 
wake. 

Gen Viljoen had five children, 4 boys and a 
girl and was married to Christina Susanna "Ristie" 
nee Heckroodt. 

Gen Viljoen was the recipient of many 
awards and decorations, Star of South Africa. 

Southern Cross Decoration. 

South African Police Star for Outstanding 
Service. 

Southern Cross Medal. 
Military Merit Medal. 
Order of the Cloud and Banner with Grand 

Cordon (China) and he was perhaps fondest of his 
Parachuting wings which he always wore proudly 
on all occasions. 

He attended the Paratrooper 4th May 
memorial celebrations a number of times, the last 
being 2018 when he gave his last public speech, 
fittingly about the duty of all soldiers to serve the 
government of the day at all times. 

Gen Viljoen had a reputation of being a 
fighting general and involved himself in frontline 
actions whenever he could. He flew into the battle 
of Cassinga by helicopter and made it out at the 
last minute in one of the last choppers to leave the 
LZ while under fire from Cuban armour. 

The great banqueting hall in Valhalla will ring 
to the sounds of revelry tonight when Constand 
Viljoen is welcomed into the brotherhood of great 
soldiers. 

On behalf of all Parabats, 
Rest in Peace General, you fought the good fight. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

This was the last time the General attended the Paratroopers Remembrance Day at the 

Johannesburg museum on 4 May 2018. 
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Dries Sonnekus 04/04/2020 

Genl Viljoen is as jong luitenant op Potchefstroom 
by die 1e Observasieregiment geplaas, 
saamgestel uit studente van destydse Kovsies, 
Tukkies, Pukke en Wits se Lugafweer/radar, as ek 
reg is. Hy was 'n hardegat mannetjie (soos 
'dapper' op Engels) en was grootliks 
verantwoordelik (saam met RSM Duffin, veteraan 
van WO11) dat die studente stof geskop het in die 
oë van al die regimente van die Staande Mag in 
alle kompetisies.  

Hy was hard en genadeloos maar regverdig 
met 'n oor vir almal se menings, seker omdat hy 
kort tevore ook net maar 'n student was. Omdat ek 
as joernalis kon tik (ons het 'n kampkoerant 

uitgegee en dit is in die RSM se kantoor oop ou 
wasvelle getik en afgerol) het ek soort van 
'sekretaris' vir die RSM geword en gevolglik baie 
voordele gehad (soos tee uit die RSM se pot) en 
versnaperinge uit staf Dirkie Uys se kombuis.  

Ek los ander stories van die studente se 
diensplig (lotelingstelsel) vir 'n ander dag, soos 
ons sportdae en nagtelike gevegte met die Witsies 
('souties'), wat nie van ons Afrikaase outjies gehou 
het nie. Maar iemand het ons 'n ou 'triek' geleer -- 
'n paar army boots in 'n taai kussingsloop soos die 
army s'n was 'n dodelike wapen! En die studente 
se beter organisasietalent het ons alle gevegte 
laat wen! 

 

Will Endley - A Tribute to General Viljoen 04/04/2020 
 
Henry Longfellow wrote that:  When a great man 
dies, for years the light he left behind him, lies on 
the paths of man.” 

I find that these words a very fitting and apt 
introduction to the military role that General Viljoen 
played when he commanded the South African 
Defence Force. 

In my humble opinion, the “art of 
generalship” has not changed much through the 
years and through the history of warfare.  

As a general officer, General Viljoen, drew 
conclusions and made strategic decisions during 
the protracted border war, during peacetime and 
during the throes of the Cold War. During these 
times, he displayed his ability as an incisive 
military thinker and analyst. 

His leadership saw the South African 
Defence Force grow more knowledgeable in 
military science, technology, systems 
management, logistics management and in 
budgeting which modernized both our approach 
and way of thinking. 

He was constantly aware of the changing 
global political situation and was well aware of 
what was required from him in a dynamic political 
environment. 

General Viljoen continuously strove to 
preserve peace and order while still upholding the 
constitution of the Republic of South Africa. 

As a military leader, General Viljoen was 
charismatic and proved to be a very loyal General 
officer.  

He was approachable, he led by example 
and had a very unique but personal style and 
touch. The General’s leadership was flexible and 
he had the ability to inspire and motivate his 
soldiers. His subordinates believed in him and his 
passion, commitment and pride in his beloved 
SADF was contagious.  

General Viljoen was always sure of his 
mission and this focus filtered down to all levels 
within his organization. 

He endowed a sense of pride and belief in 
the SADF capabilities and this ensured that a “will 
to win” approach was instilled and maintained at 
all levels. 

Compassion was another trademark and he 
genuinely cared about the well-being of his 
soldiers. His humility, coupled with extraordinary 
communication skills, made him “one of us”. 

General Viljoen’s values were 
complemented by a clear vision and strategy that 
was understood and accepted by all.  

“Good generalship is a realization that 
you’ve got to try and figure out how to accomplish 
your mission with a minimum loss of human life”. 
Norman Schwarzkopf probably learnt these wise 
words from General Viljoen. 

Courageous and genuine, you will be 
remembered and sorely missed. Rest In Peace 
General! 
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DEELNAME AAN DIE AKTIEWE POLITIEK 

Leopold Scholtz in Rapport van 5 April 2020 

“Genl Constand Viljoen, wat die week op 86-jarige 
ouderdom dood is, het op beslissende oomblikke 
‘n beslissend positiewe invloed op die SA 
geskiedenis gehad.  Viljoen het in 1985 afgetree 
en op sy plaas in Ohrigstad gaan woon. Maar die 
wettiging van die ANC/SAKP het hom weer in ‘n 
posisie van invloed teruggetrek.  

In Maart 1994 het die AWB van Eugene 
Terre’Blanche ‘n staatsgreep in die ‘tuisland’ 
Bophuthatswana probeer uitvoer, wat klaaglik 
misluk het. Viljoen het ingegryp en deur sy optrede 
is die bloedvergieting beperk.  Die kwessie het 
hom aangespoor om in die nuwe bedeling aan die 
politiek deel te neem.  Hy het ‘n nuwe party, die 

Vryheidsfront, gestig en het die party in die eerste 
post-apartheidsparlement gelei 

Uiteindelik het Viljoen ‘n groot rol gespeel 
om die Afrikaners sonder bloedvergieting met die 
nuwe bedeling te versoen.  Van hom is gesê dat 
hy sy vinger op die sneller gehad het, maar dat hy 
dit nie getrek het nie.  Almal wat Viljoen geken het, 
het die grootste respek gehad vir die man, 
kiertsregop in sy uniform en iemand wat jou reguit 
in die oë gekyk het. Iemand moet ‘n biografie van 
hom skryf.  Hy was ‘n man uit een stuk, soos die 
Bybel se,’n Israeliet waarin daar geen bedrog 
geskuil het nie.’” 

-  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

CONSTAND GROET DIE GUNNERS 
06/04/2020 Marius Louw 

Op ‘n dag, iewers so rondom 1987, toe ek aan die 
stuur van die Army se koerant was, beland daar ‘n 
uitnodiging op my tafel. Dit was om die 
afskeidspaartie van Genl. Constand Viljoen by te 
woon. Daar is aangekondig dat hy as H SAW (en 
voorheen H Leër) sou aftree, en as ‘n voormalige 
artilleris wou hy vir oulaas ‘n draai gaan maak het 
op die skietbaan. 

Dit was nie ‘n gewone press junket nie: Die 
dag is eerder beplan as ‘n private 
afskeidsgeleentheid waar genl. Viljoen en sy 
kanonnier-makkers ‘n laaste keer saam kon speel. 

Ek het ‘n fotograaf, Barry Nash, saamgevat. 
Ons was ‘n klein groepie by Uniform, Koerant van 
die SA Leër, en ons het hard gespeel en net so 
hard gewerk. Die helfte was Afrikaanssprekend, 
die ander was Engels. Protestante, Katolieke, 
Jode. Almal dienspligtiges. 

Barry en ek het die betrokke dag afgesit 
Waterkloof toe, waar ons ‘n Flossie sou haal 
Potchefstroom toe. Die wit SafAir-vliegtuig was 
gepak - almal hogere brass. Hulle skouers het 
gehang van al die rang wat dit moes dra. 

In die vliegtuig het ek saggies aan Barrry 
opgemerk dat mens effens skrikkerig voel met so 
baie hoë rang in een vliegtuig saam. As die 
inligting sou uitlek dat so baie van die generale 
staf, brigadiere, kolonelle en ander senior offisiere 
almal saam een teiken kon uitmaak, kon ‘n voorval 
daardie dag die helfte van die SAW se senior 
bestuur met een klap uitgevee het. 

Na die kort vlug het ons hard op Potch 
geland. Lede van die Artillerieskool het ons 
ingewag, en ons is met Samils en busse aangery 
na die skietbaan buite die dorp. 
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Die Potch-eenheid se spyseniers het vir al 
die verversings gesorg. Ons het koffie gedrink, 
gepeusel aan toebroodjies en pastytjies. In die 
verre afstand van die stowwerige skietbaan het ek 
verskeie motorwrakke opgemerk, wat half gelyk 
het of dit op die buurplase rondl^e. Ek het aan 
Barry opgemerk dat dit eienaardig is dat mense 
soms hulle kak orals laat rondlê… wat die 
andersins ongerepte, pragtige Afrika-plattelandse 
vista heeltemal spoil. 

“Ja,” het hy in tipiese Johannesburgse 
spreektaal geantwoord. “Some people sommer 
just gooi their kak anywhere.” 

Dit was eers later, toe lede van die Potch-
eenheid veldkiste en trommels vol militêre 
verkykers begin uitdeel het, dat ek besef het die 
ou voertuigwrakke daar doer in die verte was 
eintlik teikens. Dit was nie ‘n impromptu, 
uitgebreide skrootwerf nie. 

Die atmosfeer was baie gesellig, baie rustig. 
Niemand het rang op mekaar getrek nie en ons 
juniors het niemand gesalueer nie. Net die lede 
van die plaaslike eenheid wat die kanonne versorg 
het, was skerp. Vir hulle was dit ‘n gewone 
werksdag op die skietbaan. Die res van ons was 
genooide gaste by ‘n paartie, en ‘n algemene 
egalitariese stemming het geheers. Daar was dalk 
een of twee ouens van Paratus ook, sowel as 
fotograwe van die Potchefstroomse eenheid. 
Tussen ons paar en party van die 
gasvryheidsmense en kombuispersoneel van die 
plaaslike eenheid was ons die enigste DP’s daar. 
‘n Paar het nie rang gehad nie. Die res was almal 
PF’s, senior career soldiers. 

Potch se mense het vir ons toiletgeriewe 
ingerig en ‘n aantal lelies geplant. Later sou ‘n 
paar koues oopgeknak word. 

Ek het nader gestaan en met die generaal 
begin gesels. Hy het tyd vir almal gehad. Hy het 
my naam gevra. 

“Marius, generaal. Marius Louw. Ek is die 
redakteur van Uniform,” het ek gesê. 

Hy het sy hand uitgesteek en my ‘n ferm 
handdruk gegee. “Baie welkom, Marius.” Ons het 
oor die weermag gepraat, oor die bosoorlog en oor 
die rol wat DP’s in die weermag gespeel het. En 
oor die Army se koerant. Hy was baie intelligent, 
en wydbelese. Hy het vertel van die koerant se 
vroe”e stigtingsdae jare gelede. 

Ek het hom uitgevra oor sy besluit om uit te 
tree. Hy het ges^e dat hy wou gaan rus, en dat hy 
hom meer op die politiek wou toespits. Dit, en sy 
plaas buite Ohrigstad. 

Later, toe die koffiebekers leeg was, het 
genl. Viljoen sy hande paar keer omhoog geklap. 
Die groot groep mans het nader gestaan. 

Hy het ‘n vinnige speech gegee, sy 
bedankings gedoen en gepraat oor die ou dae, en 

hoe hulle as jong outjies by die army aangesluit 
het as artilleriste. Meeste van die makkers uit sy 
jong dae was daardie dag daar om sy afskeid by 
te woon. 

Die kanonne was gedress en geprime. As ‘n 
infanteris was ek nog nooit op ‘n artillerie-
skietbaan nie. Die skietgoed het intimiderend 
opgeline gestaan: Een of twee kleintjies, soos 
groot soos jong renostertjies. Paar van hulle was 
groter, soos groot renosters, en daar eenkant het 
een gestaan so groot soos ’n olifant. Een van daai 
moerse Long Tom-jobbies. Almal van hulle is in 
‘ponders’ uitgeken: ‘n soveel-ponder, en ‘n soveel-
ponder … ek het nie nota’s geneem nie want ons 
was nie daar as news reporters nie, eerder as 
genooide gaste. So van die mense hier by 
Nagkantoor sal beter weet as ‘n voetsoldaat watter 
hardeware hulle daardie dag geskiet het. 

So teen elfuur was die skieters gereed om te 
begin. Ou Constand was uiters bedrewe agter en 
bo-op die kanonne - dit was vir my baie 
indrukwekkend. Dit was obvious dat hy elke 
hoekie, wieletjie en draai van daai brutale 
oorlogsmasjiene so goed soos die binnekant van 
sy eie motor geken het. 

Dikwels kom ons as joernaliste by 
geleenthede waar ‘n VIP iets moet oopstel of 
bekendstel. Dan word hulle rondgewys deur die 
mense wat weet hoe die dinge werk, en die VIP 
sal met ‘n lang, uitgestrekte arm vorentoe leun en 
die betrokke knoppie druk op die gegewe tyd. Nie 
die generaal nie - hy het nie teruggestaan soos ‘n 
VIP nie. Hy het sy eie kanonne beman, ingestel, 
ge-zero, die afstand gemeet, gemik, 
veiligheidsregulasies nagekom en geskiet. Baie 
keer. 

Ons wat nie direk betrokke was nie, het 
onder die bome van die Afrika-son probeer 
wegkruip. Ons het op ‘n veilige afstand 
weggestaan en waargeneem, gerook en nog koffie 
geskink. En foto’s geneem. Die brutale mag 
waarmee daai kanonne verwoesting gesaai het, 
was onbeskryflik. Ek sal dit nooit vergeet nie - 
selfs nou, 33 jaar later, onthou ek dit nog. Die 
harde ontploffings van die kanonne wat skiet, was 
absoluut oorverdowerend. En die geluid wat daai 
vlie”ende, fluitende ladings gemaak het as hulle so 
deur die lug trek, vinniger as wat die oog kan sien, 
is onbeskryflik. Al wat jy kon doen, was om die 
teiken met ‘n verkyker dop te hou en te wag vir die 
ontploffing wat sou volg, 

Die lug was dik met die reuk van buskruit en 
stof. 

Ek was bitter dankbaar dat ek nooit aan die 
ontvang kant van daai wapens van reuse-
verwoesting gestaan het nie. Mens kon die 
SWAPO-ouens amper effe jammer gekry het. 
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Op die kanonne is onderling geskerts, gelag 
en grappe gemaak. Die skieters het mekaar 
uitgedaag, die kompetisie was daar en die 
gemoedere het hoog geloop. 

Later het die generaal die grootste van die 
kanonne aangetree. Die eenheid se manne het 
hierdie reuse-bul se loop hoog die lug ingetrek, dat 
dit lyk soos ‘n naald op steroids, asof hy by die 
Pretoria Skou uitgestal was. 

Ons ouens het nog verder wegbeweeg. Die 
Groot Seun se stem was merkwaardig harder as 
die ander s’n. 

‘n Entjie weg het die spyseniers vuur begin 
maak. Hulle sou lekker vir ons braai later die dag. 

Nader aan seker so 14h00 het die kanonne 
stil geraak. Die tafels was gereed vir middagete. 
Daar was al die slaaie en pap ... wors, vleis en 
kameelperd is gebraai, en ons het krokodil geëet. 
Die setup was ‘n gewone veldkombuis op die 
skietbaan. Hulle het nie die silver service en wit 
tafeldoeke uitgeruk omdat die generaal die paartie 
gegooi het nie. Hy was nie ‘n VIP nie - net ‘n 
gewone soldaat soos elkeen van ons. 

Dit was tyd om ‘n paar koues oop te maak, 
en eenkant was ‘n tafel met hardehout. 

Barry en ek het ‘n paar biere gedrink saam 
met die res van die manne. Ons het besluit om nie 
van die hardehout te gebruik nie, maar om ons 
eerder goed te gedra, soos wat mens die etiket 
van die offisiersmenasie in die teenwoordigheid 
van senior lede in gedagte sou hou. 

Die paartie het lekker geraak. Die stemme 
en die gelag het harder geword namate die 
voggies begin vloei het. Die banter en craic van 
die skietbaan het voortgeduur, en die vragvliegtuig 
vol mans het gekuier soos uitgelate jonges by ‘n 
kinderpartytjie. 

‘n Uur of twee later is ons opgeruim om terug 
te keer lughawe toe. Genl. Viljoen het bier in die 
hand gestaan en gesels met die manne. 

Ek het nader gestaan om hom te groet en te 
bedank vir die heerlike dag. Dit was duidelik dat 
die generaal se stowwerige gesig en voorarms son 
gevang het daai dag. Sy browns en boots was ook 

stowwerig, en die drie dowwe materiaal-kastele op 
elke skouer het die fier man nog meer soos ‘n 
boskryger laat lyk. 

“Marius,” het hy gesê toe hy my sien. Twee 
Castle-blikke met die laaste paar sentimeters 
handwarm-bier in ons linkerhande het in die lug 
ontmoet, en met die regterhand het ons 
bladgeskud. 

“Baie dankie dat julle gekom het,” het hy vir 
my en Barry gesê. Ek kon in hierdie humble, 
nederige man se blou oë sien dat hy dit opreg 
bedoel het. Hy was opreg dankbaar vir al die 
maats se teenwoordigheid by sy afskeid op die 
skietbaan, ongeag van wie hulle was, of hul rang. 
Die generaal het ons alle voorspoed toegewens vir 
die lewe wat wag terug op civvy-straat. 

Ek het my patrolliesakkie gaan haal waar dit 
‘n entjie weg aan ‘n boom gehang het. In ‘n 
oomblik van alleenwees het ek om my rondgekyk 
en skielik ‘n treurige oomblik ervaar. Dit was 
jammer om so ‘n leier te sien gaan. Dit was 
jammer dat ek hom nooit beter sou leer ken nie. 
Ek dink geen soldaat daar sou gemaklik staan-en-
rus sonder so ‘n formidabele leier nie. Genl. 
Viljoen het so baie moed en vertroue in ‘n kort 
tydjie by jou ingepalm, ek sou daai man in enige 
veldslag in volg. 

Op pad huistoe in die vliegtuig was die gees 
steeds goed. Almal het luidrugtig gesels, en ek en 
Barry het die dag se gebeure, effens aangeklam, 
weer herleef. 

Die harde landing terug op Waterkloof het 
die stemme tydelik getaan. Toe daai wit Flossie 
grondvat - baie harder as vroeër op Potchefstroom 
- het dit my net weer laat besef - daai donnerse 
goed land nie. Hulle val. 

Ek dink ook die pilots daardie dag het met 
opset hard geland, net omdat hul vrag ‘n groot 
groep heavy brass ingesluit het. En sommer net 
omdat hulle kon. En om daai groep senior offisiere 
wie se gatte reeds gestamp het, se gatte net 
harder te laat stamp. 

Nag, Generaal. 

 

GENERAL CONSTAND LAUBSCHER VILJOEN SSA, SD, SOE, SM, MMM, ORB, BSc Mil 

Genl McGill Alexander 07/04/2020 

There have been numerous obituaries and 
eulogies on Facebook for General Viljoen since he 
died on Friday 3 April. Though I met him on 
various occasions, I cannot claim to have known 
him well personally. So, I cannot be so 
presumptuous as to write about the man, other 
than to share my brief memories. However, his 
reputation in military circles was such, that almost 
every soldier who served while he was the Chief of 

the Army and the Chief of the SADF held him in 
great esteem. 

While much has been written about his many 
attributes and about the sort of person he was, I 
thought it might be useful to give a summary of his 
impressive career for those who might be 
interested. What I have provided here, I have 
gleaned from various sources, but it is far from 
comprehensive and it is possible that there are 
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mistakes. I would be happy to correct them if they 
are pointed out to me 

I could find very little detail about his earlier 
career. 

My memories of the fast-moving “Stofstrepie” 
(Little Dust Trail) are fleeting. The first was when I 
was a rifleman at 1 Para Bn and he was 
undergoing the parachute selection (the notorious 
“PT Course”). I watched this colonel coming in 
from running the two-mile test in full kit. What 
struck me most about him was that he was the 
only one in the group who carried a .303 Lee-
Enfield rifle instead of the standard R1 assault 
rifle. 

I recall him riding in a Buffel MPV in Angola 
when the battle group that my company was a part 
of was advancing to attack a place called Mupa. 
He was standing upright in the open vehicle as it 
rolled and pitched along the rough road, his 
artillery beret worn proudly and his R4 rifle slung 
over his shoulder. This was in 1980, during 
Operation SCEPTIC, when he was Chief of the 
Army. We had been in Angola for a couple of 
weeks by then, but he had just come to join us for 
this attack. 

I think back to him parachuting with us at 1 
Parachute Battalion’s 21st Birthday celebrations in 
1982. And I won’t easily forget attending a function 
when he took over from Magnus Malan as Chief of 
the Defence Force. Malan had been appointed as 
the Minister of Defence. Constant quipped in his 
speech, “You can rest assured that when I retire 
as C SADF, I will not be entering politics!” 

Famous last words! 
While researching my Master’s dissertation, I 

was very grateful when Constand Viljoen granted 
me an interview on his farm in May 2002. It is a 
special memory I have. When I arrived, he was still 
out in the fields, hard at work on the farm. I chatted 
to his charming wife Ristie while we waited for him 
to finish whatever he was busy with. He entered 
the house in his characteristically rapid, no-

nonsense manner and greeted me courteously, 
but with typical military reserve. The general, 17 
years after his retirement, was still every inch a 
soldier.  

What struck me most about his appearance 
was his bronzed skin and his strong, fit physique. 
He certainly didn’t look like a man of 68! And it 
was clear that he spent his time on the farm 
outdoors. We spent several hours sitting in his 
unpretentious lounge in the simple old farmhouse, 
drinking coffee and talking. He warmed a little 
once I had explained to him what my dissertation 
entailed. 

It had been a long drive, all the way from 
Port Elizabeth to interview him. But it was 
absolutely worthwhile. He spoke openly about 
decisions he had made and the circumstances that 
prompted them.  He readily gave me his opinions 
about certain actions.  But he would not be drawn 
to speak about questionable individuals and what 
he thought of them. I greatly respected him for 
that, and it showed the measure of integrity of the 
man.  I have known other officers who happily 
bad-mouth others in an effort to preserve or 
enhance their own reputations. But Constand 
Viljoen was made of sterner stuff!  He truly was an 
officer and a gentleman! 

That afternoon 18 years ago, drinking coffee 
with the general, was the last time I saw him. 

There are those who criticise him and who 
say some awful, unfounded things about his 
actions during the transition to democracy. But 
whether one agrees with his political leanings or 
not, there is no doubt in my mind that the 
decisions he took were done with the best 
interests of South Africa paramount in his thinking. 
I believe he helped to prevent a bloodbath in our 
country. 

I have the greatest respect for his memory 
and I extend my personal condolences to Tannie 
Ristie and their family at this sad time. 

 

A BIG TREE FALLS 
Herman Labuschagne 06/04/2020 

 
In the year of 1978 a spectacular raid took place, 
far across the borders of South Africa - well inside 
the wilderness of Angola. 

The South African Defence Force had 
decided to eradicate a major SWAPO terrorist 
base in a small village called Cassinga.  

It would be a very bold and risky airborne 
assault - and it was quietly understood that if 
things went wrong, they would go wrong in the 
worst possible way. 

As it turned out, things went that wrong 
immediately.   The paratroopers were dropped well 
off-target and organized chaos ensued. Some of 
them landed in the river. There were casualties  

 
 

and critical equipment was lost. It was a nightmare 
of a way to start an attack.  

The element of surprize was partially gone, 
and the defence was fierce.  In fact a strong case 
is made that the attack plans had been leaked and 
that the enemy had been expecting the South 
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Africans.  Under such circumstances, success 
seemed most unlikely.  And indeed, it soon turned 
into an unusually violent battle of epic proportions, 
with trench warfare, hand-to-hand combat and 
total chaos. Or so it seemed. 

During all the smoke and fire, there were two 
faces inside the battle that were holding things 
together. One of them was the legendary Colonel 
Jan Breytenbach.  It was to be expected.  He was, 
after all, considered to be in command of the 
operation. 

The other person was a complete surprise. 
Nobody expected it, and Colonel 

Breytenbach probably didn't welcome it.  The 
problem was that now he had one more worry to 
add to his list.  And it was a big one. Because the 
second man inside the battle proved to be 
Lieutenant General Constand Viljoen. That a 
general would be present in cross-border front-line 
fighting was unusual but not unique. That he was 
the chief of the army, however, was almost 
unheard-of. 

But that's why the soldiers loved General 
Constand Viljoen.  He was a soldier's soldier.  The 
man who would not expect his troops to do what 
he was not prepared to do himself. He had come 
against all advice. He should have been safely at 
headquarters, directing the grand scheme of 
events as they surrounded the raid. But there he 
was - in the very midst of it - leading from the front 
- as the great men of history have always been 
known to do. 

In the end General Viljoen's presence 
caused legitimate anxiety because at one point it 
seemed that there was a fair possibility that they 
would be captured.  The threat was so real that 
General Viljoen had to remove his ranks and hide 
them beneath a rock.  After all, it would have been 
the victory of the decade if the enemy's forces 
could prove to have captured the chief of the 
South African Defence Force. 

Boldness has genius, General Viljoen must 
have known, however.  Nothing is achieved 
without risk.  And there is no substitute for first-
hand intelligence.  All of these were aspects built 
into the character of a unique commander. A man 
that men would follow - because they believed in 
him not just a leader, but as also as a person.  

The South Africans won the Battle of 
Cassinga, by the way.  It had been close, but they 
turned disaster into victory and by the time that the 
smoke began to clear they had dealt the enemy 
defeat that was so big and so unexpected that 
their leaders probably struggle to come to terms 
with it to this day. 

General Viljoen died today on his farm near 
Ohrigstad. He was 86 years old and leaves behind 
a career and a reputation that is exceptional. And 

so it is a sad honour to add my own footnote to 
history today, to record a little of what I knew about 
him. 

I met him only once. I was a student then, 
during the uncertain times right before the 
elections in 1994 that changed our history so 
dramatically. General Viljoen had come to 
Bloemfontein to promote his idea of an Afrikaner 
Volkstaat - a semi-independent state within the 
borders of South Africa, where those who chose 
to, could maintain their culture, their values, their 
way of life and not be absorbed into the Marxist 
morass that was to engulf South Africa. 

It was, as I understood it, to be based upon 
the principles of a federation.  I was skeptical but 
the notion made sense to me.  After all - who in his 
right mind would have wanted to be sucked into 
the socialist dystopia which the country had fought 
so long to avoid?  His was the only voice that 
seemed to offer more than just a washed out 
proposal that depended on the goodwill and 
generosity of a conquering enemy. 

I listed to the proposals and studied the 
charts with interested. It looked to me impractical, 
because it seemed as if the idea was to please too 
many people, and that that would spoil the plan. 
But I was young, and prepared to listen and learn. 
And i was certainly prepared to give the idea a 
chance. 

I only had one critical question, though, and 
when I had an opportunity I asked the general this 
one question: "Where would be the Volkstaat's 
independent harbour?" 

I will always remember the moment that the 
general hesitated for a little while. He almost 
seemed to wince at the question. But then he 
began to answer.  He spoke about the potential for 
negotiations for access to St. Lucia, or a West 
Coast harbour of some kind, but there was nothing 
worth remembering.  It was - I decided - something 
that hadn't been thought out yet.  A question that 
he must have hoped nobody would ask. 

I didn't argue further.  I knew halfway though 
his answer already what the real answer was. And 
that the outcome was unavoidable. 

That afternoon I drove home with a heavy 
weight on my mind.  And when my friend asked 
me about the meeting, I said to him: "The 
Volkstaat is dead. It will never happen." 

I knew it in that very moment, because lack 
of ocean access had historically always been the 
death of our country's republican freedom.  
Without it, you'd always survive only at the whim of 
the enemy who controlled the waters. 

That was General Viljoen's entry into politics. 
He was - as I understood it - an unwilling 

politician. Because all the others had been tested 
and found wanting, he was the last trusted leader 
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that the eyes of freedom-loving men turned to. 
Most of all, he was a general, though.  He had 
never been a politician.  This was completely new 
to him. 

Generals win by wearing down and 
destroying opposition. Killing them, if possible. 
Politicians, on the other hand, won by 
compromising things of value.  It was a 
disgraceful, inefficient and sleazy game. And he 
had no desire to be part of it. But politics had 
become the new battle front. 

I'm sure he didn't want to the job, but when 
there was no-one else, and when he was asked 
repeatedly, he did what a great leader would have 
done - he stood up to lead those who placed their 
trust in him.  And he did it to the best of his ability. 

From the start, the brilliant general was, in 
my opinion, not a great politician. And I can 
understand why.  He was too good a human being 
to be great as a politician.  And I say that not as 
criticism, but as a compliment. 

As leader of the Afrikaner Volksfront, 
General Viljoen was considered to be too right 
wing for the left and too let wing for the right.  And 
many who believed in him became disillusioned. 
They expected him to take military action.  To 
resist the handover, and what many regarded as a 
pre-meditated sellout to the Marxist enemies of 
South Africa.  When our negotiators failed to settle 
on an outcome that would safeguard against the 
tyranny of a majority, they expected General 
Viljoen to step in - with force if necessary - and to 
set things right.  

I don't think they ever realized the enormity 
of what they hoped for.  But I think General Viljoen 
did. 

According to what I have been told, based 
on first and second-hand information, he in fact 
seriously considered military intervention at one 
point.  But in the bigger scheme of politics, and 
perhaps largely because lack of support from his 
key military counterparts, he chose not to. 

And so democracy went along its way.  A 
very broken, very twisted, and deeply flawed 
democracy that eventually resulted in the kind of 
country that people feared might be the result. 

In the arena of democracy, General Viljoen 
must have known that he had no hope of winning. 
But he could try.  And perhaps there would be a 
few small victories that might make a difference. 
And I think it did, in a variety of ways. 

Perhaps the most dramatic example of how 
General Viljoen had been the only one among the 
military leaders who was willing to risk his neck for 
his principles, was during the coup d'état in 
Bophutatswana.  There, he took military action 
when no-one else would, to try and save the black 
president Lucas Mangope and his government.  

The rescue attempt turned into a fiasco 
when plans were leaked, orders were disobeyed, 
and things went wrong in unexpected ways. 
Wisely - General Viljoen saw the wisdom of 
aborting the operation before it went too far.  

Instead of being hailed as a hero for 
defending one of the few good and honest African 
heads of state, he was almost universally 
condemned for it.  And the new dispensation of 
South Africa heaved a sigh of relief when 
Mangope was toppled, and Bophutatswana could 
be absorbed into South Africa almost without a 
murmur. 

Thus fell one of the most honest and reliable 
leaders of state that Africa had at that moment. 
And to my great astonishment - nobody seemed to 
mourn his loss.  The events of that time still strike 
me as so strange and inexplicable that even after 
all these years, I can still not make sense of it. 

After this event, General Viljoen broke away 
and formed a new political party, the Freedom 
Front.  This party contested as a normal political 
party and obtained moderate success.  It didn't 
produce a great deal of creative results in the long 
run, but it did constitute an ongoing political 
presence that always functioned as a counter-
balance that could not be ignored. 

Unfortunately, there were those among his 
followers who regarded General Viljoen as a traitor 
and a sell out.  They say that he co-operated too 
closely with the enemy towards the end.  They 
continually allege that he was paid to distract 
conservative politics and to not cause waves.  

They disliked him for the occasions on which 
he paid compliments to the few honourable 
characteristics that some of his enemies exhibited. 
And they resented the respect that he showed to 
erstwhile adversaries who had caused the loss of 
lives of many good soldiers. 

I never knew General Viljoen personally so I 
can't speak from own experience.  Based on my 
observation, however, I can't say that I have ever 
seen a hint of pay-off money in what appeared to 
me to be his fairly modest retirement.  To my mind, 
if you want to buy off a leader of his stature, you'd 
have had to offer far more than merely settling the 
debts on a farm.  I have also not seen or heard 
any evidence that the general who became an 
unwilling politician ever sided with the enemy or 
sold us out. 

To me, and to very many others among his 
loyal soldiers, I see a man who was the last of the 
old-school patriots.  A man who served his country 
to the maximum, even if it made him unpopular 
with everybody on both sides.  I see a man who 
behaved in a quiet and dignified manner.  A man 
who never became disconnected from the lowest 
soldier or the smallest voter.  



 

P R E T O R I A  C A N O P Y  B A T  C H A T  

 
Page 19 

I want to share a story by way of example. 
A good friend of mine became embroiled in a 

very big legal battle that dragged on for years and 
years.  Eventually the battle cost him his company, 
his job - and perhaps even much of his dignity and 
self-respect. 

One day, out of sheer desperation, he 
decided to phone the one man he remembered as 
a leader whose judgement he could trust.  He 
phoned General Constand Viljoen. 

The general was already retired by then and 
completely out of politics or public service.  His 
wife answered the phone. She said her husband 
was out working with the cattle at the moment but 
she would take a message and ask him to reply 
later. 

A few hours after that, much to his surprise, 
my friend's phone rang.  And there was the ex 
chief of the South African Defence Force - once 
upon a time militarily the mightiest man in Africa -  
phoning a man who'd never even become an 
officer. 

"General, you don't know me," he began. 
"But I served under you. And I have a great 
problem that I don't know how to handle." 

The General asked him what the problem 
was and he listened for a long time patiently for it 
was a complicated mater. 

  Then, in the quiet manner of a man who 
always seemed to know just what to do, he said, 
"I'm going to give you the number of my advocate. 
I'll phone him first and tell him that you're a friend 
of mine and that it is personal.  You can count on 
him to help you." 

My friend phoned the general's advocate. 
And he gave him the advice that my friend did not 
want to hear - but that he needed to hear: "Make 
peace with your enemy. Your cause is just, but this 
battle can't be won." 

I don't think my friend ever received a bill for 
the consultations that he had with the advocate of 
a mighty man. A mighty man who showed himself 
the friend of someone he did not even know. 

Such are the stories that one hears about 
the person of General Viljoen. 

I have never heard that he lost his temper, 
shouted at people, or abused those who served 
beneath him.  I'm sure he had a hard side too.  But 
what he showed to the world at large was a model 
of self-restraint and dignified composure.  A man 
who respected his enemies enormously - but who 
never bowed to them. 

The man I know as General Constand 
Viljoen is a man who I believe will be honoured by 
his enemies, and remembered kindly by history.  I 
will remember him as the one man who - when 
everything had gone wrong in politics - was 
prepared to lead from the very front lines once 

more.  The only senior man among them all who 
would go to action and not just talk.  And a man 
who would never forget who the enemy really was 
- and why freedom was worth the highest price. 

To me, General Constand Viljoen was one of 
the last of the old-school heroes.  Of the three or 
five top generals, there is now only one left alive. 
Our forest has suffered a great loss at his 
departure.  But he has left an example and he has 
set a standard.  And history will remember him 
with honour.  

The place where a forest giant had stood, 
leaves an empty patch of sky for a long time.  But 
eventually new growth fills its place.  And one day 
the patch where had had stood will be covered. 
But until the end of recorded history, those who 
walk through the forest of our past, will periodically 
come to a depression where the growth looks 
different.  A place that looks and feels as if it 
should be a landmark. 

And when they ask what it is that makes this 
place feel special, those who know and who 
remember will answer: "This is the ground upon 
which once upon a time a mighty tree had stood."  

A wish to record in history tonight my respect 
for the memory of a great soldier, an effective 
leader, and quality man of noble character. 

General Viljoen was a member of the 
Memorable Order if Tin Hats. A century old society 
for military veterans.  

As the MOTH always vow at every gathering 
I conclude as well: “We will remember him.” 
 
END NOTE: General Viljoen is a descendant from 
a well-known Huguenot family. Unlike the armed 
forces of many other countries, the South African 
Defence Force gave medals rather sparingly. 
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           32 Bn Veterane.  13/09/2015                           Louis du Plessis. 03/06/2012                As Kleynhans 20/11/2018 

Willoughby Brits; Krige v Heerden; Genl & Jan Bierman 

GENERAAL CONSTAND SAAM MET VETERANE 

Constand & Ristie / Renaud &  Etna Booysen. 

Tertius  Zitzke 

Die was seker die 
laaste amptelike 
parade wat die 
generaal bygewoon 
het op die 6 Mei 
2018 by die Oorlogs-
museum. L/R. 
Freddy Adams, Clive 
long; Generaal 
Constand; Jannie 
Kotze en Kobus 
Human. (G Komp 
81/82.)  

 

Tertius vertel: “Toe sê hy 
nog. Al moet ek 
leopardcrawl sal ek my 
krans kom plant.  Mei 2018. 
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Aus to Angola –Via the Appenines by Prof D.F. S. Fourie OC Pretoria Regiment (Retired) 

“During the 1976 period at Lohatla, the need for 
training to compensate for the dysfunctional tanks 
was taken in hand by Captain Vivian Viljoen of the 
PR.  As an instructor and an improviser Vivian 
Viljoen was excellent.  He also took in hand the 
preparation of a permanent team of instructors to 
raise the level of training in the Regiment.  

 In 1977 the whole process was repeated. 
The Regiment fielded two squadrons with a 
company of mechanised infantry from 1 Regiment 
Noord-Transvaal under command. Once again 
they were still mounted in the Centurion - but with 
a different engine. Now however, keenness in the 
field of technical support caused serious trouble. 
Armscor had enthusiastically decided to 
modernise the tank slightly by replacing the 
carbon-pencil voltage regulators with a new 
electronic design of their own.  As so often 
happens when technical people undertake a 
process without the cooperation of the users, there 
was a minor disaster.  The new voltage regulators 
were only meant to drive the tanks.  The moment 
the power traverse and the gyros of the tanks were 
switched on to enable mobile firing to take place 
the voltage regulators melted and the tanks 
ground to a halt. Locally nothing could be done. 
The TSC Troop attached to the Regiment could 
very easily remove and replace the regulators - but 
they were always the same regulators. By the 
weekend before the brigade exercise, the tanks 
were virtually immobile.  Only about three were still 
running. Fortunately, the Chief of the Army, Lt 
Gen Constand Viljoen, visited the brigade to 
observe the exercise. On the Saturday morning 
the CO was able to buttonhole him over tea. Very 
quickly the problem was explained and as rapidly 
General Viljoen responded. He questioned the 

state of the dirty overalls and could not understand 
that it can only be exchanged twice a week, that 
the reason why some Tiffy’s worked in T shirts. 

The OC P.R. Cmdt Fourie, however 
informed him that this was his Tiffy’s and must be 
left alone, they are doing their job! By 15:00 that 
afternoon a team had flown in from Armscor. 

From the commencement of the exercise on 
Sunday-Monday night they worked ceaselessly, 
not only to replace the regulators but to design 
new ones ad hoc.  And, all the while, the Second-
in-Command Major Penzhorn recovered the tanks 
as they passed out, ensuring their rapid transit 
back to the TSC and the Armscor men.  Hour after 
hour they laboured without sleep or time to relax. 
There had been little time to sleep or wash.  By the 
end of the exercise the civilian technicians and the 
TSC men stank.  But the tanks had kept rolling 
and the exercise, with many interruptions and 
frustrations kept going.  At the end of it all the 
Commanding Officer expressed the Regiment’s 
gratitude and recognition of the men's devotion 
and excellence by writing a citation for the award 
of the Chief of the Defence Force’s Commendation 
Medal to Captain Renaud Booysen, commanding 
32nd Field Workshop Squadron, Technical Service 
Corps.  The medal was awarded in the next group 
of honours.  Everyone in the Squadron deserved 
to be rewarded. All had performed more that could 
be humanly expected of an ordinary technician. 
 But of course medals are not to be issued 
with the rations and Captain Booysen had certainly 
shown his mettle and capacity for leadership.  The 
award he received was the best recognition that 
could be given to all his men. “ 

 

Daniel Jacobs 04/04/2020 

 
Toe ek in die laat 1980's in die NGK 
Argief se leeskamer gewerk het, stap 
Genl Viljoen eendag daar in.  Ek sien dit 
nou nog in my geestesoog.  Ek het 'n paar 
jaar vroeër nog Nasionale Diensplig 
gedoen en het presies geweet hoe hy lyk. 

Maar toe ek besef hy is 'n professor 
in Teologie aan UNISA, besef ek 
Generaal Viljoen het 'n identiese 
tweelingbroer. 

Daar is ook 'n baie besondere boek 
oor hulle twee geskryf. 

 

 

 

 

 

  

ARTICALS / REPORTS / SNIPPETS 
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                EERBETONING BY PLAASHEK 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

On 04/04/2020 our Parabats Brothers of Lydenburg laid flowers 

and a mielie plant at the gate of the farm of our General Viljoen 
in the presents of one of the general sons. Present was: Corr 
Cross; Martin Hattingh and Lukas Roos (Nomad Canopy) with 
Peet Latskey; Ben Brits; Johan du Plessis and Kevin. (Martin 
Hattingh.) 
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DOWN MEMORY LANE   PRETORIA CANOPY 

 

Op die 25ste Januarie 2019 het die Generaal vir die Pretoria Canopy kom kuier as eregas.  Hier 
is ‘n paar foto’s wat die aand geneem is.  Lede teenwoordig kon aanvoel dat hy tuis was tussen 
die valskermmanne.  Hy is ‘n valskermbaadjie geskenk deur almal teenwoordig.  Wat ‘n 
wonderlike voorreg was dit nie! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Lood Pepler wens die Generaal geluk met baadjie. 
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Uit die verlede fotobeeld  

From the past photo collage 
 

Bo: Hier is die Generaal saam met ou lede van die Cassinga veterane in 1988 in 
Oshikati. Regs: Riskie en Constand by ‘n parade by die VTM. Onder links: Die bekende 

Valskerminstrukteur Johnny Kieser maak seker dat die Generaal se valskerm reg is en 
middel is die wel bekende valskermsoldaat Kitcha Kitching die afstuurder van die 

Generaal. Regs: Generaal bekyk die aansvals plan iewers.   
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Genls George Meiring; Constand Viljoen en Jannie Geldenhuys. 

Ons bedank Piet Uys wat vir baie jare General Viljoen 
bygestaan het vir sy amptelike bywonings van 
gedenkdienste na sy aftrede. Regs: Oorhandiging van bevel 

van H SAW aan Generaal Geldenhuys met aftrede, 1985.  

Kol Jan Breytenbach; Viljoen en Krige van Heerden. 

Chris 
Serfontein 
wys: “Daar 
generaal, 

daar.” 
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RSM Lubbe van die Genie 
oorhandig ‘n ossewa juk aan die 
Genl. 

In 1968, then Col, started off on Course 47V Phase 1 in May 1968 and his buddy was Colin Meano for three 
weeks. During the first jumps the General strayned his ankle and quilified with Phase 2 course. Here is the 

General seated fifth from the left front row with cap on. 
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