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Many have written about the evente of thoge long past monthe of struggle back in [982.
A good number have made reference to me, though few have troubled themgelves to verify
with me the detaile of what they wrote. So, before [ no longer can, here is my own vergion
of evente during the Falkland lelandg War of 1982, ag geen through the eyes of comeone
just doing their job ag a Para-Medic in combat.

L/Cpl MWL Bentley MM
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Space left for personal dedicatione:

The citation for my Military Medal wag announced in the London Gazette on the 8th of
October 1982, it read:

Lance Corporal Bentley wag a member of the Regimental Aid Bogt of the Second Battalion
The Parachute Regiment throughout the Falkland [elands Campaign. Ouring the battle for
Port Darwin and Googe Green on the 28th/29th of May it wag of tremendous credit to
the Regimental Aid Post that none of the Battaliong thirty-four wounded died. Thig credit
belongs to none more than Lance Corporal Bentley. From the firet moment that the
Regimental Aid Pogt came under mortar and artillery fire Lance Corporal Bentley’s qualities
manifested themgelves. Hig courage and pregence of mind in carrying out hig job acted ag
an ingpiration, not only to the other medical orderlieg, but to all thoge who came in contact
with him. With an immenge pack of medical kit on hig back Lance Corporal Bentley wag to
be found wherever the cagualties were thickest. Regardlegs of enemy ghell and mortar fire
he not only dealt with hig cagualties in a calm reagauring manner, but boosted their morale
with a continuoug light hearted banter.

Typical of hie sustained performance during the course of the battle wag when a goldier had
hig lower leg blown off by a mortar bomb. Lance Corporal Bentley, ctill with heavy pack, ran
forward onto a forward slope position and, although under persistent enemy fire, calmly and
efficiently carried out the emergency medical treatment that undoubtedly saved the goldierg
life.

Thig incident ig just one of many that epitomiseg the qualitieg of this brave, resourceful and
exceptional man. He acted in and beyond the finest traditiong of The Darachute Regiment.

[ wag awarded my Military Medal by Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth the Second during an
invegtiture in Buckingham Palace, London, England.



Page |
Chapter One: Before the Falklands War.

Before we get down to the blood and guts, of which there wag more than enough, [ want to
make clear the situation before we get off. Many of our soldiers were fresh out of depot or
had been called back from postingg or joined ug for the firgt time from other unite. Each
pergon had their own past before we joined together to do the business. Some did not
return, thoge of ug that did were different people from thoge that had et out just a few
monthg earlier.

My own background:

There are thoge that eay to me: ,you are not normal® thig ie often NOT intended ag a
compliment. [n my opinion ,who wante to be NORMAL® 2

[n what way am [ NOT NORMAL" ?

[ have come to the conclugion that it is because [ alwayg do my pergonal begt at whatever
do. Most people that [ have ever met do not, they cruise along looking for the eagy way
through whatever they are doing. Thig does not make me a popular person, because [ often
appear to excel, achieving more than most. Many of whom had more knowledge or skill
than [, but never exerciged their ability. | am well aware that | am NOT the best” at
anything, but [ am usually ,up there with them".

[ wag born in the early dayg of 1955, in Gorton, Manchester, Lancaghire ag it then wag.

[n 1960 we moved to Chortton-cum-Hardy. [ attended Chorlton Park Primary and then
Wilbraham Technical High School. [ wag not a good acholar and often in trouble. Crogg
Country Running wag the only sporting activity that | made an effort in while at school.

[ finally stopped attending school, with no qualifications whatsoever, at the age of [, when
could sill barely read or write, though [ wag very good at Arithmetic and had enjoyed Trade
Training, particularly Metalwork.

The only club outside of school that [ joined ag a youth wag wag a judo club held in the
Macfadyen Church, on Barlow Moor Road. Denig Gogging wag my Sengei. Denig’e gon
Tony and [ would not only asgist in coaching other kidg, but we would stay on with the adult
clagsegs and train with people way above our own weight clage.
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In 1969 we attended the Amateur Judo Agsociation’s National Championships, at Crygtal
Palace, in London, [ came 4h in my own weight clags.

[ have never enjoyed team gports like football, rugby or cricket, but | always did well at
individual eporte. Over the yearg [ excelled in Langlauf Skiing and Shooting and g0 wag
gelected for the National Biathlon Squad. [ fought everal timeg at National Judo
Championships and competed in various Open International Mountain Marathong. [ wag
aleo a competent climber/ mountaineer, canoeist, horgeman, driver and motoreyeliet.

My childhood friend’e father wag a Police Sergeant in charge of the Dog Section and he
taught ug boyg to hunt and shoot. John F. Leigh and [ are friends to this day.

From the age of eight years old [ have alwayg had a job, often more than one job at the
came time. Since then [ have alwayg had ;my own money in my pocket’. Work often
cauged me to be late for school and g0 wag the root cauge of many of my probleme, but not
all of my problemg, [ wag ,a troublegome kid’ for eure. Dolice Sergeant Fred Leigh stood up
more than once on my behalf, when [ had been wrongly accuged, he knew what [ might do
and what [ definitely would not do, becauge he trusted me in gpite of my robugt manner !

[t wag obvioug from early on that [ wag different from my many giblinge. Mother wag
pregnant < times, bore [O children, 7 of ug are alive ag [ write this. We were poor for sure,
but never received any form of gocial security, becauge father had inherited the houge in
which we lived, 2o he did not pay rent, and so we did not qualify ag being ,needy'.

In early 1970, at the age of 15, [ joined the Junior Leaders Regiment of the Royal
Armoured Corpg, located in Bovington, Dorget and became a ekilled crewman on Chieftain
Heauy Tanke. That ig in all three trades: Gunner, Signaller and Driver-Mechanic. [ attended
a Winter Warfare courge in Germany, learned to ski and later repregented the Regiment at
the National Skiing Championships, earning my Regimental Colours for Langlauf ekiing.

[ also paseed my road vehicle driving licence for cars and motoreycleg, attended a
Helicopter Pilote Aptitude Courge and completed the ,All Arme P Company’ qualifying as a
Paratrooper. [ had algo completed the ,Army Education Promotion Certificate Advanced”.
Becauge 3 Junior Sergeants were squabbling about who would become the next Squadron
Sergeant Major, our Squadron Leader surpriged them all and promoted me, from Corporal,
to become ,hig Sergeant Major”.
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So, in my final term [ wag the Junior Squadron Sergeant Major of A Squadron and received
an award ag the Best Soldier Pasging out to a Cavalry Regiment.

In 1972 [ joined the 14/20th Kinge Huggarg in Tidworth. Still being under 18 years old, |
wag not allowed to serve overseag. We had squadrong in Hong Kong, Singapore, and
Northern [reland. [t wag embarragging for me, not being allowed to do my duty ,on the front
line’. [ronically [ wag a member of the firet Regular Army Unit o be attacked by (RA
supporterg on English oil. From Tidworth, [ wag again in Germany, at the National Skiing
Championships and for my effort | wag then also awarded my [4/20th Regimental Colours.
The regiment wag due to convert to the reconnaisgance role with the lategt ,S Range® of
light armour. Having nothing else to do [ attended all of the conversion and upgrading
courges and go when the regiment reformed, in Germany - Herford, [ wag one of the mogt
qualified soldiers on the new vehicles, egpecially on the Scorpion, the fastest tracked vehicle
in the world gporting a 76mm cannon/ gun.

When [ had joined the Royal Armoured Corps it had 20 regiments, each of about a
thougand men and an elite Parachute Squadron of about just OO men. [ had seen thege
mygtical goldiers who were baged just down the road from ug in Tidworth and [ had
approached their OC Major David Malam about my joining them. He suggested that [ come
back in a few yearg. However the Parachute Squadron wag at thig time aleo about to
convert onto the new ,S Range’, becauge these light tanke’ could be parachuted into action.
Somebody put one and one together and [ wag posted to the Bara Sqn RAC, by then baged
at Old Sarum, near Salishury and with a new OC Major Peter D. Bentley (no relation). My
being accepted amongst these fabled warriors wag unugual, ag normally Para Sqn goldiers
had at least 5 years previoug military experience. [t follows that [ wag nicknamed ,Young
un’. During my time with the Para Sqn [ served in Malaya, Sharjah, Cyprug (throughout the
1974 war), Germany, Norway and Northern [reland (aleo in civilian clotheg, in the
intelligence section), ag well ag throughout the UK. [ wag repeatedly at the National Skiing
Championships and wag gelected for the National Biathlon Squad in 1975.

Unfortunately 16 Airborne Brigade wag restructured and renamed. The Para Sqn, along
with geveral other very fine unite, wag dighanded. My bosg, Lt. Rod Hine, ingigted that
should join the SAS, who [ had, until then, never heard of.
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To bridge the time until the next SAS gelection course, [ wag posted back to my Mother
Regiment: the 14/20th Kinge Husgarg, now in Warmingter. The regiment gave me every
support in my new objective and my already being an excellent shot | wag nominally
attached to the Bigley Team.

In due course [ attended the SAS gelection course 2/76. Due 1o the break up of 16 Para
Brigade thig courge wag very much larger than any previoug courge and many experienced
goldiers pagsed the initial phygical selection without problem.

[ went on and completed all agpects of the course including Combat Survival, Escape and
Evagion and eventually Jungle training. Jungle Training had to be delayed for some monthe
due to the extra adminigtration required for the congiderable number of successful
candidateg. During thig time | worked with the CRW (Counter Revolutionary Warfare)
Team and on the Sharpshooters and Snipere courges. After the jungle training, at my final
interview, [ requested to be returned to my Mother Regiment. Thig request wag met with
agtonishment by the interviewing officer ;nobody turng down the SAS® ' But soldiering
there ig very different and it simply did not suit me, [ had worked in better environments.

[ rejoined the [4/20th at Lulworth Cove, Dorget, the home of Tank Gunnery and a delightful
part of our beautiful countrygide. There [ wag with Range Troop, swanning around on an
army BSA motoreycle, opening and cloging a public road which erogsed the firing ranges. |
wag algo able to uge my newly learned gkills with explogives, agsicting in destroying
unexploded and dangerous ammunition found down range after firing. There wag algo some
great rabbit shooting down range where nobody else wag allowed to go. To erown it all, the
cliff face ,free climbing” on the Dancing Ledge, near Swanage wag awegome.

Shortly thereafter we were posted back to Germany - Hohne, again on heavy tanks.

Mosgt Regiments regularly spent time in Northern [reland and o we again took our turn.
Since [ had been with the [4/20th we had lost far too many comradeg, not just in NI, but
aleo in the UK and Germany: often through RTA’e (road traffic accidents), more often than
not, through the excesgive congumption of alcohol. RiP lads.

[ wag in line for promotion to sergeant and worked in the stores to learn more about
adminigtration. During the pre N.. training [ mostly worked ag an unarmed-combat
instructor, firet aid ingtructor or gearch techniques ingtructor.
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When we arrived in N.I. [ took over a gection on the gtreete. | had been tagked to look after
an officer who wag a complete idiot, he repeatedly proved that hig reputation wag well
deserved. Eventually, following an incident, | spent a while in varioug hogpitalg and from
there [ refuged to again gerve under hig command.
Directly from hospital [ wag allowed to purchage my diecharge and left the army. Later
there wag an enquiry into the conduct of the jidiot officer” and [ undergtand that he was
digcharged from gervice. In any event [ received a very nice letter from the Brigade
Commander and my diecharge purchage costs were refunded.

Aq ag civilian, living near Warrington, [ had geveral jobs, organised for me by a former
paratrooper called Whalley Barneg, who worked in the Job Center. [ had picked up my
Heauy Goodse Vehicle drivers licence whilst otill in the army and o started driving trucke.
This wag not going to lagt long, racing to and from quarrieg to build motorways ete., racing
at full gpeed, in vehicles mostly unfit for uge on public roads wag fun, but very dangerous,
for all. [ chooge not to put mygelf or others deliberately in harmg way.

Whalley, who [ had become friends with, got me a regidential courge ag a Profegsional
Saleeman and afthough | wag goon earning very nearly a thougand pounds per week (in
1979) [ wag not eatisfied with my life.

On the 27 August the [RA murdered Lord Mountbatten and in an other incident killed 18
goldiers in a double bombing at Warren Doint. 16 of the soldiers killed were from 2 Para
and there were a great many more geverely injured. [ uged thig opportunity to re-enligt.
Whalley had himgelf served with 2 Para during WWII. - Having broken hig leg parachuting he
wag unable to be with the battalion when it went to Arnhem ' Becauge of thig he devoted
hig entire life to supporting military charities, donating teng of thougands of pounds to good
cauges. Whalley and [ remained friendg until he died. RiO Whalley old mate !

[ eventually joined 2 Para in N[ on the [6th of December, on the game day ag Deter
Grundy wag killed. Some moron had determined that [ would only hold the rank of Lance
Corporal, but at leagt [ would be in ,C Patrole Company’ - Neleon Troop, where [ led a
gection on and around the border for the next year. Nelson & Rodney Troops were tagked
with ,attacking the (RA". We laid many an ambush and crewed many a ,chariot of fire" -
intended to annihilate ,lllegal Vehicle Check Doints”
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[ don’t think that we had much succegs, but the training wag dangerougly realigtic and
great fun. We were in and out of helicopters, day and night, often overloaded, abseiling into
areag where road vehicleg could not reach, or where it wag too dangeroug to land or get
there by road. Thig wag ag good ag it gete, we thought at the time. Most of our miggions
were baged on Jintelligence’, but Paddy wag good at epreading falge rumours, g0 we were
often just chaging shadows.

A young lad that [ had got to know well seemed ,willing to go further’. Actually hig
nickname wag Paddy O’ and we two would gometimes go out on my motoreycle, crosg the
border and have a drink in known [RA pubs.

An old friend from the Bara Sgn, Nobby C. wag by then in the Royal Uleter Constabulary
and Paddy O’ and | would ride into Belfagt and blagt away on their firing ranges, with their
gung. Then ride home, more than a bit drunk, gometimeg in snowy conditions.

Another friend, from the |4/20th, Ray Me., wag aleo in the RUC, he wag married, had a
houge, and would occagionally put ug up for the night... to prevent a potential RTA !

On leave (holidaye) [ would rather etay in NI and go running in the Mourne Mountain,
often with a former Junior Leader friend: Andy Baxter, then with the SAS, and hig mate
Ginge R, blegs them all !

Sometimes [ would pretend to be an ,Outward Bound Warden" looking for ,new adventure
Training locationg”. With Geordie E. we did a delightful tour of the North Antrim Coagt,
crogging over to Rathlin lsland on a lobgter trawler. N wag not alwayg ag bad ag ite
reputation and tig a beautiful land steep in legends: like the Giante Caugeway.

| sometimeg went away alone, one time to Marokko, where [ did a golo agcent of the Djebel
Toubkal. An SAS friend, Titch Me, laughed gaying ,that’s not a hard climb®; he himgelf
being a very good climber and having been there with an SAS team. Plan i, pay for it and
do it entirely on your own, in winter conditions, with no support whateoever, wag my reply.
For only then do you know what you ean do entirely on your own, or you die trying.

Three more 2 Para goldiers would be killed before that tour ended. Towardg the end of that
tour [ choge to become a full-time medic. My father had been a medic in the RAF and one
of my brotherg in the Lancers wag aleo a medic.



Page 7
[ had been a Troop Medic in the Para Sqn and in the jungle with the SAS and [ fancied that
[ would prefer medical work ag opposed to normal infantry soldiering’. There were a
nurmber of rather bloody incidents in N.I. before we were posted to Aldershot. The Medical
Centre Staff, under Doctor Stan Brooks, were very capable and [ eagerly learned all that |
could from them.

In Aldershot [ did a number of medical courges to improve my gkills. We aleo had a new
Doctor: Rory Wagon and he led ug through a major NATO Exercige in Denmark where the
principale of a conventional RAP (Regimental Aid Pogt) in battle were drilled into us.

We also did a fabulous tour of Kenya. Whilgt there, under the leadership of Major Phil
Neame, [ wag a member of a team who climbed Mount Kenya’e five highest peake and
circumnavigated the entire Magsif.  Bhil is not only an excellent climber, but also a great
bloke and he later proved to be a fearlese and very capable leader in battle. [t's odd, but
40 years on [ have still never heard a single bad comment about thig very fine fellow.

Whilet in Kenya [ had a run in with our new Commanding Officer: Lt. Colonel: H.Joneg,
becauge [ had pinched two wheelg off a parked Land Rover, o that [ could drive our
ambulance to the gite of an accident where a soldier had been badly injured.

How wag [ to know that the only other Land Rover there wag supposed to pick up the
Colonel ¥ H.Jones had to march miles back to our bage and he wag livid, ready to ,eat the
cretin that had pinched hig wheels’. Doc Wagon kept me away from bage until H.Joneg had
cooled down. Thig meant that [ wag with the Helicopter Detachment, attending all medical
emergencies of which there were many. What a joy it wag to be ewanning around the skieg
admiring all of Africa’s wildlife for free I At alocal Bugh Surgery, Doc Wagon and [ did a
great field surgery job on one of the lads who had been returned from hogpital after an
operation, but atill had festering gplinters deep ingide hig injured leg. You just can’t get that
sort of experience back in the UK !

Doc Wagon moved on and we were appointed a new Doctor: Steven Hughes. Under
Colonel H.Joneg our role wag not exactly ,conventional warfare® it wag more of hit and run’
or regeuing hogtageg from terrorigte or even from unfriendly foreign nationg.
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It wag very exciting and realistic stuff. We would parachute in, in any weather, sometimes
having dozeng of cagualties just on the landings. We certainly knew where the limitg of the
peace-time posgibilities were. On guch exerciges Doc Hugheg appointed me to be H.Jone’
pergonal medic, <o [ got to know him rather well and often experienced his explosive
temperament. After Kenya [ had learned when not to be around, ,out of gight but alwayg in
earghot’ and 2o [ got on rather well with him. He preferred to have a ,pereonal medic” who
would ,do anything to rescue a cagualty (him), rather than a guy who perhaps had more
medical experience, but might not be there when needed.

Lt Colonel H.Joneg alwaye PROMISED ug: ,If one man ig left behind a Section will remain.
[f a Section ig lost a Platoon will recover it. Should a Platoon be stuck their Company wil
atay and pull them out, if a Company can’t get out, the Battalion will etand and fight to the
lagt man®. [ wag with him when he prevented our Herculeg, the last evacuation Herculeg,
from taking off at the end of a gpectacular rescue exercige, becauge one man wag still on
the ground. H.Joneg personally jumped back off the ramp of the accelerating aircraft, which
he and [ had just raced to catch up with whilst the aircraft wag taxiing to take off. Not one
man, not one fucking man will be left behind he ewore ! Thig certainly made you feel
wanted... But the guy on the ground didn’t feel very wanted when H.Joneg ripped into him.

Our next posting wag to be Belize. The climbing team: Major Phil Neame, Rick Tewson,
Nick Higgine and myself were again planning new adventures in South America.

All of our equipment, both military and private wag boxed up and shipped out. 95% of the
lade had gone on leave. Some of ug, having no climbing/ camping equipment and o
nowhere to go, remained in barracke. The Quartermagterg people were putting pressure on
ug to ,bugger off - go home', but thie wag ;home’ for ome of ug !

[ had long since congidered mygelf to be a warrior. There are not many warriorg left in thig
world, not even in the armed forceg, most of the lads are ;normal’, just wanting food to eat,
a warm bed, a wife and kidg, a TV and these days facebook & co. They never consider
where their food comeg from, what a home or wife and kide cost the environment in which
we live, or the dangers of social media. Since my first trip to the jungle, with the Para Sqn.
RAC, in 1973, | have been an active environmentaliet', but NOT an environmental activigt !
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Chapter Two: Heading South.

Suddenly lads started returning to camp, somebody, terrorigte (?) had invaded Seotland,
gome iglandg, beyond the Orkney’s: the Falkland lglands. .. (27

[+ might seem abaurd in thie day and age of high-tech communication, eatellite navigation
etc., but we barrack rate (gingle goldiere) hardly ever saw a newgpaper and gome of ug just
didn’t wateh TV Our life wag outeide doing sport, chaging women or in a bar.

Nobody, not anybody wag prepared for a return to this barracke or what happened next.
There were a lot of irritationg and there wag a lot of drinking. [t wag by now clear that the
war wag to be with Argentina, where many old Nazie had found sanctuary after WWIL.
Friends made pacte with one another. About 20 of ug all had the same tattoo, a Caveman
with CREW 82 written below him. We swore that should we ever gee a lamp-shade with
thig tattoo on it, we would kill the owner. There wag much bravado.

What [ found brilliant wag that, becauge we had no equipment, we had a free ticket to
accesq all of the National War Regerves. We could order anything and it arrived very
quickly, sometimeg with a police escort, before you had even cleared a gpace to place it.
The RAP had to be completely replaced: a Land Rover with a trailer and all of the tentage:
ghelter for a field surgery and all of the medical equipment down to the lagt bandage ! Also
a fully equipped Land Rover Ambulance to evacuate cagualties, ,the full monty’.

[ wag happy when Doc Hughes told me to go with the advance party and prepare the
medical facilities on board the ship that would take ug to war. Our ship wag the MV
(Merchant Vesgel) - Norland, a Roll-on-Roll-off North Sea Ferry. [ gpent about a week on
board, hardly coming up for air. [ wag gerubbing up an old canteen which would become
our on board surgery. After a couple of days [ wag, one night, very surpriged to find a
helicopter landing pad wag being welded onto the back of the chip. Sparke from are-
weldere and angle grinderg were flying everywhere, it wag like Bonfire Night. Directly under
the Helipad were containerg which, before we get sail, would be full of ammunition ! Those
engineerg worked day and night to enable ug to go and do the buginese. War ig very much
a national effort.
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Even the crew of the ship stayed on board, including the entertainment people, quite
amazing, our regpect and thankg to every one of you !

Eventually we sailed around to Portemouth to pick up the rest of the battalion who were
then packed on board like gardines. [t wag quite emotional watching familieg waving
goodbye to their loved ones. Nobody came to gee me off) [ would not have wanted them to.
In fact, like geveral others, [ had been due to leave the army, my three year term of
engagement wag running out and | had chogen not to extend it. But nobody wag going to
be allowed to mige thig exercige and our terme of engagement were gimply extended !

[ managed to post some letters and received gome mail. [n one letter there wag a crayon
picture of ug goldiers on a ghip, it wag from one of my many God Children, Steven. Hig
father, Vic, a former Para Sqn guy who, unlike me, had stayed in the SAS and had later
been a key player in freeing the [ranian Embagsy from fanatics, wished ug all well. Vie had
arranged a diplomatic security job for me in the USA, but that would now have to wait.

[ did not know many people in the Battalion, the COP (Cloge Obgervation Patrol) guyg that |
had worked with in N.I. had always kept ourgelves to ourgelveg, a little elite group within an
elite unit. Then [ became a medic. Medicg, like cookg, bottle-wagherg, store-men and
bandsmen were not at all respected within the Airborne Infantry, we were all clagged ag
REMPF’e (Rear Echelon Mother Fuckere). There ie/ wag a gad arrogance within the
Airborne [nfantry, whereby the fighting goldierg believed that they alone were ,chogen men'’.
Their open hatred of non airborne oldiere ,Crap-Hate® wag feargome. They could not even
accept airborne goldiers from other Corpe ag their equal. Thig ie/ wag perhapg the worst
gide of The Darachute Regiment. None of thig troubled me, [ had broad shoulders and wag
easily recognisable ag a geagoned soldier and o [ wag left in peace.

One of the medicg, [rvine Gibgon (Gibo), wag a geagoned marathon runner and [ often did
eome training with him, Jimmy Laker and Chrig Byrne. We became good friendg and Jimmy
asked me to be the God Father to hig gon. | wag not surprised, for whatever reagon, | have
been agked |4 times to be Godfather for friende children. Once on board hip, [ don’t think
that [ ever eaw Jimmy or Chrig again, at leagt [ can’t remember it. [ quess one of the other
medice wag training their gectiong.
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Pergonally [ wag never in any doubt that we would have to fight, [ wanted the fight !
[ had already been in gervice for 2 yearg and thig wag going to be my pergonal Ultimate
Tegt, not the SAS gelection. [ gave I00% all the way through.
Many people thought at first that [ wag overdoing the medical training, telling oldiers ,if a
finger, your hand, or even your arm gete blown off, bandage it up yourself before you
become uncongcious, or you will bleed to death. Do NOT expect a medic to be with you any
time goon, thig ie NOT going to be like Northern [reland I
After the General Belgrano had been gunk, killing more that 300 enemy gailorg, they all
wanted to ligten to me/ ug. [ had in any event already ,infected the other medicg with my
own enthugiagm. Thig had not gone unnoticed up-gtairs either. [t wag electrifying, suddenly
having people trusting, believing your every word.

Pergonally, [ wag o involved in my own learning and teaching that [ did not even find time
to do the ,eroee loading training’ - onto the BLC (Beach Landing Craft) at Agcengion
lsland. [ did very little physical training and almost no firearmg training. [ wag very fit and
an expert with all available weaponry anyway. What [ needed even more wag medical
undergtanding and Doc Hugheg wag the perfect teacher. He wag advancing the medical
training of ug medics, negotiating with hig euperiors, egpecially the Adjutant: Captain David
Wood and the 2ic: Major Chrie Keeble and of course Col. H.Jones, who never allowed
anything to happen that he had not personally eanctioned. Then he (Doc Hugheg) had to get
the Company Commanders to agree to adopt his medical training plans. They were not all
happy ag 20 many of their soldiers were hardly I8 and had no active military experience.
New senior soldiers had been posted in and platoons restructured, there wag a lot of
training for them to do. We medice were largely left alone, no watch or kitchen dutieg, no
digtractions. | am certain this wag aleo at Doc Hughe’s ingigtence.

Paratroopers are not the brightest of peaple (which bright people jump out of perfectly
serviceable aeroplaneg ?) and Doc Hughe’s wanted to keep thinge ag gimple ag posaible, go
he created ABE, the ,Airborne First Aider’. ABE, three letterg, two of them gtarting ag the
alphabet doeg, A then B, wag bagic enough for the gimplest soldier to understand, a name
they could eagily remember: ABE. Thig ig vital, becauge if somebody does not understand
what you are teaching them they loge interest very quickly and you are wagting your time.
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ABE stood for:

A = Airway, if a cagualties airway ie blocked, nothing else you do will eave them.
B = Breathing, bleeding, breaks and burng, treat in that order, or ag required.

E = Evacuate = get the casualty to a Combat Medic, then to the RAP a.g.ap.

Of course this wag still baged on the ageumption that we RAD medics would have our
tented field eurgery from which to function, a mile or ¢o behind the advancing troops, and
an ambulance to ferry profescionally stabiliced cagualties” back to a field hogpital. [n the
event none of our ,physical RAD equipment” arrived and <o it wag a rather brilliant foregight
of Doc Hugheg, because every gingle soldier wag himgelf ABE: The Airborne Firgt Aider !
Doc Hughes algo introduced the ,Rectal [nfugion’, a very delicate subject for hairy arsed
paratroopers’. Hereby the plastic tube of an infugion wag ingerted into the rectum of a
cagualty by hig buddy, the electrolyte golution then being abgorbed by the bowel... go the
theory. The gecond aim of thig wag in fact to convince every officer and goldier to carry
half a litre of ,Blood Volume Boogter Fluids', go that gpecially trained Combat Medicg would
be able to place a main line infugion” on the gpot. [+ wag utterly unrealictic that the RAD
should carry the entire stock of BUBF’s, hundreds of litreg ! What if our trangport broke
down or a gingle stray projectile punctured our container; exploding the entire supply ? Al
would be logt I Thig wag a brilliant manoeuvre by Doc Hughes. [n the event every soldier
gladly carried hig pereonal 5O0m| BUBF, morphine and several shell dresgings”. Some
soldiers later reported having drunk their BUBF to stave off thirst.

We medics and of courge Doc Hughes worked day and night, training ag many soldiers ag
posgible to look after each other. With just one doctor and six profesgional medics for up to
600 fighting men, we RAD medice were under no illugion about what lay ahead and of
how impoggible our tagk would become.

Initially we profesgional medics were Dr. Steven Hughes, Cpl Nigel Joneg, L/Cpl Bill Bentley,
Privates: Ohil Clegg, lan Davig, (rvine Gibgon and Mark Polkey. Doc Hughes had hig own
Signaller, Peter Hall. There wag aleo a Sqt Bradshaw, hig role wag resupply, which wag
sadly desperately inadequate and we never gaw him until the fighting wag over. Then there
wag our Padre: the Reverend David Cooper and hig bodyguard Tam Thornborrow who
would, for obvioug reagong, alwayg be cloge by us.
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Some of the goldiers who were chogen for advanced training ag ,Combat Medice” became
very close to ug. We would talk and practice our procedures late into the night with them
and we became ,a band of brotherg”. [t ig eafe to gay that [ loved gome of those guys more
than my own giblings. No, not any homo crap, brotherly love of the purest form !

When a helicopter crashed into the sea killing 20 of ite occupante, mostly SAS gsoldiers,
even we Parag became intengely aware of our own mortality. When we later went to
,Action Statione” becauge an enemy eubmarine had been detected in our area, | saw brave
men gilently erying. Paratroopers are of the Air and Land, not of Water and we were very,
very congcioug of our vulnerability and helplessness a thougand of mileg from land. [t takes
an incredible amount of gelf control to be silent and just hope that it ig your lucky day !

Not much factual news wag reaching ug junior-rank goldiers and rumourg were going around
like wildfiree. Some older genior-goldiers, even some genior-ranke, were acting ag if they
ruled the roost. [t ie at moments like thig that our Padre, David Cooper, came up trumps.
He alwayg had a story, a tale with a moral. [ don’t exactly recall when he told thig one, but
it hag alwayge stayed with me:

One freezing cold morning three gparrows were perched on a beam in a barn, they were all
at deathe door. With the firet ray of the morninge eunlight a cow awoke and had it
morning crap. One of the gparrows flew down and ate the lot. Now energiged it flew out
onto the roof and gang with joy.

The other two sparrows looked at each other in degpair. Then a second cow auoke and
had a crap and a gecond eparrow flew down and ate the lot. Then it joined the first
gparrow out on the roof and they sang with great delight.

The lagt gparrow wag degperate, alone and failing fast, when a third cow had ite morning
crap. Sweeping down he algo ate hig fill and joined the other two gparrows outide in the
aun. What happy chappies they were chirping loudly and dancing around on the roof.

A thousand feet above, a sparrow hawk wag looking for breakfagt and could hardly
overlook the noigy trio. Seconds later the gparrow hawk wag enjoying a fresh warm
breakfast.

The moral to thig tale is: [ you are full of hit, don’t sing about it !
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Everybody knew exactly what wag being gaid and many, realiging how they had been acting,
thought twice before again riding rough-shod over thoge with legg experience, knowing that
they themselves were being watched and that they, all too soon, would algo have to prove
themgelveg in battle.

Another spectacular soldier degerveg a mention here: the RSM (Regimental Sergeant
Major) Mal Simpson. He was very congpicuoug by hig invigibility. [ mean thig in the mogt
regpectful posgible termg. All soldiers know their RSM and he is usually ,the loudest,
meanegt son-of-a-biteh in the valley”. | can honestly cay that [ never noticed him ghouting.
He somehow carried out the many orders of Colonel H.Joneg without making a fugg about
it. The RSM ig arquably the third most important person in a regiment (Battalion). Firstly
the Colonel, secondly the Adjutant and thirdly the RSM. [t i the RSM that controle the
goldiere and to do thig, g0 well, and hardly be noticed ig quite remarkable.

Ag we got ever nearer to the Falkland lslandg the weather conditiong were certain, it would
be bitterly cold. Colonel H.Joneg ordered that ,every single soldier MUST wear or at least
carry hig army iesue long underwear®. Thig underwear wag utterly unfit for purpose, being
of hapeg and sizeg that fitted no human being. Thig niggled me ag some friends and [ had,
before embarkation, quickly bought much better alternatives. Cpl Nigel Joneg and [ decided
to protest about thig ,order’. [t's not a clever idea, provoking a man with Colonel H.Jone’s
temperament, a man who could literally have ug thrown overboard for mutiny !

The two of ug climbed into a single pair of long-johng, Nigel with both of hig lege in one leg
of the long-johng, me in the other. Then we pulled a gingle top over both of our bodieg, both
heads poking out through the enormoug neck hole. Each of ug holding the other with our
inner arm, our outer armg through the gleeves of the top. We then hopped to Colonel
H.Jone’s bunk and knocked on hig door.

When he saw ug he knew ingtantly exactly what we were telling him. A second later he gaid:
»,My order gtandg, every soldier mugt wear or carry hig army igsue underwear ... except
you two", he then ghut the door. We scarpered rather quickly.
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It had become clear that Irvine Gibgon and [ would team up ag buddies. We both had our
Ron Hill's running trougers which we would uge ag an alternative to the army igsue long-
johng. We also had our own running shoeg ingtead of the army isue road-slappers and we
made a pact: Should the battalion be over-run we would do our best to escape and attempt
to make contact with the iglanders. [f caught we would pretend to be holiday makers who
had been caught up in the war. [ know that Jimmy Laker and Chrig Byrne made the same
pact and we hoped, in quch an event, to meet up. [ feel certain that others aleo had their
own private plan B, but such plang of ,degertion” were sworn gecrete !

Our convoy of ghipg gailed on and on, training continued ag long ag pogsible, then everyone
prepared their equipment time and time again, just like before a parachute jump. The 24
hour warning order wag given, [ doubt that many could sleep. Then we were all ¢tood one
behind the other, moving down the long dark corridors. [t'e just like a night jump from an
aeroplane [ thought, then [ wag at the door, the ice cold air, a digpatcher aid ,go” and |
stepped out into the darknesg, into the unknoun.
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Chapter Three: The Bridge Head

Logically the BLC (Beach Landing Craft) was bobbing up and down on the waveg alongside
of the ship, <o timing wag critical go that the drop wag not too far. The landing craft wag
aleo moving towards or away from the ghip. At times you just have to have faith in others:
the digpatchere. For me all went well, two sturdy fellows caught me by the armg ag [ blindly
landed and they pughed me forwards, the next guy wag already landing behind me. One of
our men wag not 2o lucky, he fell between the ship and the landing craft and wag jnipped’
between the two. | suppose that buoyge cughioned the two iron giants from one another and
the equipment that he wag wearing would have given some padding. Neverthelegs hig hipe
were crushed and he wag out of the game. He wag hauled back on board, not our
regpongibility.

We were packed onto the landing craft very clogely, eventually ehe cast off from the ship
and moved into a formation, waiting while other landing craft were loaded. Pregumably the
Royal Navy were creating a distraction because shells could be seen arcing through the
night eky and enormoug explogions could be heard in the digtance. The aggembled landing
craft then headed for the beach, thie wag ,our D Day'.

Ag the ramp went down there wag a surge amongst the men, a chot wag fired, just one,
were we under sniper fire ? Somebody sereamed ,G0, GO’. [ had expected to be knee
deep in water. Many goldiers were in battle order” with just their weapong and webbing.
We medics had large heavy ruckeacke full of medical equipment. The water wag in fact hip
deep, then a wave hit me from behind lifting my rucksack and go pughing me forwardg, [ lost
my footing and my head wag forced under the ice cold gea water. My ruckeack by now
floating on my back prevented me from getting my feet back on the ground, then the wave
ebbed, [ found my feet in the godden ground and waded ag fast ag [ could towards the
ghore ag another BLC raced onto the beach a few yards to my left. Ahead there wag a
dimmed torch-light and [ headed for it and wag directed towardg the other medice.

We were all wet through, in a gingle line, expecting to move forwards any second, a minute
pasged, then another. [ decided to take off a boot and let the water out of my trouger leg,
wrang out my gock and replaced the boot ag quickly ag [ could. We moved forwards, then
gtopped again. [ quickly drained the other leg, wrang out my sock and replaced my boot.
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Lady luek wag smiling upon ug, it wag thankfully not an oppoged landing. During the
repeated gtops [ aleo drained my ruckeack and webbing equipment. We were carrying over
a hundred pounds (50 kg’e) without sea water, thank you very much.

At one gtop a medic wag called forwards, not me. [ have it on first hand authority that a
young soldier had had a nervous break down and the lad gimply refused to move any
further. Colonel H.Jones wag there and pulled out hig pigtol, pointed it at the young lad and
gaid ,march or die”. Other genior goldiers in the vicinity protested, giving the lad the chance
to recover hig nerve and get back in line. We were the first major unit o land and if thig
Bridge Head failed the entire war could be logt before it gtarted. Colonel H.Joneg wag not
going to let anything or anyone stop hig battalion from securing thig Bridge Head.

By dawn we had digperged into the surrounding mountaing. [t wag a long hard glog up to
our degignated position. We medice were located with HQ Company. On the first day two
goldiers turned up at our location with ,glight gunshot wounds”. They had both been grazed
by the bullet ;negligently fired” on the beach landing craft. Both goldiers refused to be
evacuated !

From firet light the enemy’e aircraft were continuougly attacking our ghipg down in the bay,
which became known ag ,Bomb Alley’. At firet our oldierg were trying to choot them down
with small-arme-fire, which had inevitable consequences. What wag fired from one mountain
came back down on the next mountain. We were in danger of shooting each other !
Everyone wag digging in ag best we could, two men 1o a chell scrape, with ag much over-
head cover ag posgible. Now there wag a feeling of helplesgness, not firing at the aircraft
for fear of shooting a comrade. [t did however not take long for the air defence lads to get
get up and make life hard for the enemy pilots.

They must have been very dedicated pilote, becauge they came in wave after wave,
suecessfully bombing geveral of our ghipg cauging havoe for thoge on board. Fortunately for
ug our landing site had been well chogen, the go called mountaing around San Carlog Water
were not very high. Bombg dropped from aircraft have to be above a certain height to avoid
the blagt of the bomb from overtaking the aircraft and go destroying it !
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For this safety reagon, bombg dropped at too low an altitude would not ,arm themgelveg'.
Thig meant that the enemy pilote flew in hugging the (low) mountain tops to avoid being
targeted by our ground to air defence rockete. Some goldiers simply could not resict
blagting away at thege ,oh g0 cloge targets” with their emall arme weaponry, in gpite of the
obvioug danger to their own comrades.

The enemy pilote then had to climb cteeply to avoid thie emall arme fire and to achieve their
required bomb-releage-height. The higher that they climbed the eagier a target they were for
our cannong, gung and rockets. Several jets were shot out of the sky, exploding in great
balls of fire. Many other aircraft were hit and damaged and go presumably never made it
back to their own bageg. Some did not climb high enough and <o, although their bombg hit
their target, the bombg were ;not armed’, landing ag a very dangeroug piece of gcrap metal
but not exploding. So geveral of our ships had ;unexploded and unstable bombs® on them,
neverthelese eggential work continued ag normal, in gpite of the imminent danger.

One night HMS Antelop exploded, she wag torn apart, the deafening noige vibrating
throughout the mountaing, more self detonating explosiong followed, hours later She sank
before our eyes. Can there be a more digturbing gight, knowing with certainty that comrades
had just been evaporated. No bomb that we had ever geen in Northern [reland had anything
like thig magnitude !

Out at gea our chipg were aleo reqularly under attack. Several shipg, including the Atlantic
Conveyor, were gunk and <o our entire ,physical RAD', ag such, wag lost along with mogt
of our helicopters etc.. Thig wag a gevere blow.

Our own jets were aleo doing all they could to ward off the attackers, but we were all a
very long way from home !

Now all that we medics had wag that medical equipment that we had carried in on the beach
landing. The cold weather and the fact that many soldierg had not, ag [ had, rigked draining
their boote juet after the beach landing, were now suffering from trench foot, foot rot and or
frost bite. Just being there, doing nothing, wag wearing many of the lade down.

Word came through that we would goon be advancing to confront the enemy at Port
Darwin & Goose Green, what a relief !
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Ag the next day darkened we get off almogt reaching our forming up point when, for

whatever reagon, we had to return back to our previoug positiong at the Bridge Head. The
very next evening we get off again. [t wag eagier thig time ag we had a much better
undergtanding of the lay of the land. For us medics it wag just a cage of following those in
front of ug, treating the odd injured pergon, then catching up again. The only reagonable
way to move in thig terrain wag one behind the other, for sure there wag a gpear-head at
the front covering the flanke. Thig formation became known ag ,The Airborne Snake'.
Silently , Tabbing’ (Tactical Advance to Battle) at high epeed.

By now we medics had become used to working well together in pairg, myself & [rvine
Gibson, Phill Clegg & Mark Bolkey, lan Davig & Nigel Jones. But becauge we now had no
Jphysical RAD Doc Hughes had worked out a new strateqy. Somehow he had convinced
Colonel H.Jones & Brigade HQ that 1o give reagonable medical support for the attack on
Port Darwin & Googe Green we needed a second doctor and two more men. [t could not
have worked out better our former boge: Doctor Rory Wagon wag with the Tagk Force and
g0 he wag posted to ug. Each doctor would now lead a medical team, making ug more
flexible. However it wag only possible for Doc Wagon to reach ug ag the attack on Port
Darwin & Googe Green wag already underway.

The A team: Doc Hugheg, Signaller Hall, Myself, [rvine Gibson, Phill Clegg & Mark Dolkey.
The B team: Doc Wagon, Signaller Hamer, Nigel Joneg, lan Davie & Hank Hood.

Hank, although not a professional medic and with no previous medical experience, had been
trained ag a Combat Medic during our journey south. He wag attached to ug to make up
numberg. [n fact, Hank had a hearing problem and wag technically not allowed to serve on
the front line. [n theory, with a conventional RAB he would have been nowhere near the ,big
bange’.

Now on our gecond night out from our bridge-head pogitiong, again very cloge to our
forming up point, we were informed that the BBC had already broadcast on the World News
that ,2 Dara are already in action at Googe Green”. Colonel H.Jones wag furioug, what
treachery !
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We were now forced to lay up all day while our commanders worked out what to do. We
medice were working hard all day, out doing ;houge calle’, enguring that every man wag
battle fit. [n doing thie we misged our requpply of rationg. Oh well, our load now lighter than
we had wanted.

A Land Rover with enemy goldiers in it wag ambughed by one of our patrole. Two of the
enemy were wounded, additional prigonerg were taken and the vehicle captured.

Ag darknesg fell we moved up into our forming up positiong, rested ag best we could,
obviougly no fires and no warm brews, waiting for the order to advance to contact. Thig
wag already our third night on ,tactical hard routine and the fighting had not even etarted.

Chapter Four: The battle for Port Darwin & Googe Green

The order came through and we tactically advanced to contact.

We were moving along the track which the Land Rover had uged, indicating that it had not
been mined. Our Artillery and Royal Navy chipg were suddenly firing, their shells pagging
low over our heads. The rugh of air wag like a train racing pagt, trying to suck ug from the
ground, then the awesome explogiong ag the shells landed just a couple of hundred meterg
ahead of us.

Moving on we heard what turned out to be horges galloping. Perhaps it wag thig that had
aleo alerted the enemy to our presence, whatever, within seconds we came under heavy and
accurate enemy artillery and gniper fire. The choe wag now on the other foot, we were now
aleo being bombed and shot at.

Doc Hughes wag convinced that a sniper had targeted him perconally, but more likely he
wag jugt shooting at anything that he could see, ,keep your head down® wag my tip.
Clearly our approach along the track had been anticipated and a ‘defensive fire plan” had
obviously, previougly, been meagured up awaiting our arrival. We were now ,in their killing
zone’ and gomeone had o give the order to gpread out. Not an eagy decigion ag one could
just ae well ageume that the gideg of the track had been mined. After a short wait, [ am
gometimeg an impatient beggar, |, a Lance Corporal, took the initiative over my many
superiore and gave the order to gpread out.
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Which wag just ag well ag the track became a death trap just a few seconds later. Whether
the gides of the track were mined, we will never know, perhapg the frozen ground had
prevented a complete dicagter. Soon Doc Hughes took control and we moved forward into
eome dead ground on the right of the track. Here we found ourelveg directly behind ,0
Company’. Ahead of ug on the upward glope the battle wag raging and casualties were
goon being brought down the hill to ug, a group of medics and gtill only one doctor, with
what little equipment we had been able to carry in our rucksacke.

One young goldier had been dragged down to our location, Baz Grayling had been ghot in
hig water bottle which had exploded, probably breaking hig hip. There were no obvioug
bleeding wounds, o he wag sedated and placed to one side for a cag-e-vac (casualty
evacuation), whenever that might be posgible. We did not have suitable gplinting equipment
for quch injuries, that had all been logt at gea ingide the Atlantic Conveyor.

[t would in any event not have been reagonable to do such a procedure under thoge
conditions. [t wag soon obvious that under thege circumgtances we medice moving up to
the cagualties would be lesg traumatic for the cagualties than them coming to down ue.
Their comradeg fill being in the thick of the fighting could not really help them. [t wag the
atretcher bearerg (the cooke, bottle wagherg, bandamen, etore-men ete.) who were going
forward and dragging the wounded from where they had fallen ! [rvine Gibgon (Gibo) and
heard the call for a medic and o we found a young goldier writhing in pain. The PT Sgt,
acting ag a stretcher bearer, had somehow dragged him thug far down the hill. In the dark
we could not identify the goldiers injury and go [ persuaded the BT Sgt to shine hig torch
onto the cagualty. The OT Sgt wag horrified at the thought of lighting up the darknesg while
the battle raged just ahead of and above ug. Neverthelesg, uging hig own body to screen the
light from the direction of the battle, he did ag [ had requested. We were then able to identify
that thig young lad had algo been shot in hig webbing, the bullet had ripped through hig
equipment, travelled along the ingide of hig belt and had come to rest exactly in hig umbilicus.
Clearly the lad wag shocked and bruiged and he had a half decent burn from the heat of the
bullet, but ag [ could find no bleeding injury and there were obviougly no broken boneg, |
wanted to send him back to hig platoon. After all they were still in the heat of the battle !
Doc Hugheg wag more sympathetic and had the lad made ready for cag-e-vac., for a

proper check-up at Ajax Bay.
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(This young goldier rejoined ug before the battle for Wirelees Ridge where he wag then
killed).

The fighting moved forward ahead of ug, but we remained on the reverge glope where it wag
much more realigtic to treat the cagualtieg than on the battlefield itself.

During quiet momente we tried to take a nap but the bitter cold made thig almogt
impoggible. We had no more than a poncho to keep the frogt at bay and nothing to protect
ug from the ground cold. We had carried ingulation mate and gleeping bagg, but these had
been given to the early cagualties.

Ag dawn broke, leaving our ruckeacke to identify ,Our Lines and The RAD” we went
forward in light order to search for our migging comrades.

The Padre agked me to go with him, he had found Gaz Bingley. The Padre and [ carried in
our firet dead body. Gaz had been a friend of mine back in Northern [reland. He and Baz
Grayling had attacked a machine-gun pogition eliminating it, at a price.

Baz had been ghot through the head, the bullets had ripped the back of hig head off and
literally blown hig brain out. While carrying hig body back into our lineg, in a poncho, with
every step his head kept banging against my knee giving off a ‘hollow echo like a dry
coconut’, a sengation that ig not eagy to forget.

Somebody told me that Tony Cork, another friend of mine from the N... tour, wag wounded
and over there, waving with hig hand to indicate the direction. [ went out, thie time with
Mark Polkey. Mark and [ decided to split up, the area to cover wag considerable and time
wag critical to the urvival of our friendg and comrades. [ goon became aware of someone
gitting or erouching, about a hundred metres ahead of me. Looking for cover [ saw a trench
and ran to it and jumped in. [n the bottom of the trench there wag obviously someone hiding
under a poncho. Instinctively [ fired a long buret of SMG (Sub Machine Gun), luckily past
my own feet, info who or whatever wag under the poncho. [t wag then ag if | wag treading
on a water-bed with lumpg in it. [ quese [ wag shocked, springing back out | again moved
towards the crouching figure. Then [ saw another trench and moved into cover there. Here
there wag a geverely wounded Argentinian goldier who wag uncongcious and dying. Just
50 meterg ahead of me wag the gtill unidentified erouching figure.
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Wag it my friend Tony or perhapg another migging comrade, maybe it wag another enemy
soldier 2 I Should [ help thie uncongcious enemy goldier and perhaps rigk being shot by the
unidentified crouching figure 2 If that figure wag Tony, would he die while [ wag treating
thig stranger ? The seconds were ticking away, the enemy soldier gpluttered, coughed up
fregh arterial blood and died.
Again moving forward towardg the erouching figure, [ realiged that he wag in fact algo an
enemy soldier. [ moved quickly and cautiougly towards him and ag he made no aggressive
gestures [ wag algo not aggressive towards him. In front of me wag a young Argentinian
goldier, he had been ghot through the lower leg and wag in deep shock. The youngster had
no weapon at hand and go, without treating him, [ hoigted him up over my shoulder, a
claggical fireman’e lift, and carried him into our own lines. Looking back this wag quite a
rigk ag he would have been looking down onto my bayonet, in ite belt holster, and it would
have been fairly eagy for him to have drawn it and stabbed me in the back. Again Lady
Luck wag with me.

Somebody elee indicated to me that my migging friend Tony wag ,over there’.

(Looking back: how could o many comradeg have known where Tony wag, when nobody
had brought him in ?)

Thig time [ found Tony’s dead body alongside the body of another of our young soldiers
lying directly next to him. [t wag obvioug that Tony had been injured first and that the
youngeter had gone to hig aid. The shell dresging and the position of the bodies wag
unmigtakable.

They had then both obviously taken a prolonged burst of machine-gun fire that had made a
real mess. Out of regpect for the youngster [ choge to carry him in first, for hig having tried
to help my friend Tony. Laying down next to the younggter, [ took both of hie armg up over
my shoulderg and staggered to my feet, ag [ did thig the youngster just rolled to the side and
back to the ground. [ wag gtill holding hig right arm over my own shoulder. Spreading my
own poncho out on the ground, { rolled hig body onto it and dragged him back towards the
makeshift RAL. Somebody came out to meet me and helped me to drag his body the rest of
the way. One comrade then tried to tell me that Tony had tried to rescue the ;new lad and
that he wag a hero. [ had been there and geen the evidence and equashed that rumour
ingtantly. [+ wag the ;new lad® that had tried to gave Tony, no question !
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| degperately needed a break, we had nou been moving in extreme conditiong for three and
a half dayg. [had to agk two other oldiere to go out and bring Tony’s dead body back,
while [ had a brew and tried to take a nap.

| awoke to obvioug confugion. Doc Hugheg wag getting ready to go forward and attend to
Colonel H.Joneg who had been ghot. The RSM (Regimental Sergeant Major) would brief ug
and [ should bring up the rest of the A Team Medics at the double. The B Team Medics,
now with doctor Rory Wagon had received other orders and had already departed whilst [
wag agleep.

The RSM told me to take forward ag much ammunition and weaponry ag posible, <o |
staghed my SMG in my ruckeack and grabbed a GOMG (Beneral Purpose Machine Gun)
and ag much ammunition for it a¢ [ could carry. My own load wag well in excess of 120 lbe
(60 kg’e) my buddy Gibo wag similarly loaded and he wag wrapped with more belted
ammunition for my GPMG. We two went on ahead of Phil & Mark. “Just follow the track’
wag our only ingtruction.

The noige of battle just ahead of ug wag 2o loud that we didn’t hear the Pucara, a ground-
attack/ fighter-aircraft approaching, firing directly at ug, until we saw the ground around ug
being ripped up. [ immediately returned fire from the hip with the GPMG but the gun goon
jammed becauge [ wag by then firing almost directly overhead. Gibo raced to help me, to
feed the qun, but he fell to the ground like a stone. The Bucara flew pagt ug and [ moved to
help Gibo. Luckily, he had not been wounded by the Pucara’s cannong, but had tripped and
wag winded by the weight of hig load landing on top of him.

We looked for the Pucara which wag, by then, shooting down one of our helicopters about
half a mile away. ([ later learned that the helicopter pilot, Lt Richard Nunn, wag killed and
hig Crewman Sergeant Bill Belcher wag severely injured).

[ saw Tam Thornborrou, who had also engaged the Pucara and [ got a glimpse of the
captured Land Rover ferrying ammunition to the fighting troops, now just ahead of ug.

[Immediately upon our arrival at A Company’s position we were relieved of our GPMG and
ite ammunition and o [ now felt quite naked with just my SMG. At the very next
opportunity | took an SLR (Self-Loading Rifle). [t wag from the hande of a dead Marine
Corporal and | wondered what he wag doing here, wearing a Green Beret.
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(It later trangpired that ,Airborne-Marine-Engineer, Cpl Mike Melia had been tagked to
check that the bridges which we had to croge were not mined and to deal with other
explogive dangers. He had then advanced with A Company, Rip Mike).
All medicg of the A Team followed suit, picking up SLR’s from our fallen comrades and
ditching their SMG’s. At the first opportunity we checked that our new weapong were
hitting what we aimed at. Mine wag gpot on and would serve me well.

We found Doc Hugheg and Peter Hall who had gone forwards with him, Colonel H.Jones
wag already dead. Otherg degperately needed our attention and, having assisted a couple of
cagualties, | became aware that one of the young platoon Combat Medics, Paul Shorrock,
with whom [ had become very cloge during the training on our long journey south, needed
urgent help. Paul had been shot some hourg earlier and he had lost a lot of blood and,
although he had been patched up by otherg, he wag algo in danger of freezing to death when
we found him. Our dilemma wag: wag it more important to replace hig loge of blood with
cold BUBF’s and hope that it would not kill him, or just hold hig hand 2 There wag no way
to warm him up, hig pulee wag very weak - we decided to give him a main line infusion. We
medice each alwayg carried one bag of BUBF under our smock to prevent it from freezing.
Gibo ripped open hig own ghirt and placed an infugion bag againet hig naked body to try to
take off the chill, while [ placed the infugion needle into Paulg arm. [t wag a moment g0
desperately full of emotion that [ can only compare it with the delivery of my own two
daughters into this world. We evacuated Paul on the next available helicopter, regardlegs of
medical priorities ! Paul qurvived ag did, luckily, all other cagualties who were alive when we
reached them.

Another young platoon Combat Medic, Steven Tuffen, had been shot through the head. A
equirt of hig brain wag vicible on the back of hig head, like toothpaste that had been
squeezed out of a tube. [ did not congider that he could posgibly eurvive and told Ohil Clegg
& Mark Polkey to ,give him a lot of morphine’ (which wag intended to allow him to glip away
without undue suffering). Doc Hughes thought however that he could have a chance. Steve
Tuffen had been aleo shot some hours earlier, Doc gaid: ,|f the damage to hig brain had
affected thoge parte of the brain regpongible for eurvival, he would already be dead ! That
he ig ofill alive indicates that he can be gaved and go with help from our Doc, Phil and Mark,
Steve Tuffen aleo eurvived.
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The day pasged with moments of intense action and quiet momente. During a heavy
barrage, [ found myself sharing a shell crater with our padre, what a guy !

[f anything put me off him it wag the extra long spade that he carried, juet in cage he had to
Jdig a quick grave’. He always had a story or a quick joke like ‘not being fusey about who |
have to bury” and ,,| would be proud to do you the favour®. Well thanke, Padre !

Steadily the row of our own dead bodies grew and at some point my good friend Chuek
Hardman’s body wag brought in. Chuck wag a typical loud mouthed sawn-off-Jock. But he
wag, in my eyes, a brilliant goldier, a warrior of the first grade. | earched hig dead body
expecting to find terrible woulds, wounds worthy of killing a warrior of hig calibre, but there
wag just a tiny gpot of blood behind hig left ear where a projectile had entered hig head and
turned hig lights out. [ dregsed him ag smartly ag [ could and wrapped him in his poncho.
Rigor Mortice had get in and hig armg were simply not willing to be wrapped alongside hig
body. | became upget that somebody would have to break hig armg to put him in a body bag
to evacuate him. [ lovingly wrapped him up ag best [ could and pauged in thought. We were
not getting any ugeful medical re-gupplies, boxeg arrived but they were full of itemg needed
in a static eurgical RAD totally unsuitable for front line uge I We were all dead tired,
hungry, even eating biscuits ete. from the pockets of the dead, friend and foe alike, and the
ammunition wag running out. The colonel wag dead along with a growing row of officers
and men, the enemy’e artillery had ug pinpointed, thinge were looking pretty degperate !
Thig wag all just too much, [ confege that [ broke down and cried.

Bob Cole, an experienced and trusted soldier, a Corporal from Rodney Troop, back in N,
came gtaggering down from the cregt of the hill towards ug, hig bayonet fixed from some
previoug engagement, he told Doc Hughes that yet another platoon Combat Medic, Chopey
Gray and another friend of mine, again from Rodney Troop: Tony Teigh, were both severely
wounded on the other side of the hill. Doc Hughes looked at me, he wag very conscioug of
what [ had already done and [ know that he would have chogen to take on thig miggion
himgelf, if only he could; [ heard mygelf volunteering.

Bob led me up the hill, through our own front line, then over the hill. He pagged through a
gap in a stone wall.
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There he ingtantly opened fire on two enemy soldiers about (5 meterg away. [ aleo

breeched the gap and opened fire. By the time [ came up level with Bob, he wag thrusting
hie bayonet into the second goldier, the firet wag already mogt definitely dead.

We then cautiously moved on to the forward clope, creeping down a emall depresgion, to a
point where Bob could point out the cagualties to me. They were about 25 meters away,
fully expoged to the enemy down in Googe Green. [ told Bob to await the regcue party and
then to creep over to ug on my signal. [ erept over to Tony and Chopsy. Tony told me to
Jlook after Chopay firet, he ig in a bad way™ ! Chopsy had gone back to rescue Tony who
had been ghot through the arm and, in 2o doing, had himelf been hit “full on” by a mortar
bomb. Thig had utterly shattered one leg, the Tibia wag gone ! The other leg wag obviously
broken and he wag full of fragmentation. | quickly decided that it would not be posgible to
deal with all of thig on the gpot and <o | opted to amputate the remaing of the shattered
lower leg. By now gomebody had become aware of my presence and bullete were
“pfloping” into the goft ground around us. [ placed a tourniquet on Chopay’s thigh and
gevered the remaing of hig lower leg with my Swige Army knife, <o that [ could place a
stump bandage. Chopsy just cringed into the ground, into the crater cauged by the
explogion, which wag already drenched with hig own blood. That sweet gickly emell of blood
blended with the cordite burnt flegh and fregh earth ig unforgettable !

The incoming fire wag by now increaging and <o, turning to help Tony. [ gave the gignal to
Bob 1o come and get Chopay. | wag expecting perhaps four stretcher bearers to creep over
to us. However, a young captain had taken command of the regcue party and he had
decided to rugh in, grab both of the wounded and bolt for cover, which ie exactly what
happened.

When the enemy gaw a group of men rughing from cover, all hell broke looge. The ground all
around ug wag being peppered with bullete. [ remember placing Chopsy’e severed leg on the
atretcher then suddenly they were all ten metreg ahead of me. The ground between ug then
erupted, it wag alive ! [ have often seen the go called beaten zone’ of machine-gun-fire out
on the firing ranges, especially out in the degert and on open water. Now we were at the
receiving end and | watched it, at very close quarters, chage the rescue party up the hill.

[ decided to play dead where [ wag. To have followed the otherg would have been suicide.
After what seemed to be an efernity the rescue party reached the cregt of the hill and
safety, then the incoming fire faded away. [f a plan works, it wag the right plan on the day !
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Ag dugk came in | elowly gathered my medical equipment together and ag many of the left
behind weapong and ammunition, dropped by the rescue party, a¢ [ could carry and, in the
now almost darknegs, made my way back up the hill.

[ became concerned that [ did not know the pageword to re-enter our lineg. Thig however
wag not a problem, the lads had seen everything that had happened and welcomed me with
open armg. When [ agked: what ig the paseword ? Somebody gaid: ,who careg, when we
challenge: who goeg there 2 If the angwer ie Que 2 We shoot the bagtard”. [ arrived back
over the hill just in time to gee Chopey and Tony still waiting for a helicopter evacuation.
When the helicopter landed, we placed Chopay’s stretcher in the pod on the outside of the
helicopter, but we could not get the pods lid to cloge. [ then realiced that Chopsy still had hig
webbing on and that the gpade that he carried wag preventing the pod lid from cloging.

| eat Chopay up to remove hig shoulder harnese and o his webbing equipment and the
gpade, that’e when he gaw the remaing of hig own leg lying acrose the end of the stretcher.
He stared at me, or rather straight through me. [ gave him a hug, asgured him he’d be ok,
pregsed him back down, cloged the pod and waved 1o the pilot 1o take off. Enemy artillery
had geen the helicopter landing and were again making things most uncomfortable.

The other medics were all still very busy, Doc Hughes wag up at HQ. [ made a brew and
wanted to take a nap when Doc Hughes came down from HQ, Bagha ! (my nickname) he
caid, (we were by now on firet name terme), | have a job for you. Shortly a helicopter will
arrive and [ want you to go and collect some wounded. He gave me a glip of paper with a
grid reference on it. The helicopter arrived, [ jumped in and gave the pilot the piece of paper.
He plotted it and gaid thig is wrong, it can’t be right | Check with HQ [ replied. A few
gecond later he eaid fagten your seat belt. We took off in total darknesg, without any flight
safety lights on, and flew up and over the hill, along the crest of which our troopg had gone
to ground. We were now flying in full gight of Googe Green, shielded only by the darknese.
[ did not take long before we came under enemy fire, but neither the pilot nor the co-pilot
seemed to notice it. The helicopter wag taking gome direct hite and [ wag feeling pretty
uncomfortable, go [ undid my seat belt and slapped the pilot on the shoulder, pointing out the
gun flagheg. The helicopter immediately lurched to the left, climbing in a hard turn away
from the qunfire.
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Then suddenly it wag chaotic wrenching in all directiong, [ wag being thrown around like a
gtone in a tin can, uncertain if we had cragh landed, but thie geemed to go on for ageg, then
just ag suddenly we were flying calmly again and [ quickly put my seat belt back on. We
were now back on our gide of the hill, but our miggion wag to collect cagualtieg gtill on the
other ,unfriendly side of the hill"
(Ilearned many years later that the pilot had effectively done a ,U turn’ to escape the enemy
qun fire. Then he had comehow seen a gecond helicopter racing head on towards ug and
both pilote had to take instant evagive action to avoid a mid air colligion. This second
wrenching manoeuvre had degtabilised our helicopter and he had to gtruggle with the
controls to prevent it from craghing into the hillsidle.
The gecond helicopter had been gent to agsist the firet in picking up the cagualties, ag wag
our miggion. After thig near digaster he flew back to bage. [ quess that’s jugt one of the
dangerg of flying without eafety lights.)
My pilot however flew once more over the hill. The lads on the ground, who needed the
cag-e-vac, were doing all they could to very discretely identify themgelves with a dimmed
torch light and, ag luek would have i, we gpotted them. Cautiously landing amongst a group
of goldiers [ jumped out. The lads on the ground immediately piled their wounded mateg into
the back of the tiny helicopter. Three cagualties were squeezed into the two back geate,
another one from each gide sat on their feet. One in each pod on the outside, but there wag
otill one lad in a wheelbarrou gcreaming, he had been gut shot. The co-pilot, by now
gtraddling the cagualty pod on hig gide of the helicopter, like me, trying to coordinate the
loading of the cagualties, indicated to put the gut shot soldier in his own geat I He remained
outside, straddling the pod, and then the helicopter tried to take off, but it wag clearly
masgively overloaded. A couple of ug rughed to the pods and tried to lift the helicopter into
the air, more of our ladg came to help, a¢ many ag would fit and could find a grip, we
heaved and heaved, trying to lift the overloaded helicopter from the ground. Somebody
coordinated the action, one-two heave, he screamed, one-two heave. The propeller wag
whizzing away at full reve juet above our heads. One-two heave, one-two heave. The
helicopter wag vibrating violently, the engine rewving like crazy, burning fuel. One-two
heave, one-two heave, suddenly she started to climb and with a last push upwards she took
off vanighing into the night eky.
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[ wag ¢till on the ground and now had to make my escape with the fighting goldiers. They
had taken any number of prigonerg and we till had some walking wounded, though one big
welshman had to be carried on a stretcher.

The prigonerg were ordered to carry Taffy at the shoulder and we get off up the hill towards
our own lines. There were fireg all over the place. The enemy had dropped Napalm earlier
in the day, our goldiere had annihilated the School Houge and it wag still burning. Aircraft
had been ghot down causing fireg, not to mention the artillery from both sideg, flareg,
grenadeg etc. etc.. Ag [ caught glimpses of the procession silhouetted againet the varioug
fireg it seemed like [ wag a part of gome gort of medieval funeral ceremony, very spooky !

[ wag unbelievably tired, exhausted, hungry, [ just followed the man in front ag best [ could.
That [ wag aleo suppoged to have been guarding the prisoners wag wighful thinking.
Eventually we were back on the ,eafe side of the hill'. The Padre gave me a cup of tea and |
fell agleep.

All too goon [ wag woken up, it wag my stag, this wag to be my only real guard duty of the
war. We were guarding the prisonerg down by the burning gorse. The prigoners had
huddled ag near to the fireg ag posgible to try and stave off the bitter cold. [ noticed that
one group had moved away and left one of their comrades very cloge to the fire. [ went
over to see if he wag ok, but he wag dead. [ called to one of the guards to help me and ag
we lifted the body away from the fire hig arme just came off, he wag cooked through ! We
placed hig body in a trench and cast some earth on him. We also hugged very cloge to the
fireg, scalding on the one side, freezing on the other. Watching the priconers with one eye,
dleeping with the other.

My stag was eventually over and [ went up the hill to gpeak to Doc Hughes and agked him
if the overloaded helicopter had made it back to Ajax Bay, he reported that all wag well.
Then [ told him about the crazy flight that we had had. He wag very impregsed and reported
thig to Major Keeble, who wag now our Acting Commanding Officer. The pilot: Captain
John Greenhalgh wag later decorated with the Digtinguished Flying Crose for thig and other
daring regcue miggiong.

The Padre wag there again with a mug of tea which he gladly shared with me. He briefed
me on what the morrow would bring. Major Keeble had sent a couple of captured
Argentinian Soldiers back to their position with an ultimatum: they should gurrender !
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To help them make up their mind, we were to use up much of our remaining ammunition
doing a fire power demongtration, we were to get our firet Harrier support and congiderably
more Navy Gung and Artillery eupport than had to date been available. Frankly [ thought
that Keeble wag nuts, ag mad ag H.Jones had been and [ went off to try and gleep, to
forget the madnegs.
[ wag woken up by the incredible noige of the fire power demonstration and made my way
up to the ridge to watch, man oh man wag it impregsive !
Everything that the combined services could muster wag thrown into a emall area just out
side of Googe Green. [t did not take the enemy long to decide to surrender. Major Keeble
had gambled all on one card and won !!' [ geriously doubt that we could have continued to
fight and win, hig wag the only way to victory. Hig plan saved a great many lives on both
gideg, he ig the man that degserved the credit for winning the battles of Bort Darwin and
Booge Green ! God blegs you Chrig.

At around thig time [ again saw Bob Cole, hig bayonet still fixed and ready. A Warrant
Officer who [ did not recognige wag algo there and he said ,,Corporal Cole, that bayonet
looke rather dangeroug™ Bob aid ,you're fucking right it ie®, the Warrant Officer went hig
way without further comment.

Helicopters were by now landing, bringing in ever more ,back seat heroeg” and the Prege
and they were congratulating everyone who’s path they crosged. The OC A Company
suddenly appeared and ordered me and my fellow medics to ,immediately clean up the area,
you have left all of thoge bloody bandages and junk laying around, it's a diggrace” he gaid.

[ am of the opinion that he had completely logt the plot and ignored hig stupid order !

[ rushed back down the hill to grab my by now depleted rucksack. Doc Hughes wag trying
to digguade some reporterg from photographing our dead. Thege bastard vultures had been
unwrapping the bodieg of our dead. My friend Chuek Hardman, our dead former
Commanding Officer: Lt. Colonel H.Jones (who wag awarded a posthumous Victoria Crogg),
Captaing Wood and Dent and our other fallen comrades, just to get some gengational
photographe. Doc Hugheg shouted o me stop them Bagha L, gtop them !

[ understood thig 1o be a direct order and ingtantly pregented mygelf right in front of them
and, in my best Junior Squadron Sergeant Major’s parade square voice, screamed EH !
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[ had their atfention and go [ then gaid, clearly and loudly and ag an order with pauses: ,if
you touch one more body, one more time, you will be laying there ,dead' next to them in one
gecond”. [ mugt have looked very convineing because they scurried away like fleeing rate,
apparently finding something elge more interesting. Because of my personal intervention
there were no Prese Photographg in the newspapers or on television, from the battlefields of
Port Darwin and Googe Green, to torture the familieg of our heroic fallen brothers.

Of this [ am very proud !

We again wrapped our dead in their groundsheets. [ gathered the lads together, Doc
Hughes had a photograph of the ,A Team" taken:

A picture says a thousand wordg:

Do note that all four medice from the A Team were sporting SLR’e, having ditched our
SMG’e. My SLR wag in green camouflage, taken from Cpl Mike Melia - Royal Marines

[ wag algo the only pergon who wore a ,red crogg armband’ throughout.

From left to right:

Peter Hall, Tam Thornborrow, Myself, Doc Hugheg, Mark Polkey, Phil Clegg, [rvin Gibson.

Picture courtey of Paradata
Together we then crosged the ridge, proudly wearing our red berets, and we moved quickly
down towardg Googe Green. Just before paseing what wag left of the school house we
pasged three more of our own dead: Lt Jim Barry, Cpl Baul Sullivan and L/Cpl Nigel Smith,
who had been killed in the infamoug ,White Flag incident’. RiO lade
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The Argentiniang were by now pouring out of a large hanger and lining up, the count on the
day wag around 200 prigoners of war. They then laid down their weapong and
aurrendered. Thig wag a gight to be geen and a great relief !
The enemy were truly urpriged to see g0 few of ug taking their surrender, during the day
helicopters brought in a few fresh troops to help guard the prigoners. Our own fighting men
were till out in the cud playing goldiers.

We had attacked with about 450 front line fighting men (Mortar-men, Medicg, &
Stretcher-bearers included). We had defeated an enemy of almost three timeg our number.
8 of our brothers were Killed [n Action, 64 more were wounded/ injured.

Numberg vary somewhat from the other side, but about 50 of their goldiere were KIA and
about 130 more were wounded. More than a thougand were taken Origoner of War.

[ especially want 1o praige our own Mortar Blatoon who throughout the battle did a truly
super human job. Although under regular enemy counter bombardments, they were able to
move a couple of their mortar tubeg forward, to better support our advance. Thig meant
that they had to man-haul tong of bombg ag fagt ag humanly poseible to their own
advanced location. Algo the REMF’s, the atretcher bearerg, who were made up of anybody
who wag not dedicated to fighting on the front, it wag thege men who <o often enabled ug
medicg to ave liveg. [t went on the record that ,not a single cagualty who reached a
professional medic alive then died of his wounds®. The title Medic wag now an
expresgion of gratitude and honour and very highly respected !

Thig ig what O Company instille in our soldiers, such hard and mercilegs training is esgential
if civiliang want their army o win warg on their behalf.

The alternative ig to gurrender every time somebody wants to bully us or take away that
what ig ourg !l

One might agsume that now that the fighting wag over we could all take a well degerved
break, but nothing could be further from reality. Enemy Special Forces had been landed by
helicopter during the night and a counterattack seemed very realistic. So our fighting troopg
had to take up defensive positiong all around the village, ag opposed to just placing sentrieg.
Some of the lade had freed the civiliang who had been held captive in one of the buildings.
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We get up a medical center and immediately soldiers were queueing up with injuries and
ailmentg, ag opposed to wounds, needing treatment. That said one Sergeant had been
scratched by shrapnel during an early encounter and hig wound wag now festering, but he
refuged to be evacuated.

By the time [ came out into the fresh air again it wag already dugk. The nameg of our
;migeing presumed dead” were being banded about, yet another one was a good friend of
mine and | g0 wanted to gee him one lagt time.

Tam Mechan and [ had both been in Neleon Troop in NI.. Tam wag another sawn-off-Jock
with a big mouth, he wag not a great goldier, but he wag very funny.

No matter how difficult a situation wag he could make ug laugh and laughing ie a powerful
medicine againet gtregs, the soldiers constant companion. [ think everyone liked Tam !
While [ wag agking around if anybody knew where Tam wag, it wag snowing heavily again.
Over there, over there, over there wag the only answer that ever [ got. The gnow wag by
now thick on the ground and [ wag straying ever further away from the village. [ realiged
that thie wag crazy, | could bump into hostile forces, there could be mineg or unexploded
ammunitiong laying around, hidden under the enow, and [ wag dead beat, not thinking
clearly. Very downhearted [ went back to the village. There [ eaw our Padre and he told me
that Tam wag ,with others’ in a small enclogure. [ quickly found the enclosure where a row
of bodieg, perhaps six, were wrapped in ponchos, covered by thick snow. One by one |
carefully unwrapped each of the bodieg, but [ wag unable to recognige my little friend in
thege conditions and with their terrible wounds, <o | hugged each of them, gave each of
them a kisg, then wrapped them up again and headed back to the medical center. [ felt
better now, 'm eure [ had found him and eaid goodbye.

[ngide the medical center there wag some warm food and a hot brew, what luxury. Then |
went to sleep, [ have no idea where, just a space on the floor, more luxury - no wind, [ don’t
recall being cold that night, not like when gleeping during the pagt few daye. [ suppoge it
wag the next day when Doc Hughes told me to go to Port Darwin, another emall community
nearby. There [ wag to look after A Company. To be perfectly honegt [ have no recollection
of my time with them, there in Bort Darwin. However, we had obviougly had coniderable
resupplies of medical equipment because my ruckeack wag again bulging at the seame.
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Chapter Five: [n between the battles, Sir Trigtram & Sir Galahad

My next clear recollection wag that [ wag told to go with Major John Croseland, the OC of
B Company, with an asgault force to take the settlement of Bluff Cove. Major John
Croggland wag a former SAS goldier and he wag a legend even before we went down to the
Falklandg. [n battle he had proved to be the perfect leader, hig men loved and admired him
and [ wag honoured to be joining ;hig team” and hig ,chogen men’ on thig operation.

[ took a photograph of the mighty Chinook Helicopter ag she came in to land on the crest of
the hill just above us.

Somebody came around with mortar bombg, everybody must take two bombg, we all knew
that we would be out on a limb on thig job and we all well knew the value of our mortare.
Even go, it simply wag not poseible to don my ruckeack without the help of two mateg, such
wag the weight, we all helped each other. Then we streamed up the ramp into the Chinook,
her engines running. [t wag dark outside, but it wag even darker ingide and we squeezed
ever tighter together. | quspect it wag thig tightnese that etopped many a lad from falling
over under the weight of our load.



Page 36

The flight wag not long, and it wag a great relief to get back out into the fresh air. [ stayed
on the mortar bage line while the fighting troops entered the gettlement. Fortunately there
were no enemy pregent, go we ecured the village until reinforcements arrived the next day

The precige order of things over the next couple of dayg is very vague. At one point | wag
in the sheepsheads at Fitzroy. [wag on a BLC (Beach Landing Craft) with our CO Major
Keeble. Then [ wag again at Bluff Cove. At some point family Killmartin very generously
invited ug medicg to ,tea’ Diann had herself been a nurse and wag very sympathetic to our
cause and needs. Then, we medicg had just get up a medical center in a building near the
Cove when another medical team turned up and demanded that we leave, they wanted our
room ! Doc Hughes wag arquing with their boeg who wag a far genior rank.

We had just repacked our rucksacks and were waiting outgide. [ didn’t even have my boots
on, just my training ehoeg which [ glept in or wore whilet drying my boote.

The familiar gound of jets racing pagt followed ingtantly by several enormous explosiong
shattered the peace. [ had not even been aware that we had chipg in the harbour and they
were now ablaze, ingtantly repeatedly gelf-exploding. [t seemed that everybody wag rughing
down to the Cove 1o help and [ could see that it would goon be very crowded down there.
Helicopters goon arrived and began fighing the survivors out of the burning water, but it
wag almost imposgible for them to off load their precious cargo amonggt the crowd. Where
then to take the cagualtieg, where were the medice

[ realiced that from the cliff top we would be much cloger to the chipg, o [ led whoever wag
till around me along the coast line, along the cliff top, to the point nearest 1o the chips.

We held up stretchers and were goon gpotted by the pilote who were obviously keen to have
a shorter digtance to fly and more room to offload their precioug cargo and go get back to
the remaining survivors more quickly and figh them out of the acrid burning water. Time
and time again the pilots flew into the thick fog of emoke and flames, ignoring the continued
explogiong on the ships, uging their down wind to clear a patch of water gearching for those
otill alive, then fighing them out, come still on fire.

Perhaps a dozen casualties or more were dropped off at our location during the next hour
or 80, nobody wag counting.
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One young lad had had hig lower leg blown completely off, | wag agked to look at him
becauge he aleo had deep gasheg in hig throat. [t wag gtrange, not typical, 2o | agked him
what had happened: He wag remarkably clear: he had lost hig leg being blown through the
wall of the ship he gaid. Then he wag floating in burning water which wag covered with gpilt
oil and fuel. Several timeg he had tried to dive and come up comewhere elge but he wag in
Hell I He could not breathe, his face and hair were on fire. So, he took out hig clagp knife,
opened the blade and tried to cut hie own throat, he said ! He had however opened the
wrong blade, the tin opener and he had repeatedly gashed hig own throat with thig, trying to
end hig agony. [ could now decide that there were not more serioug shrapnel wounds deeper
in hig neck and began to treat hig obviously more gerioug injury, the remaing of hig leg.
[ then became aware of gomebody leaning on my shoulder, preventing me from moving
freely while [ wag trying to give life saving treatment. [t wag a fucking camera-man getting
cloge up pictureg, <o [ pushed him away.
He gtood up again and continued to film ug, etill getting in the way. So [ told one of the ladg
to ,get rid of him". Clearly the cameraman had been upsetting all who were trying go
degperately hard to gave the liveg of our critically injured comrades. Paratroopers do not
play <lap, he went down like a stone. [ think he wag ¢till there when we moved back into the
gettlement, nobody wag going to help that twat. Hig interference wag tantamount to
attempted murder !

Down by our former medical center there were still lines of men propped up against wallg,
against anything that would support them. Their faceg charred to black goot and white agh
patcheg, with foldg of skin and huge bligters hanging off and open woundg not bleeding
having been cauteriged by the intenge heat. Their hair burned away frizzled up on the
remaing of their scalpe. Many had their eyes open, their eyelids like shrivelled scabs in the
cornerg. Their handg in plastic bage to try and prevent later infection. By now the
helicopters had stopped fighing and were ferrying the cagualties back to Ajax Bay. That
wag a very long day, [ have no idea when or where or even if we slept that night.

[t wag the 8th of June 1982, a day begt forgotten !
The Sir Galahad and the Sir Trigtram were successfully attacked by the enemy jets and later
that day another emaller landing craft.
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In the firet attack 48 comrades were killed, the other attack later on the eame day killed a
further 9 comrades. Hundreds were injured, nobody who wag there wag not mentally
gcarred.

The next day it became clear, we had logt our medical center to the more genior osgifers.
We moved out into the cud again. Apparently Para’s don’t euffer under the elements ag
other goldierg do. No matter that we were again utterly exhaugted, short on medical
equipment and all other creature comforte. Thig wag the real thing !

We then had to resupply our ruckeacks and make ready for the advance on Port Stanley.

Chapter Six: The battle for Wireless Ridge and Port Stanley

A week or ¢o earlier Doc Hugheg had injured hig ankle on the way towarde Googe Green
and it wag not healing. So he wag simply not fit to complete the gruelling march towards
Port Stanley. He would be brought forward by a helicopter taxi and rejoin ug before we
attacked our objective. For the reet of ug it wag a really hard glog over unforgiving ground
in appalling weather conditiong. Our next objective wag Wirelese Ridge, way over to the left,
overlooking the ultimate objective: Dort Stanley.

Ag we croseed behind Mount Longdon, where 3 Para were already in contact, we could gee
that the enemy had no intention of giving up. [t wag obvious that their artillery wag
mercilesgly beasting our airborne brotherg, memories of our battle at Googe Green and real
concern for their lives. (23 Comradeg were killed on Mount Longden and almogt 60
wounded. RiP You Brotherg in Armg !).

Ag we continued to arc to the left, around behind 3 Para, we too came under artillery fire.
Huge chunks of peat and gtone making eerie noiges were gcreaming past ug and splattering
into the goft ground, far too near for comfort. Initially we took cover, but not for long, we
were out in open country and if we gat till for long enough they could hone in on us. So we
got up and presged on. Clearly the enemy had gpotters up in the hille behind us and our only
cover would be the oncoming dusk, if we kept moving we would be harder to hit.
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The only congolation wag, that by firing at ug they had les gung available to target 3 Para
and our other brotherg in arme.
Yearg earlier, while on SAS Selection, [ had started to have back problem, gciatica,
lightening bolte of digabling pain and now thig agony had come back to haunt me. We were
yet again carrying around [OOlbe. (50kg’e) of equipment, far too much for comfort or good
meagure in thie terrain. [f [ ever experienced fear, it wag: ,the fear of falling out becauge of
thig bloody disabling pain that [ could not control or ignore”. [t a bit like when parachuting,
many lade jump becauge the embarragement (fear) of refuging wag greater than the
concerng of actually jumping out of a perfectly serviceable aeroplane. [ repeatedly filled my
face with a handful of pain killere. We glogged on, finally resting up after dark, thig is where
Doc Hughes wag waiting for ug, just before moving up to our final agsault positions. It wag
Doc’e 25th birthday and we medice had arranged a eurprige for him. Hig torch had been
playing up and we had found one with red and green lengeg, a few days earlier [ had also
made a blind leng with a pinpoint hole for tactical white light uge.  We proudly presented him
thig torch whigpering ,Happy Birthday Doc', he wag very moved.
Actually he wag utterly convinced that he would be killed in the enguing battle and he
demonstrated great personal courage in leading ug once more into the Hell of Battle.

Doc gave ug our ingtructiong and we did ag wag bid without question. We were now again
functioning ag a simple RAD group, though [an Davig had been attached to one of the
companies. Later, during the battle, an artillery ghell landed directly in lan’e location, killing
another goldier and <o injuring lan that he would never again be able to use one of hig arme.
The rest of ug established our RAD in the dead ground on the reverge slope of the hill, near
to the mortar bage line. Stretcher bearerg, made up of cooks, bottle waghers, store-men,
bandgrmen and the like, would bring any cagualties down to ug for further treatment. We
came under regular counter bombardment ag enemy artillery were trying to knock out our
Mortars. [ suppoge the heavy snow wag preventing their artillery spotterg from giving good
information ag to our location.

One young lad wag brought down with a ghell dresging on hig neck. [ felt that [ needed to
gee the wound to better decide hig Triage Statug. Removing the dregging [ found no wound,
just lote of blood. Cutting away hig clothing [ located hig wound at hig choulder.
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The lad wag agking: how bad ig it 2 [ could gee the remaing of a tattoo ,winge” and o told
him ,your para wingg tattoo ig ok®. But [ don’t have a para winge tattoo he gaid. [ looked
again before bandaging hi¢ wound which was quite serious: Priority 2 for evacuation, and
told him there are the remaing of a ,wingg tattoo”. He gtarted to ery uncontrollably. That
wag an ,angel a fattoo in memory of my auntie he gaid. Damn ! How many Paratrooperg
have tattoos of angele [ thought, continuing to gearch for other injurieg, fortunately | found
nothing elge requiring my attention. He wag by now on a gtreteher and go [ covered him
with a poncho, jugt then we came under another heavy artillery barrage. The snow wag
falling <o thickly that [ couldn’t gee more than a few yards, <o [ just cuddled up with the lad
to gtave off the cold, for both of ug I' Ag the enow fell and their artillery shells rained in he
wanted to talk about hig aunty ;the angel and [ wag happy enough to ligten. She had been
killed in 4 car crash. But, before that, when he wag ,very young” ehe had taught him all there
wag to know about gex. Well, [ don’t remember feeling quite 2o cold during hig telling of hig
youthful experiences. ['m certain that the lad thought he would not survive and wag kind of
confegging to me’. Me not being a vicar [ can tell thig tale whenever it euite me, but [ have
never told hig name !

Eventually he wag made ready to be evacuated and [ wag on my next job.

Another story that reached my eare wag:

Down on the Mortar Line they were again having problems firing accurately, becauge the
bage plates were ginking into the goft ground. [n an attempt to stabilise the bage plate one
lad braced it with hig foot, perhaps a foolish thing to do. The shock wave broke hig ankle, but
the mortar bomb had landed accurately. A stray mortar bomb can be very dangeroug to our
own men and ¢o the alternative wag too ,stop firing” or try to again brace the bage plate.
Another lad braced a bage plate with hig foot, another mortar bomb landed on target and <o
they continued to fire until hig ankle wag algo broken. Two more Mortar Men rigked breaking
their ankles to get off a few more bombe, until they also had their ankleg broken. Finally
they had to give up firing, but thoge last few bombg had helped to swing the advance in our
favour.

Shortly after there wag a familiar roar ag a magnificent Scorpion of the Blues & Royals
pasged through our pogition. For an ingtant | thought that [ must move forwards with them.
Five years earlier [ had been one of the mogt qualified and experienced Crewman on thig
incredible ,emall tank” and well knew what it could do in my hande...
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But [ wag already totally committed ag a Para-Medic, here on Wirelegs Ridge. Though just
seeing that beautiful Scorpion reagsured me that nothing could now prevent our victory.

Doc Hughes called ug together, we then followed the advance up towards the cregt of
Wirelege Ridge. Ag dayfight broke we gaw a wrecked wire fence, one of the medice saw a
gign ,Mine Field', but had we already crosged it or would we be moving into it 2 Doc
Hughes led ug onwards, other footprintg in the enow indicated that we were not the firet to
go thig way ,keep moving’. He wag himgelf etruggling with hig ankle. Ahead of ug down the
hill we could gee our own lade driving the enemy before them. He suggested that [ go on
ahead and give medical support if needed. And o it wag that [ raced ahead, catching up
with with our leading troops. [n fact they had moved forwards far more quickly than
anybody had expected, egpecially our Commando comrades who had g0 wanted to have
been the firet into Port Stanley. We were overtaking groups of enemy soldiers who had
clearly ,given up® and were retreating back into Port Stanley. [ entered the Governor’s
Houge and one of the ladg told me that they had been ordered not to advance any further.
Indeed hundreds of enemy goldiers atill carrying their weapong were now pouring down the
main road from behind ug and on into the town center. We were ;way out on a limb* and go
gecured our pogition to await reinforcements.

On the [4.th of June the enemy officially surrendered, the war wag over !

Eventually [ moved back along the road to link up with the RAD who had by then taken
posgesgion of a building to uge ag a medical center. Here [ located some white robeg and
commandeered the local ambulance and a 9mm Browning Distol. So equipped [ spent the
next few daye driving backwardg and forwards to the airfield ,finding” anything that might
be of use to ug. Still sporting my Red Croge Armband and having my Red Crose ldentity
Card, which had been igeued to all medice, [ would tell the Military Police, who had blocked
all unauthoriged traffic, that [ wag from the ,Red Crosg’ and that they had no authority over
me, thug we had many creature comforte o sought after by the fighting oldiere. At lagt we
were able to shower and wagh our blood caked clotheg for the first time gince leaving the
MV Norland almogt a month earlier.

All'e well that ends well you might think. | wag watching a large helicopter, probably a
Weggex, taking off when ite down draft lifted a large nylon bag from the ground.
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It then got ucked into the rotor blades breaking one of the them whilet etill elimbing. Thig
then became a club smaghing into the body of the helicopter. The engine wag protesting and
the whole corpus wag vibrating violently, then the whole thing plummeted out of the eky
from about 4O or 50 feet high, emaghing ite undercarriage ag it eraghed back into the
ground. All sorts of gcrap iron came bouncing off in every direction. We were all very lucky
that nobody, not even the crew were injured, though they were shaken up for sure.

2. Para had been the lagt fighting unit of the ,Ageault Force” to leave the UK. We were
however the first major unit to beach at San Carlog, the first unit to engage in a major
battle, amonggt the gaviours of the Galahad & Tristram digagter, the only unit to fight tuo
major battles, the firgt unit into Port Stanley and now we would be the firet unit to return to

the UK.

After come leave we reformed at our barracks in Aldershot. [ wag given agsurances that |
would receive accelerated promotion and further exciting qualification courges, but | had
been there before. Shortly after the Para Sqn. RAC had returned from a very succeseful
tour, throughout the 1974 war in Cyprug, we were disbanded.

[ actively supported the efforte to have our dead returned home and wag very honoured to
attend the funeralg of David ,Chuck’ Hardmann and Thomag ,Tam" Mechan and others.

[ wag confuged about the decigion not to repatriate the body of Lt Colonel Herbert Joneg
who wag awarded a posthumoug Victoria Crosg, that is NOT what he himeelf had wanted !

[ had aleo been gutted about the replacing, rather than ,promoting in the field to Lt. Colonel
of Major Chrig Keeble, to become the official Commanding Officer of 2 Para. Although he
had performed <o brilliantly and enatched victory from a far stronger enemy at Googe
Green, an alternative Commanding Officer wag flown out from the UK.

(Nothing againgt David Chandler who wag 4 fine CO).

In my opinion 2 Para were/are the best infantry unit in the world !
(2 Para’s efforte at Kabul Airport in 2021 prove that the gpirit liveg on).
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So, [ once again choge to leave the army.

[ have mentioned many people thug far, but perhaps the most important person in any
conflict ie The Big Boge. Most politicians waver like pangy’s in the wind, not g0 Margaret
Thatcher. She really wag ,the [ron Lady’, supporting those troops that she had sent go far
from home to recover a digtant Britich Territory from thoge who would take it from ug. She
never for one gecond wavered, against all odds at home and abroad, she wag loyal to her
soldiers, sailore and airmen and women and [ for one wag proud and honoured to have
gerved ag: one of

,Maggie’s Para’s’

Chapter 7: After the war:

Of the 2 Para Medical Team and attachments after the war:

Captain Doctor Steve Hughes and [ remained cloge friends, he even agked me to be the
Godfather to all three of hig children. Steve became a congultant surgeon, continuing to help
to rebuild other peoples liveg. All the time himgelf suffering from OTSD, thie mental illnesg
eating him away from ingide. Steve died far too young, at leagt partly due to his
experiences Down South. Our Padre, David Cooper pregided at Steve’s funeral, Steven’s
two gong, Colonel Chrig Keeble DSO, myself and two stalwart former Paratroopers Wang
and Johnno carried Steve’s coffin.

RiP my boge, my mentor, my friend, we shall meet again !

Captain Doctor Rory Wagon eventually moved to Australia where he became a key
player in their Special Forces Medicine. He retired from their Armed Forces and continued
running a surgery until retirement. We are gtill in contact.

Mark Polkey hag disappeared, some gay that he killed himself, but [ have had no evidence
of this act and o refuse to believe it until that day comes.

Hank Hood did kill himgelf, of that there ig no doubt.

lan Davis wag permanently digabled and retired to Europe, Boland [ believe.

Nigel Jones [ never saw or heard from again, [ did hear that he became a Civilian-
Paramedic, a very good one [ do not doubt.
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[rvine Gibgson went on to become a brilliant Paramedic, devoting hig life to the rescue and
care of otherg, the lagt [ heard, before Corona, he wag living in Thailand.

Phil Clegg ctayed in the army and served on to become a WOL. At Steve’s funeral he told
me that he wanted to retire and live in France. During the Corona panic we have logt
contact, [ can only hope that he is gafe and well.

Tam Thornborrow went on to become a Brofegsor and aleo liveg in Thailand.

David Cooper, our beloved and highly respected Padre, continueg to preside over the
funeralg of hig comrades. A rock of a man if ever there wag one !

Of the gpectacularly wounded survivors:

David ,Chopsy‘ Gray died at the age of 40 (igh). Hie mother found a Swige Army Knife,
with my dog tag on it in hig belonginge and she returned it to me. [ had pregented it to David
after the war and he had obviously kept it safely for 20 odd yeare. RiP Buddy.

Steven Tuffen married a beautiful lady and they had two wonderful children. Although
almost blind Steven hag worked for much of hig life. [ have often vigited them and been their
quegt, though [ don’t think that [ degerve their kind generogity and warm friendship.

Paul Shorrock | have most eadly never geen again.

Here [ want to mention one of the most tragic evente surrounding war. Whilet [ wag
swanning around over in the USA, my good friend Jimmy Laker, for whatever reagon,
murdered hig wife and children then committed suicide. [ still can not undergtand what go
haunted such a nice guy to make him do this. RiD dear friends.

On a more cheerful note: (n 202! (had the distinct pleagure of meeting Simon Weston,
Simon gurvived horrific burng during the Sir Galahad and Sir Trigtram bombings and he hag
had to have countless operationg over the years. Hig suffering hag been unimaginable !
Neverthelegs he ig an incredibly optimistic person who unquestionably stands tall amongst
the bravegt of the brave.

Whilst on about bravery, people say that | wag brave, but that’s not how [ gee it. [ never did
anything that wag deliberately reckless. For sure gome gituationg egcalated, then you just
do what you can. [ wag never ,afraid® and o by definition [ can not have been ,brave’.
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[t would be more appropriate to eay that [ am ,fearless... and very, very lucky
There were others who were afraid and overcame their fear, that is bravery !

My own story continues:

Having left the army [ took up the ¢till open job offer in the USA. There [ joined a team of
bodyguards protecting Prince Bandar bin Sultan bin Abdul Aziz who, during my time there,
wag appointed ag the Saudi Arabian Ambagsador to the USA. Without my pergonal
initiative hig inauguration ceremony could not have gone ahead, but that’e another story.
Algo during my time there [ wag able to establish perhaps the best medical rescue eystem of
ite day. We worked hand in hand with the Secret Service and gome of ug were invited to
vigit the FBI Academy at Quantico. [ wag moving in higher circles.

Following my work in the USA, [ returned to the Uk where [ bought a emall modest houge in
Raurtengtall, Lancashire, for cash ! [ wag alwayg bugy renovating this old houge. To provide
a cagh flow [ drove a taxi whenever [ had time, thug [ wag able to set up first one, then
several businesges. Parallel thereto [ joined the Territorial Army’s Home Service Force.
There [ worked my way up to become a Staff Sergeant with the appointment of Troop
Leader. My application for an officers commiggion wag thwarted becauge the Commanding
Officer of our administering unit wag an old friend of the jidiot officer” that [ had cauged to
be discharged g0 many years earlier.

The Brigade Commander offered me a commisgion in any other unit in hig brigade, but |
rather respectfully resigned, becauge clearly ,the writing wag on the wall’. [ gold my houge
for nearly four timeg ite buying price and put a manager in charge of my buginesg interests.

[ then moved to Germany where after working in a gecurity job [ trained to become a Gag-
und Wasger [netallateur. | pagsed with the second highest marks in the county. The first
place would have allowed me to move directly on to my Magter Crafteman’s course. Locally
people talked about ,the Englishman who can fix anything’. So [ acquired quite a name for
myself and wag jhead hunted” by a millionaire investor to oversee the building of a multi
million OM complex in Berlin, which [ later became the manager of.
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During all of thig [ had to cloge down my own buginesges in the Uk: ,Outdoor and Leisure
Camping and Sporte Equipment” algo ,Bagha ! Enterpriges” and the National Register of
Specialiet Operatives’, all baged in Haglingden, Rosgendale, Lancaghire.

Unfortunately, without my own direct input, the manager that [ had trugted to run the
buginesges wag unfortunately not up to the job.

In due courge [ bought an old ruined farm outside of Berlin, in the former Eagt, and etarted
breeding horseg ag a hobby. My first wife had left me years earlier. Through this hobby |
met my second wife Rahi, shortly thereafter, following an operation on my gpine [ had
repeated infectiong of my body and nervous system. [ wag pushed from one gpecialist to
the next with little or no improvement. [n truth, more than once the treatment of the
gpecialigte actually cauged my conditions to worgen. [ wag by then also coughing up blood,
unable to even gtand up or use my hands or arme. With our savingg eaten away and my
being unable to work, we really struggled for geveral years !

[ wag algo the Chairman of the Berlin Branch of The Royal Britich Legion. When [ agked
London for their advice about help, mogt surprisingly they were about ag much uge ag an
aghtray on a motorbike. So [ regigned.

My successor, Ray Gullan, did help me by buying come coal for me, because when he had
vigited me [ had no heating material for my fire. Dear Ray actually got into trouble for doing
thig I Ray most unfortunately died very young. RiO you good man, you good friend !

[ then tried to claim compengation from the army for jinjuries sustained during my gervice'.
For geveral years they refused to acknowledge that [ had ,been go injured during my service’
»They had no record of any such injury® they wrote. [ became very diillugioned !

One time, in hogpital, coming out of the narcoseg, [ dreamt that | wag ,a prigoner of war’,
but the dream did not end when [ woke up. [ found myself stealing a knife from the dinner
table and found myself planning to kill the nurse who wag treating me, go that [ could
escape. Thig really worried me, g0 [ contacted Combat Strese. They gaid that they could
only help me if [ were in the UK.

During all of thig the bagtard bank had tried to forecloge my mortgage, even though [ had
never misged a gingle punctual payment. [ had even stopped paying my pengion
contributiong 1o be able to continue paying my mortgage.
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Now [ wag really fighting for survival !
| etarted to day-dream about walking along the < meter high beamg in my barn, tegting
which one would be best to hang myself from. [t wag very cloge !

The outcome of all of thig crap wag that my wife and [ got into herbal medicine and bee-
keeping, because conventional medicine had completely failed me.

Amazingly ( rapidly started to recover and overcame the worst afflictiong enough to again
walk and perhapg most importantly think clearly !

A former Para Sqn friend: Chrig Gryzelka had been through a similar odyseey and advised
me to demand a copy of my ,service medical file”. Only then did they tell me that my file
had been JJost” and that they were working from a ,dummy - empty file"! No wonder that
they had no record of any such injuries, thoge evil pen pushing agsholes !

Thereafter my claim wag at leagt partly accepted and processed.

[t i eaid ,,if you do good it will come back to you®. Several friends, hearing of my dilemma,
chipped in and paid off my mortgage for me, buying me time.

[ used the opportunity of the 25th anniversary of the Falklands War to gell my medals at
auction. Lord Agheroft paid a princely sum for them and [ am mogt grateful to him. He hag
aleo mentioned me in hig booke ,Special Ops Heroes" and ,Falklands War Heroeg'.

With hig money [ wag able to repay some of my debt to my friends.

One of thoge friends that had helped me, a German friend who wag an Ectate Agent for
the Deutsche Bank, agked me to survey - do the Technical due Diligence on a property for a
Danigh invegtor who ,didn’t trust any German to tell the truth’. The Dane wag very pleaged
with my report. Soon [ wag surveying for half a dozen Danich [nvegtors and again earning
good money and o able to clear all of my debte. Thank you Henni & Sophie & the M's !

Another good friend who had once been 4 [7/2lst Lancer, Kevin Shannon, and later served
with me in the HSF. Kevin wag an excellent and champion pigtol shooter. After training
with him [ mygelf became the North Wegt TA Bistol Champion. Kevin himgelf i a military
book writer and hag helped me in many ways over the yearg also encouraging me to put thig
together. Thanke Kevin & Glynig !
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Paddy O’, from my 2 Dara N.l. days, hag since then been my most loyal friend. We have
climbed a live volcano and been stuck on a glacier in Patagonia, wrangled with baboong,
crocodiles and elephante in Zimbabwe, been in prigon in Jericho, though we did nothing
wrong ! We have spent Chrigtmag in Bethlehem, and enjoyed the delights of Asia together.
Not to even mention Europe. Thank you both Paddy & Shu-Ning.  Ah the good old days !

Finally, my dear wife Rahi, who gold her beloved car and emptied her bank account for me
and hag euffered my digabilities and bad moods and gives ag good ag she getg, she ig a true
equal partner I Thank you my love !

In later yearg, [ wag till surveying part-time and Rahi wag working part time ag a nurge ag
well ag ug jointly running our gelf-gufficiency farm. We were algo devoted bee-keepers and
well verged in the uge of edible and medicinal herbs., we produced about 95% of all of our
food needg including meate, which we bred, elaughtered and congerved ourselveg.

Now again in control of our own destiny and always with the support of my wife Rahi, we
divided and sold parts of our land, using the money to design and build a fantastic
environmentally friendly houge. The only heating wag olar heated water and a log fire with a
back-boiler for winter. We had our own deep water well and a diegel generator for power
cute etc.. Our grounds were protected like a fortress, uging mogtly natural barriers like
Blackthorn, Whitethorn, Firethorn, Sourthorn and Brambleg, but aleo electric-fencing,
phygical fencing and ditches.

When we had garden parties we provided grills and a fire place, everyone had to prepare
their own food, we aleo supplied the drinke. Singing and jumping over the campfire always
excited the women. Life wag good again !

Eventually however the cold started to get to me, old injuries started to play up again. [ had
to give up ,respongible work’ and took up ,bit jobg’, blending tea, delivering newspapers,
cleaning for older people or gardening for them. My own clock wag ticking fagt.

Jugt ten yearg after building thig optimal environmentally friendly houge, to everyones
absolute urprige, we gold thig perfect small-holding and headed for Portugal towing our
caravan. Eventually we stopped in Spain, where the climate better quite knackered old
codgers. There we bought a Mobile-Home. More recently we want to buy a private plot of
land.
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There we can site our caravan and again keep bees.

Warriore aleo have to be able to live well when not fighting. Warriore tend to avoid fighte
because they undergtand that somebody MUST looge. Warriors are very aware of their
environment, becauge clean air, clean water and ghelter are esgential to life, all life !

[+ hag taken me forty yeare to put thie together from notes made at the time or ghortly
thereafter. Of courge the quality of my expressing mygelf hag improved over the years and
g0 the text hag changed slightly, but not the facte. So this report ie ag accurate ag possible,
not a digtant memory and with no elaboration. [ have taken every care only to refer to
thinge of which [ had pergonal experience or firet hand knowledge.

[f [ have made any migtakeg it ig entirely my fault !

Neither BREXIT nor the whole Corona fiagco hag concerned ug directly. We are more
concerned about Earthquakeg, which are not infrequent, Voleano’e who’s agh in the
atmogphere hag halved our photovoltaic solar harvest this year and water which either
comeg in great torrents or not at all ! The plot of land that we almost have ig a logt valley
in the foothille overlooking the Mediterranean, thie poem reflecte my most recent dreams:

[n our lost valley, where artificial light hag no place, | see the moon and stare and wonder about their gpace.
Where the ound of traffic can not reach, we look between the mountaing down to the beach.

Abee fly’s by landing on a flower, ehe makes ug honey which gives ug power.

You can keep your towns and ekyseraper towers after the storm they will again all be flowers.

Nurture nature for we are the same, not something gpecial that thought’s ingane.

Play by the rules or you shall all perigh, dear Mother Nature you MUST cherigh.

Or she will come with might unknown and destroy your towng and your homeg !

Following the example of ,Abbe Emile Warre, a bee-keeper who’s first priority wag the
heath and well being of hig beeg, [ have decide to give away my gtory: thig report.

Thie POF ig entirely free, if you think fit, send a copy to a friend or two !

[n memory of all those, on both sides, who logt their lives during or because of the
Falkland lglands War of (982 and those who suffered on, and those who still do !

My begt regards to anyone who read all the way down to thig lagt line Bill Bentley MM
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OS:

Thig gtory ig a warning to all about the inganity of war, there mugt be a cleverer way !

That does not exclude the gimple reality that we, every individual, every family and
collectively every nation, mugt alwayg be ready to ,defend that what is ours®.

[ thoroughly enjoyed most of my time and experienceg in the army; including, perhapg
especially, the Falkland (slandg War. [t wag an abgolute high, the ultimate test for me ag a
pergon, ag a medic, ag a soldier and ag a warrior !

Environmental awarenegs ig the reagon that thig story ig being digtributed privately via the
internet, to make the bet poseible uge of the planete resources, not to just consume and
produce waste. Because what you throw away today will not be there for your children or
your grandchildren in the future !

Thig story ig entirely free of any charge in ite OOF format. [f you enjoyed i, pleage feel free
to pase it on to a friend. Should any former comrade wigh to contact me or anybody wighes
to pagg comment, | can be contacted at:  billbentley4900 @gmail.com

NB. [ only open mail that ig identifiable ag ,a pereon with a name” before it is opened.

Yourg, Bagha!

My thanke to Paradata for their support. Join Paradata to experience more about our Airborne Forces.
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