
Issue No: 91 July 2016
Parachute 2 Club Founded in1969 by Mr. R.C.N. HOLT

News letterNews letter
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Once again plans are well advanced for our Annual 
Reunion this year in Stoke Rochford over the 
weekend 29th-30th October.  I do hope that 

you will feel able to join us and to take the opportunity 
to meet up with old friends and share some of the many 
fond memories we all have from our time in 2 PARA.

One person who will be much in our thoughts when 
we meet in Stoke Rochford this year is Major General 
Ted Eberhardie MBE, MC.  Few men are ever legends in 
their own lifetime but to many of us who were privileged 
to serve with him Ted was exactly that. You will find a 
copy of my tribute to Ted Eberhardie in this newsletter 
which I hope will explain a little of the character and 
achievements of this extraordinary leader and airborne 
soldier. It is my tribute to him.  At the time of writing,
his widow Christine, has contacted us and wants to join 
us.  We shall be thrilled and will hope that she will be 
with us on our Reunion weekend. 

You will all be aware of how important the Parish Church 
of St Andrew & St Mary is to the heritage of 2 PARA and 
our role as the custodians of that unique relationship. In 
this beautiful parish church are the memorials to those 
from the battalion who have died on active service. In 
2013 we were able to put in place a new memorial to 
those who had become casualties since the end of the 
Second World War along with a Book of Remembrance, 
which includes every casualty since 1941.  

The one outstanding task still facing the Club was to 
be able to fund the replacement of the memorial in 
the church to those who took part in the campaigns 
in Bruneval, North Africa and Sicily. This was necessary 
due to deterioration caused by damp. I am delighted 
to be able to confirm that a replacement memorial 
will be unveiled this year. This has been made possible 
because we were fortunate to receive a generous legacy 
from a former member and we are also grateful to 
the Parachute Regimental Charity for their significant 
contribution towards the cost.

I very much look forward to meeting you in October for 
the 46th Annual Reunion of the Parachute 2 Club.

Top: Arnhem, September 1944.

Bottom Left: LCpl Kooperman, winner of the Sportsman’s Cup.

Bottom Right: Lt Col Eberhardie, Borneo 1965 with a Hornbill presented by 

the Sarawak Police.

During World War II the 

call up age was 17 years 

9 months. As I was not 

quite that old I volunteered to join 

the Army and went for a medical 

and “took the King’s shilling”.  

You were literally given a shilling 

aft er signing up and allowed to go 

out and enjoy your last night of 

freedom before the hard training 

began.  Aft er going through all the 

formalities I offi  cially enlisted on 

8th July 1943 – four days before my 

18th birthday.  Aft er volunteering 

my mother was pleased and very 

proud of me – if only she knew 

what was to come!
On 19th August 1943 I joined 

the Oxford and Bucks Light 

Infantry and went to their training 

centre in Colchester.  Aft er sixteen 

weeks training I volunteered for 

the Paras and a separate platoon 

was formed to await joining the 

Paras.  We did hard, physical 

training  with ex-Airborne Staff  

and many men dropped out. Th e 

platoon sergeant at that time was 

Colour Sergeant Rouse.

In early February 1944 we went 

to Hardwick Hall, near Chesterfi eld 

for two weeks physical training, 

which included cliff  climbing in 

an old stone quarry. At the end of 

February I was sent to Ringway 

Airport, which is now Manchester 

City airport, and lived for two 

weeks in Nissan huts.   For the fi rst 

week we were in a hanger practising 

drops.  For the second week we 

went to Tatton Park and did two 

jumps from a static balloon, fi ve 

jumps from a Whitley bomber in 

daylight (my course number was 

106) and one jump at night from 

the balloon and that was it!  We 

were given our red berets and a pair 

of wings to sew on our right sleeve 

and we had fi nished our training!  I 

remember going into the Ringway 

Hotel one night in my uniform and 

prominently putting my right arm 

on the bar to show off  my wings, 

hoping I wouldn’t have to pay for 

my beer – it didn’t work!  Aft er our 

passing out parade we were sent 

home on two weeks leave.

Aft er our two weeks leave I 

went back to Chesterfi eld and was 

then sent to Keevil, on the edge of 

Salisbury Plain, for two to three 

weeks.  It was here that a squadron 

of Stirling bombers were being 

converted from bombing duties 

to glider tugs and parachuting and 

the aircrew needed experience in 

dropping men, so for two weeks it 

seemed like a holiday, sunny, dry 

and warm with RAF food – better 

than the Army!  I managed to get 

in twenty-one parachute jumps 

and thoroughly enjoyed myself.

I then went back to Chesterfi eld 

for a few days and was posted to 

the Second Parachute Battalion 

and put in the Medium Machine 

Gun (MMG) Platoon as I had had 

MMG experience with the Home 

Guard.  Th e Second Parachute 

Battalion were stationed at Stoke 

Rochford, near Saltby aerodrome 

and I arrived there on the 5th May, 

1944 and although nobody knew 

we were due to arrive, we were 

fed but had to sleep on the tennis 

courts!  It was about this time that 

all of the new reinforcements were 

driven to a nearby airfi eld and 

taken up in a Dakota to do a jump 

and this was the fi rst time that I 

had been in a Dakota.

While we were there we were 

joined by Major Tate, who had 

previously served in North Africa 

and although we were trained 

to fi ght we were hopeless on the 

parade ground.  Major Tate put a 

notice up that we were to report to 

the parade ground at 7.30am one 

Sunday morning and proceeded 

to put us through our paces.  We 

then saw the fi gure of Lt Col Frost 

coming down the stairs dressed 

in his pyjamas complete with red 

beret on his head, suggesting that 

we make a little less noise and be 

allowed back to bed!

From 6th June 1944 until 17th 

September 1944 the First Airborne 

Division were briefed for at least 

a dozen operations, all cancelled.  

During mid-July the battalion 

was temporarily split up and sent 

to various airfi elds around central 

England and I found myself at 

Down Ampney.  An operation was 

being planned to safeguard the 

treasures in the French President’s 
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Militarily speaking I 
can count on the 
digits of one hand 

the officers who have been the 
greatest influence over me in 
this life. Significantly, all have 
served with the Parachute 
Regiment; two returned to 
and commanded their parent 
battalions. One is here today. 
Another of those is certainly 
Ted Eberhardie. He was my 
company commander in B 

Company, 2PARA in Cyprus when I was a platoon commander 
in 1959-60: later he was my commanding officer when I was the 
company commander of B Company 2 PARA, mainly on active 
service in Borneo in 1965. Solemn though it is, it is privilege for 
me to be up here today to be delivering this tribute to him from 
our days in 2 PARA. 
I first met Ted in early December 1959, having arrived in Cyprus 
on a seconded posting to 2 PARA, following an overnight flight 
in a Britannia aircraft from RAF Lyneham. Even in December it 
was hot. I was catapulted into a battalion cross-country run – no 
one was excused - using hastily borrowed kit and was strongly 
advised not to jeopardise my future career by completing the 
race behind my company commander, whom, at that stage I had 
not met.  At the start of the race, I asked someone to point out 
Major Eberhardie to me. He was easily identifiable as the only 
runner wearing nothing but a pair of brightly coloured turquoise 
swimming trunks and boots. At the end of the race, I waited for 
him and introduced myself.
“ Do you fence?’ he enquired. 
“No”
“ Pity, I want you to be the admin officer of the Pegasus Fencing 
Club. Meet me in the hangar at 1900hrs this evening for a 
briefing”. 
On my arrival, there were only two people present, fencing in 
a dimly lit corner 
and hurling very 
uncompl imentar y 
language at one 
another. When the 
visors were raised I 
recognised Ted and 
met Ann, his first 
wife. That first day of 
B Company 2 PARA 
was not untypical 
of the tempo of life 
there. 
Ted was an 
extremely good, 
effective, dynamic, 
fit, innovative, 
unorthodox leader. 
He drove us hard, 

he drove us relentlessly, he drove us mad. Sometimes we did 
not have weekends ‘off ’. We worked right through for 10 days 
then had 4 days ‘off ’: Ted saw those as being worthwhile time 
to be used productively for gainful military pursuits such as 
adventurous training, martial arts etc; sometimes away from the 
camp. He drove himself hard as well. Everything he did was done 
with a purpose, single minded, at 100mph – socially, on exercise 
and on operations. He took all of us skiing in Troodos. Those who 
could ski instructed those who could not. At the end of the ten 
days when the transport did not turn up we marched back to 
camp a distance of some 30 miles or so.
Sometimes he would gather his officers and NCOs together in 
a classroom to lecture us on Clausewitz and his theories on war. 
Advanced for some perhaps but the majority of us lapped it all up. 
Ted excelled. Then immediately afterwards, a quick move, straight 
out into the field for low level tactical and fieldcraft training. 
In 1961 he took the whole company to Kenya for 3 or 4 weeks. 
We trained hard for an exercise ‘against’ a company of a resident 
battalion there. We dropped onto the Kajiado Plain; a few 
dressed as Masai tribesmen including spears, which the RAF saw 
as breeching their safety regulations and jibbed. But objections 
overcome the B Company ‘ Masai’ infiltrated the ‘enemy’ hilltop 
positions. Intelligence was passed back. We attacked. What was 
planned as a 4-day exercise lasted 24 hours. Before returning 
to Cyprus Ted had arranged adventurous training: scuba diving 
in Mombasa, safaris in the Amboselli Game Reserve, climbing 
Kilimanjaro and Mount Meru. 
When he took command of 2 PARA at the end of 1964 in Aldershot 
the entire tempo of life changed dramatically and decisively. The 
battalion was due for exercise in the Far East early in 1965. But 
I believe that Ted strongly influenced a decision to turn this into 
an active service, operational, 6 months tour in Borneo. That is, 
indeed what happened. We left England on New Year’s Day 1965. 
For four weeks, from a standing start, the battalion was based 
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at the Jungle Warfare School in Malaya 
to learn the hard way how to live, move, 
communicate and operate in the jungle. 
By the time we assumed command of our 
operational areas in Borneo in March 1965 
we were proficient. Ted was spoiling for 
a fight. Under his inspirational leadership, 
drive and energy; augmented by endless, 
hand-written directives, we dominated 
the jungle by patrolling, ambushing and 
by posting tactical observation posts on 
hilltops. Ted was the architect of all that 
followed. He directed that we operate in 
small, armed, self sufficient mobile groups. 
There were neither roads nor rivers in 
company areas. We were inserted onto 
landing sites, cleared by us in the jungle, by 
helicopter. We were relieved, re-supplied, 
casevaced by helicopter.  All commonplace 
today. Not so much then. No fires; no 
cooking on operations.  We lived off 
specially obtained, lightweight rations 
carried on a self-adapted belt around the 
waist; we drank filtered stream water. This 
routine enabled us to be away from company bases for days 
on end, on operations dominating our company areas. To Ted 
surprise, stealth, self-discipline in the jungle were all. His biggest 
battle was with Fleet Street.  Agreed by all of us he imposed a 
total ban on alcohol in the battalion area. The British press made 
mischief. Inevitably there were clashes with the enemy, Sukarno’s 
forces: we were looking for them for goodness sake. We fought 
five engagements in those 6 months, suffering eleven killed. Ted 
felt these losses keenly as a devastating waste of a precious 
resource - the parachute soldier.
He respected loyalty upwards and downwards. He was actually 
very tolerant of human error; mainly because he was quick witted 
enough to repair any potential damage. We trusted him for his 
sheer professionalism; for his knowledge; for his imaginative 
thinking; for his ability to ‘DO’; for his limitless energy. He would 
train and lead us. He would deliver.
On the staff he was no sluggard either: after all he did retire as 
a 2-star general. A short story to end with. After Borneo the 

battalion was recovered to Singapore 
where we had to wait for ten days for 
air lifts to England. C-in-C FARELF 
viewed with horror the prospect 
of a parachute battalion fresh from 
successful operations, with their tails 
up being cooped up in Singapore. 
He ordered that we should be given 
things to do away from Singapore. Ted 
delegated the task to the resourceful 
Oscar Whitamore. Parties of soldiers 
were dispatched to Australia, New 
Zealand, Malaya, Thailand, Hong Kong, 
Japan and Sri Lanka. All returned 
safely, intact and unblemished for 
our various flights home. In due 
course a very large bill arrived from 
HQ FARELF for flights and shipping 
transport costs. Ted blew for Oscar, 
who blinked at the sum. 
“Have you an authority for this?” 
asked Ted.
“Oh, yes.” Oscar replied smoothly, 
“FREBAT, Colonel”

“What does that stand for?
“ Forward Reconnaissance Element of the Battalion Activities 
Team”, replied Oscar with assurance. 
“What does it mean?” said Ted still a little unconvinced. 
“I don’t exactly know,” replied Oscar  “ but it was the authority 
I was given so let’s try it.” It went back to HQFARELF and the 
matter died. 
I dare say that a number of CO’s in that position would have 
played it differently. But Ted knew his way around a bit and 
was brave enough to try. His soldiers had worked hard and 
successfully for him in Borneo. This was a way of thanking them 
for that work and loyalty. 
Ted Eberhardie was an utterly remarkable man and a great, 
inspirational leader for whom it was a privilege to have worked 
with.
His family can be justly proud of him and his achievements. 
We would have followed him anywhere; no not anywhere but 
everywhere.

Sheep have two aims in life, I have discovered. One is to escape 
from the field that they are in, the other is to die! If they can 
achieve both these aims at one and the same time then they 
are successful in the ultimate double whammy.
I have discovered this since moving a few years ago to a farm 
on Exmoor where sheep farming and associated employment 
is about all there is by way of work, other than catering for 
tourists, shooters and riders.
Whilst the wide open spaces of the Falkland Islands permit 
sheep to go where they will, very much at their whim, Exmoor 
needs to be somewhat more controlling and the farmer will 
spend much time plugging the various escape routes out of a 
field that the sheep will find and exploit, and trying to guess 
where there might be other, as yet undiscovered routes for 
potential escapees.
Having found them, and being economically minded, he will 

Sheep may safely graze
by David Cooper

then close these routes by employing baler twine, corrugated 
iron, fence posts and brushwood from felled trees, as available.
The ultimate solution, however, was recommended to me by 
an elderly, retired Army Officer turned farmer, who had clearly 
had enough of e and e; chasing his sheep over the moor and 
attempting a roundup.
His words, not mine. “I’ve watched these sheep now for some 
time and realised that out of a flock there are only one or two 
that have the initiative to find their way out. Having found it, 
they’re then followed by the other sheep. I watch them and 
when I identify those with the initiative, as they break out I 
shoot them. Pretty soon I’ve got them all and have no more 
problems!”
I wondered, when he said that he’d “Got them all” whether 
he meant literally all – the whole flock, but didn’t like to ask.
I thought about it for some time afterwards and pondered on 
the frequency that the Bible refers to God’s care as that of 
a shepherd and his sheep. Clearly the writer of that part of 
the bible hadn’t lived on Exmoor, or had been a retired Army 
Officer.  Or had he!?



2015 annual reunion

The principal guest at the 45th Annual Reunion in 2015 was CO 2 PARA, Lt Col Ollie Kingsbury, who was 
accompanied by his wife Lauren.  We were also delighted to welcome Mrs Sara Jones for the first time.
These photographs capture elements of the Annual Reunion.





2 para news
from the Adjutant 2 PARA, Captain Shaun Clarke

Much of the 
last year has 
been spent as 

the lead element of the 
Air Mobile Battle Group. 
Although one would 
normally think that this 
is a time to sit on our 
bergans and wait for the 
big red telephone to 
ring, it has been a year 
of grasping opportunities; 
from overseas adventure 
training to international 
exercises.

July was a time to consolidate after a busy period. Despite this 
we still conducted Ex Blue Shield, a live firing exercise that saw 
the battalion maintain its effectiveness with some excellent 
live fire tactical training.  Additionally the battalion took part in 
Exercise Strong Tower, a national level rehearsal to a possible 
terrorist attack in London and the padre passed off the square 
having passed P Company. 
August was predominantly taken up with leave but C Company, 
along with numerous attachments, deployed to Germany on 
Exercise Swift Response, a multi-national exercise that saw 
them working alongside an American company commanded by 
an Italian battlegroup.  Although challenging to work with two 
different nationalities, it was an excellent opportunity to prove 
various interoperability concepts as well as an opportunity both 
to parachute and conduct some high quality live fire training. 
September saw no let up in the tempo as the battalion deployed 
onto Exercise Eagles Amarante, a brigade level exercise with the 
French that tested 2 PARA at its mid-point in the readiness year as 
well as validating the International Combined Joint Expeditionary 
Force with the French.  
November saw Support Company organise Exercise Blue Shield 
2, which allowed each company to conduct up to section level 
black light live night attacks – this is the use of mortar illumination 
only visible through night vision goggles. In addition the battalion 
conducted an inter-company boxing competition that provided 
some talented additions to the boxing team who had been busy 
training all year in preparation for the Army Championships in 
2016.
January saw skiing 
expeditions to Val D’Isere 
and Tignes, France with 
some individuals enjoying 
their first attempt on 
the slopes while others 
honed pre-existing Eddie 
the Eagle capabilities. 
February saw a flurry of 
activity with B Company 
taking part in an overseas 
exercise, Exercise Gaulish 
Eagle, utilising the French 
Army’s CENTSUB 

facility to hone their operations in built up area (OBUA) skills. 
CENTSUB is a complex and challenging OBUA environment that 
is an extraordinary training asset. This exercise saw B Company 
fully integrated with their French counterparts, including working 
alongside French armour. Further overseas exercise followed 
with Exercise Voijek Valour when C Company deployed to Poland 
to take part in a multi-national airborne exercise. After a quick 
turnaround C Company then deployed to Corsica to take part in  
Exercise Serpentex with the 2ReP French Foreign Legion. Once 
again the company got the chance to jump with foreign nations, 
taking part in both day and night insertions.
Post Easter, as well as welcoming both a new CO in Lt Col 
Mann and RSM in WO1 Wattam, there were a number of 
commitments including short-term training teams to Jordan 
as well as A Company deploying on Ex SABRE JUNCTION to 
Germany where, although unable to conduct any parachuting, 
they were able to take part in a wider multi-national exercise as 
members of an Italian battlegroup within a US brigade. Needless 
to say, patience and diplomacy were the orders of the day when 
negotiating a number of different SOP’s!
June gave the rifle company soldiers an opportunity to be 
challenged with learning new skills within D Company and 
Support Coy. In addition to the cadre period, B Company 
supported 3 PARA as part of the Combined Joint Expeditionary 
Force on Exercise SWIFT RESPONSE 16. This was one of the 
largest ever deployments of NATO troops on exercise, spanning 
Germany and Poland. The exercise was another opportunity to 
practice inter-operability with the French and operate against a 
dynamic opposing force.
Aside from the challenging training and excellent performances 
on numerous exercises there were also some additional notable 
achievements.  This included 2 PARA being crowned Army Major 
Units Cross Country Champions under the supervision of Maj 
Hunt and the Commando Speed March team coming third in an 
extremely high standard of competition. The year was topped off 
with 2 PARA becoming the Army Team Marathon champions and 
the battalion football team winning the Midlands League.
The battalion has achieved a huge amount during a busy year, the 
majority of which has also been spent at high readiness. It has left 
the battalion in an excellent position in preparation for Kenya in 
October and it has cemented the reputation of the battalion and 
regiment across the wider Army, leaving higher commanders with 
little doubt about the quality and motivation of the Army’s high 
readiness forces and our ability to work alongside international 
partners.

Commando Speed March Team

Captain Clarke and Major Morales
prior to Exercise Eagles Amarante

Exercise Eagles Amarante



 kuwait (1962)
by Arthur Birch

War and Peace
Greenham Common 1983

by Chip Chapman

During the latter months of our tour of Cyprus from 1959 to 
1962 we received the order to move most of the battalion to 
Kuwait for what was Operation Vantage. When we arrived via 
Comet aircraft it was around mid-evening and even then the 
temperature was as hot as Cyprus during the day.  
The next day was spent digging in along the Mutla Ridge, which 
is situated north of Kuwait City. We tried to build a makeshift 
shelter from old breezeblocks with our lightweight blanket acting 
as a roof. 
The medical officer informed us that two members of the RAF 
had died due to not drinking enough water during the day.  Also, 
another chap had been killed struck by the prop of a Bristol 
Britannia that he was guiding in after touch down.
On the 11th July we were at “stand to readiness” along the Ridge.  
The weather was terrible due to a sandstorm.  The RAF had 
scrambled two Hunter jet aircraft to perform air to ground rocket 
attacks.  One of the pilots returned due to lack of visibility but 
the remaining aircraft flew over our position at 0800hrs.  Shortly 
afterwards a loud explosion was heard which we thought was 
one of his rockets.  The arrival of the RAF search team confirmed 
that the aircraft had crashed and the pilot had been killed.  When 
a couple of us got to the location, the wreckage was strewn along 
an area of approximately a mile long and even the Hunter’s Aden 
Cannons were bent.
We eventually had a few rest days, some aboard the aircraft 
carrier Bulwark and others in some of the homes of the local oil 

company.  This didn’t last long.  Once the emergency had relaxed 
the battalion flew to Bahrain.
We returned to Kuwait and spent time in Alexander Camp and 
also along the Mutla Ridge once again.  I made another visit to 
the Hunter aircraft wreckage with a good mate of mine L/Cpl 
Sandy McCrea, who was our pony handler.  On this visit I found 
a G10 Omega watch. It was in a terrible condition so on return 
to Cyprus I took the watch to a chap in Limassol Town who 
repaired it to working order.
On our arrival back in Limassol various bits and pieces of the 
aircraft, including the control column all glued together were 
displayed in the Guard Room.  Maybe some of our members will 
remember this.

‘Ready for Anything’ fittingly describes the range of activities that 
can be conducted by a Parachute battalion.
There could be no greater contrast than winning the Falklands 
War in 1982, and preventing the peace women at Greenham 
Common from gaining access to the base in November 1983. 
At one end of the spectrum was visceral combat activity; at the 
other, a military aid to the civil power task (the police in this 
case) which deployed the battalion for four weeks in November 
and December 1983. 
At the height of the Cold War, a 1979 NATO decision was made 
to bring 96 nuclear tipped missiles in to RAF Greenham Common 
which had been leased to the United States air force. Greenham 
Common was, at the time, the longest runway in the UK. It had 
also played its role in the airborne operations of WW2 with the 
famous photo of General Eisenhower visiting on 5 June 1944, the 
day prior to the D Day airborne operations. 
The decision led to an outcry from the Campaign for Nuclear 
Disarmament (CND) who supported a Womens Peace Camp 
that was established at the main entrance of the airfield in 
October 1981. This grew to tens of thousands by the time a fleet 
of C5 Galaxies delivered the missiles with 2 PARA providing the 
inner cordon around the aircraft once they had landed.  
A brigade of troops was housed in a temporary tented camp 
at Greenham Common to support the police whilst tens of 
thousands of women protested – both peacefully and more 
violently seeking to destroy the fences and invade the runway. It 
was a very cold period, and parkas were issued to the battalion to 

go over the smocks. 
A high boredom 
factor was alleviated 
by bringing the 
balloon to the 
airfield to conduct 
continuation drops. 
This was noted 
as a ‘surveillance 
platform’ by the 
assembled women!
The period from 
1983-1991 was a cat and mouse game between deploying and 
exercising the missiles and the CND protesters seeking to 
prevent them and interfering with their progress. The missiles 
were regularly deployed and exercised on either Thetford or 
Salisbury Plain and the battalion regularly provided the support 
to stop the women invading and interfering with these exercises. 
The missiles were tracked by the protesters from the moment 
they left Greenham Common. In the 1980’s this was a far harder 
task without the modern ability to mobilise via social media and 
mobile phones!
These were interesting exercises that were akin to providing key 
point (KP) protection with the same principles being deployed. 
All in all, an interesting interlude over several years from training 
for war!

Paras land on Mars!
UFO spotters recently came across a picture from the Mars Rover 
that seems to confirm that The Parachute Regiment were the first to 
get to Mars. Now, I’m no conspiracy theorist but the evidence seems 
incontrovertible!

Arthur Birch standing on a piece of aircraft wreckage



A Tribute to Spence Harron by Ron Jamieson
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For those of you who were able to attend the reunion last 
year you will remember that during the AGM the Club 
voted to purchase a silver cup from the London Silver 

Vaults which was to be presented to the battalion and titled 
‘The Sportsmans Cup’. The cup is to be awarded annually to the 
individual in the battalion who has made the greatest contribution 
to sport.
In December last year I was invited by CO 2 PARA to travel to 
Colchester to present the cup to the first winner at the battalion 
Christmas Lunch. Over 600 members of the battalion were 
present in the dining hall for lunch and I presented the cup to L/
Cpl Kooperman (Mor Pl) for his success in Ju-Jitsu. I was able to 
speak to the battalion and explain a little about the Parachute 
2 Club. There was just one man present who had been in the 
battalion when I last spoke at a Christmas Lunch as CO 2 PARA 
in 1992.  The then L/Cpl Buff is now Maj Buff and OC HQ Coy!
In May this year I was a guest of 2 PARA at the final of the Army 
Inter-Unit Boxing Competition which was held in the Combat 
Sports Centre in Aldershot.  This is reckoned by many to be the 
top annual sporting event in the Army. The other finalist was 1 
RRF who won the competition in the very last bout. The passion 
shown by the supporters, 200 officers and men from each 
battalion at opposite ends of the Combat Sports Centre, was as 
you will all remember from similar events something very special 
as they urged and encouraged their respective contestants. It was 
a marvellous gladiatorial evening, which displayed the courage, 
fitness and character of today’s soldier. 
Our Facebook page continues to attract a good deal of interest 
and the same is true of the website. If you are able to, do use 
these mediums to keep in touch and please tell potential new 
members that they can now join online.

Spence Harron, Chairman of the Stirlingshire Branch of the PRA 
for more than 15 years and later of the same branch of the 
Airborne Alliance, died on 5th April 2016. For a number of years 
he also served on the committee of the Parachute 2 Club.
I first met Spence when he joined A Coy 2 PARA when the 
battalion was serving in Egypt.  It quickly became evident that we 
had acquired a “character”, and over the course of the following 
years, he was at the heart of enough stories to fill a book. One in 
particular stands out in my memory.
A Coy had embarked on a month’s training in the Sinai Desert 
and had set up camp on the north side of the Suez Canal.  There 
is nothing on the north side of the canal so all our supplies had 
to be brought up from the garrison on a daily basis and ferried 
across the canal.  Posing as a ferry we had at our disposal a 
collapsible canvas boat powered by a small outboard engine.
Between us we formed the entire logistics corps of A Coy.  I 
had charge of the company 15cwt. Bedford and Spence, who had 
some experience in the Merchant Navy, was appointed “Master 
and Commander, far side of the Canal”.
I remember him taking command of his ship, wearing only a pair 
of shorts and a German Afrika Korps cap, complete with eagle 
and swastika.  We never did learn where he got the thing, but that 
was his head dress when piloting the canal.
The major hazard in going back and forth across the canal was 
that we were not the principal users.  At various times of the day 
long lines of ships would be passing up and down the canal.  If 

we were required to 
cross at these times, 
the drill was to let 
one ship pass then 
cross behind it and 
before the next ship 
in the line.  
On this particular day 
I had just brought a 
load of supplies up 
from the garrison and 
by the time we had loaded the “canvas bucket” a column of ships 
were moving up the canal.  As per the drill, Spence let one ship 
pass then set off for the far bank.  He may have been a fine 
navigator, but he was a lousy chief engineer as half way across the 
outboard ran out of fuel.
We were suddenly becalmed in the middle of the Suez Canal with 
a 20,000 ton oil tanker bearing down on us without the means or 
the inclination to stop.  Forget Corporal Jones, there are times 
when panic is the very best option.  Boxes were frantically flung 
aside as we tried to get to the paddles on the floor of the boat.
By the time we got paddles in the water and our craft underway, 
the bows of the tanker seemed directly overhead.  For sure, we 
were only feet from the side of the thing as it slid past.
Thanks a lot Spence. 

Spence Harron (left) with Ron Jamieson


