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right shoulder - and his media escort team react to Taliban fire

TALIBAN TARGET – Marines win the fire fight
Escorting the Sun’s Defence Editor on Operation OMID HAFT
By Lieutenant Colonel Tim Purbrick MOG (V)
Spokesman for Task Force Helmand
Less than two minutes into our Afghanistan front-line patrol, escorting a
Sun newspaper defence team, enemy bullets and grenades were
cracking all around us. Royal Marines of L Company 42 Commando at
the front responded with a withering hail of machine gun, rifle, and
sharpshooter and sniper fire forcing the insurgents to retreat and slink
back from whence they had come.
I was on Operation OMID HAFT, or Hope 7, an operation designed and led by 3 rd
Brigade, 215 Corps of the Afghan National Army partnered with the International
Security Assistance Force (ISAF) troops from Task Force Helmand to root out the
last of the insurgents’ strongholds in Central Helmand. And to expand the protected
community so that the local people could begin to feel the benefits of security,
governance and development opportunities offered by the Government of the Islamic
Republic of Afghanistan as it connects to its people.
No, it isn’t particularly usual for Lieutenant Colonels on the Brigade staff, especially
one old enough to be the father to most of the Marines in L Company, to start mixing
it with the insurgents on the frontline but I was there to escort Virginia Wheeler, the
Sun’s Defence Editor, and her photographer, Andy Bush.
We had met up at Patrol Base Wahid, the main base for our comrades in the
Estonian Company which is attached to 42 Commando. As an aside, the Estonians
have a soldier who was in the Russian Army when they had been here in
Afghanistan in the late 1980s and who has been back six times with the Estonians.
That’s quite a tour record.
On arrival at Patrol Base Wahid, we stood-to on the ramparts after an insurgent fired
a Rocket Propelled Grenade nearby. Welcome to the real frontline. We had just
taken a big stick – 42 Commando and 1 RIFLES - and stuck it into the hornet’s nest.
This was the reply.
TOTALLY TRASHED
The following morning we drove up Route Neptune, a road which runs alongside the
Nahr-e Burgha Canal and which had been cleared of IEDs the day before by the
Royal Engineers Route Clearance Team. We travelled in convoy with Lt Col Ewen
Murchison, the Commanding Officer of 42 Commando, through the totally trashed
bazaar of Loy Mandeh Kalay and on to the newly established Check Point Lightning
at the eastern end of the village.
On one side of us was the Canal, providing life giving water to the incredibly fertile
land of the ‘food zone’ of Central Helmand, behind us were compounds leading to
open fields and on the other was the village of Loy Mandeh Kalay.

A Royal Marine of 42 Commando crouches in a Helmand poppy field. Photo:
copyright & courtesy of the Ministry of Defence
We were met by L Company Commander, Major Alec Burrell. Alec and his Company
had been inserted by helicopter the previous night and we’re busy establishing
themselves in the compound they had just rented out from a local family. The Royal
Engineers were doing what they do best, working incredibly hard from dawn to dusk
improving the security of the Check Point and starting to improve the living standards
in the compound for the Marines by building a shower – a hose pipe from the Canal –
and temporary loos - it’s pooh in a bag and pee in a pipe, so basic but very workable.
Not so long ago an insurgent was overheard saying that it was ‘OK to shoot the ISAF
soldiers but not their slaves’. The bemused ISAF soldiers looked around them and, in
the distance, they saw the Royal Engineers toiling hard without break, building a
bridge in the midday sun. Royal Engineers - our ISAF slaves.
Later that morning we headed out on the first patrol into Loy Mandeh Kalay. At first
we had difficulty finding a way in to the village as it looked like the insurgents had
placed IEDs across our path, but our interpreter called out to a family who guided us
in to meet the Mullah for an informal shura or meeting. It all went well and we
patrolled back to L Company’s headquarters. As we enjoyed our rations supper the
insurgents had the audacity to interrupt it with a burst of gunfire and some grenades.
Before I could shout ‘Plymouth Ho’ every Royal Marine, grabbed body armour,
helmets
and weapons and lined up along the roof of the Check Point and the banks of the
Canal to let the insurgent know he wasn’t welcome any more. All was quiet for the
rest of the night.
Day broke early with the compound cockerel crowing his head off at 0515 hours, not
long for the pot I fear. We were up for a quick coffee and into the orders brief given

by Alec for the morning patrol south of Loy Mandeh Kalay into an area of compounds
which amounted to a small community. Loaded down with water, batteries,
ammunition and rations, body armour,
weapons and helmets, with most of the
young men and women carrying almost
their own body weight in equipment, we
surged out of the base.
We knew that we were likely to come into
contact with the insurgents and it wasn’t
long before we did.
Rather ironically for the Marines, the photo
that The Sun’s picture desk chose to run
alongside Virginia’s article about the
exchange of fire, on a whole page, was the media escort bloke from Task Force
Helmand – luckily it didn’t say ‘hero officer protects our Sun reporter in fire fight’
otherwise I would have got even more ribbing from the HQ staff than I have had
already.
Here’s the link to the article:
http://www.thesun.co.uk/sol/homepage/news/campaigns/our_boys/3608194/Whenthe-Taliban-shot-at-our-patrol-J-Company-saved-us-then-I-heard-bomb-blast-thatkilled-two-of-those-brave-Marines.html
Alec later assessed that our ‘contact’ with the insurgent was a ‘meeting engagement’
where both parties were on the way towards each other. We were expecting it more
than the insurgents and a convincing result had followed.
We continued across open fields of partially cut wheat, stepping over small ditches
bubbling with clear water, and we were quickly in amongst the compounds which
were our target for the day. Once inside a family’s compound, with security
established around us, our comrades from the Afghan National Army began the
vitally important process of engagement with the local community. It went well and
the soldiers bought a chicken off the family for their supper.
We hopped through a few more compounds in the midday heat – over 40 degrees
Celsius – and were resting in some shade when we heard a double explosion. It’s
never a good thing to hear and in this case, when the radio crackled a minute later, it
was the very worst news.
Lt Ollie Augustin and Marine Sam Alexander MC both of J Company 42 Commando
had been killed less than 1,000 metres from where we were. The banter between us
fell away and all were lost for a few minutes with personal thoughts about the
comrades who we had just lost.
I was truly humbled by the fortitude, determination and resolve of these young men
and women, as they picked themselves up, continued with the patrol, provided the
security for further community engagements - and then ensured that the whole party
returned safely to Check Point Lightning. I was on duty for mere a couple of days
with L Company - they are doing it for an unremitting six months.

Combat Camera Team at Camp Bastion
An emphasis on partnering
By Captain Christian Hill MOG (V)
The Op Herrick 14 Combat Camera Team at Camp Bastion is focusing increasingly
on Afghan Security Forces development and mentoring by British soldiers. We are
already marketing stories to the Afghan media as well as UK newspapers, radio,
television and the magazine networks. We are also beginning to train and mentor
the Afghan National Army’s own Combat Camera Team.
I’m the Team Leader – I normally work as a broadcast journalist at BBC Radio
Leicester. The Electronic News Gathering Operator is Sgt Russ Nolan from HQ
LAND, and our photographer is Sgt Alison Baskerville, also from MOG (V,) who
works as a freelance photographer in the
UK.
Captain Chris Hill, right, sets up a TV
interview in Helmand
So far we have covered stories on 3 Para
conducting reassurance patrols – partnered
with the Afghan National Army – through a
local bazaar in Nad-e ali (North); D
Squadron of the Household Cavalry
carrying out mounted patrols – partnered
with the Afghan National Police – along Highway 1 in Gereshk and 3 Mercian
working as part of the Afghan National Army Brigade Advisory Group on Operation
Omid Haft in Nahr-e Saraj (South.) They were conducting clearance patrols to allow
a bridge to be built by Royal Engineers across the Nahr-e Bugrah Canal.
Other stories were RAF Medical Staff working on the Medical Emergency Response
Team, operating aboard a Chinook out of Camp Bastion; pilots and aircrew from the
Afghan Air Interdiction Unit – run with an RAF adviser – training on a firing range
outside Kabul in their MI-17 helicopters and officers from the Afghan Uniformed
Police
graduating from the
main police training
centre at Lashkar
Gah.
HQ

Land
photographer
Sergeant
Russ
Nolan, pictured left.

We have also filmed members of the Afghan National Army Route Clearance
Company carrying out a final training exercise on a range in Kabul, before completing
their course and deploying to Helmand Province; and Royal Marines from 45
Commando playing rugby with members of the Afghan National Army in the vehicle
park at Patrol Base Shawqat.

OPERATION, OPERATION, OPERATION!
THE NEW
PROGRAMME THAT HELPS YOU MOVE HOME AND CHANGE
JOBS ALL IN ONE DAY.
By Lieutenant Colonel Rosie Stone - Commanding Officer MOG (V)
The Media Operations Group (V) achieved another
first in April when former Commanding Officer Lt
Col Tim Purbrick and I were deployed on
concurrent operations in two different continents
supporting two very different military objectives.
Tim and his MOG (V) team have settled in well at
Lashkar Gah in Afghanistan but while things started
warming up physically and operationally for 3
Commando Brigade in Central Helmand the
situation in Libya’s version of the Arab Spring
dramatically deteriorated.
It led to UNSCR 1973 and the involvement of
NATO in a highly kinetic enforcement of the No Fly
Zone (NFZ) and Arms Embargo for Libya with the
ultimate aim of protecting its civilian population.
OP ELLAMY – LIBYA (NATO OP UNIFIED PROTECTOR)
The Libya campaign is a conventional form of warfare with the air and maritime
component being prosecuted remotely from various locations across Europe
coordinated by NATO. Meanwhile the land war continues with a mix and match of
Anti Gaddafi soldiers and ‘rebel’ forces with varying degrees of success. Protecting
civilians is NATO’s mantra while some nations have focussed heavily on regime
change.
Into this politically charged environment two personnel from MOG (V) were deployed
at very short notice. I was flown out to Joint Force Command Naples with 12 hours
notice to move on April 5 as the SO1 Strategic Communications. I was swiftly
followed by Captain James Ogglesby who is now Acting Major and Deputy Head of
the NATO Media Information Centre (NMIC).
Working in a NATO HQ is both fascinating and frustrating. Decision making in a
multi layered and multi national organisation can be a painful process and successful
Strategic Communications ultimately relies on a well balanced political and military
strategy. The latter point proved elusive; however, we had some measured positive

effect in our Information Campaign within Libya, particularly Misrata, during those first
few weeks.
The following article delightfully refers to my carefully crafted StratCom work as
‘NATO propaganda’ towards the end of the article but it demonstrates our effect:
http://www.telegraph.co.uk/news/worldnews/africaandindianocean/libya/8514140/Insi
de-the-art-deco-war-room-for-Nato-on-Libya.html
More importantly, our StratCom team introduced the full scope of non kinetic effect
and demonstrated how to synchronise it with kinetic activity to achieve greater
influence and encourage behavioural change in target audiences.
It is interesting to note that while James and I were based in Naples both Major Lorna
Ward and Major Chris Cobb Smith were out on the ground reporting from the other
side in their capacity as civilian media operators. Lorna was based in Tripoli with Sky
News and Chris in Benghazi and Misrata with CBS.
OP HERRICK – HELMAND, AFGHANISTAN
I have left Tim Purbrick to fill in details of the Media Operations Centre activity in
Lashkar Gah. Needless to say the full MOG (V) team is proving to be very effective.
You can follow their exploits on Facebook, Twitter and various Blogs. Welcome to
the age of digital media!
The Joint Media Operations Centre (JMOC) also has a strong MOG (V) cohort
operating from its Corrimec office and tented accommodation in the centre of Camp
Bastion. Major Dale Clarke has settled into the Strategic Messaging role but still
manages to get out on the ground as a media escort occasionally. Captain Chris Hill
is leading the Combat Camera Team while Sergeant Alison Baskerville , pictured
below, continues to add to the list of MOG(V) ‘firsts’ by becoming the first reserve
(and female) ENG Cameraman/Phot to deploy for a six month tour on Op Herrick.
The whole team is stepping up to
Central
Helmand
as
well
communications task of ‘marketing’
withdrawal announcements and the
theme.

the challenge of a spring and summer tour in
as
the
UK troop
transition

Sgt Baskerville’s most recent product can be
viewed at:
http://www.guardian.co.uk/world/2011/jun/07/
garden-lashkar-gah-helmand-afghanistan
Captain Andy Whitehead, despite only
recently returning from his tour in Helmand,
has turned around and gone straight back out
with newly promoted Lance Corporal
Georgina Coupe as his ENG Cameraman.
They have been sent out as part of the Media
Pulse Team commitment and will complete
several weeks on the ground.

We wish all those on operations a safe and fruitful tour and look forward to the
operational back briefs traditionally presented at the Honourable Artillery Company’s
Armoury House in December each year.
OPERATIONAL TRAINING
On the G7 (Training) front MOG (V) has delivered a number of pre deployment media
briefings and Captain Patrick Jackson is currently working with 20 Brigade on their
final mission rehearsal exercises. Captain Huck Keppler also supported 7 Brigade
for several months as the SO3 Media Ops in the build up to its deployment with 3
Commando Brigade and finished his time as both media and influence officer on
Exercise Iron Triangle working with our affiliated HQ at 3 (UK) Division.
The Forecast of Events has been overfilled for the last few months with more tasks
than we can meet at our current strength. This reflects both the positive relationship
we maintain with Army Media and Communications as well as the recognition that we
provide a valuable and specialist service.
SPECIALIST TRAINING
The Group held a joint training session with the Military Stabilisation Support Group
(MSSG) at Larkhill on its May weekend followed by a night out in the field and route
march back into camp. Morale was remarkably high bearing in mind the weekend
began with a late night at the MOG (V) Annual Dinner Night, held this year at HQ
Land Forces Officers’ Mess.
General Sir David and Lady Richards, General Everard (ACGS) and General Poffley
(COS LF) were the principal guests, while the Guild of Public Relations Practitioners
was represented by Ms Kelly Broom and the corps of journalists by Caroline Wyatt.
Captain Jackson spoke briefly on his Op Herrick experiences while Major Lorna
Ward gave an exceptional insight into her experience as a Sky news producer based
in Tripoli during the initial weeks of the NATO campaign in Libya. General Richards
concluded the evening as guest speaker and Colonel Commandant of MOG (V).
Editor’s Note: the Pen & Sword Club was represented by Col Mike Peters, Lt
Col Barry Hawgood and Major Doreen Cadwallader
Supporting two operations whilst continuing to meet the increased demand for
assistance on UK taskings has been a challenge. My aim over the next 12 months is
to increase the recruitment and selection of quality personnel from across all ranks
from private up to captain in order to sustain our capability for the future. The Group
HQ team has done an outstanding job holding it all together over the last three
months and my thanks also goes to Lt Col Lesley Wilde who covered the
Commanding Officer’s role during my absence.

Russians Join NATO submarine rescue exercise
Media give tick-in-the-box to Bold Monarch 2011
By Lieutenant Commander Heather Lane, RNR

RNR Public Affairs Branch

Arriving in Spanish waters off Cartagena to take part in the NATO submarine
rescue exercise Bold Monarch is the Russian Navy submarine Alrosa

NATO Maritime Exercises are usually fairly straightforward and follow
carefully planned and scripted scenarios developed to achieve training
evolutions. For example, achieving sea control in certain specified
exclusion zones, carrying out embargo or interdiction operations, mine
clearing and insertions of amphibious forces to secure an evacuation of
entitled personnel in some troubled region in Northern Europe.
Bold Monarch 2011, an International Submarine Rescue Exercise was clearly a
significantly different NATO evolution for me. Apart from the deployment of high-end
maritime technology in the form of the
Pressurized Submarine Rescue
Vehicles and breathtaking displays of
engineering ingenuity the exercise also
had a real news hook, several “worldfirsts” and breaking-news stories with
the core theme of saving human life at
extreme ocean depths.
This exercise will be an easy sell to
media editors - or so I thought...the
media will be knocking on the door to
get a place on a remarkable unique
media facility like this.... hmmm.
However, the political tensions, military
action and civil disturbances in Syria,
Libya and Yemen were drawing
significant resource and demanding attention from the international defence
correspondents. I knew that we would be entering a challenging media space
environment and we would have to pitch hard for attention.

But I was confident that the news of active participation by a Russian submarine in
the first ever co-coordinated NATO exercise would be a strong attraction. If we could
capture the visual spectacle and the human angle of deep sea submarine rescue and
bring it to the attention of news editor and imaginative reporters on the art of the
possible then, in media terms, we would achieve the NATO commander’s objective.
Our task then was to raise awareness of the investment
and the value NATO places on having the right equipment.
The scenario was promising - highly skilled professionals
from international military and commercial backgrounds
working and training together to protect the lives of
submariners with the opportunity of explaining and
acknowledging their vital work.
Lt Cdrs Andrew Mills and Heather Lane ashore at
Cartagena
Back at NATO Maritime Command HQ in Northwood a
Bold Monarch 2011news release was issued to UK and
European news editors a few weeks ahead of the start
date calling for media registration.
Lt Cdr Andrew Mills and I, both Royal Navy Reserve
Public Affairs Officers were nominated by FLEET HQ as
media escorts for the execution phase and our contact
details were promulgated widely. Disappointingly there
was a low response rate.
As the days approached our departure for the exercise
command ship in Spain, we began to chase up our media
contacts hoping to generate the level of interest Bold Monarch deserved.
Once embarked at sea the challenges, specifically in resources and communications,
became troublesome as we struggled with the ship’s bandwidth capability in Exercise
Control. We just did not have the software and resources to deliver the full range of
capabilities necessary in an APIC. Media monitoring and analysis was a significant
challenge as we were unable to stream video or access Flash Player and other
software packages.
Generating media interest was a slow
process but we had excellent initial support
from the Spanish public affairs officers
ashore who organised an initial press
conference for regional media on the
Command Ship while still alongside in
Cartagena. Spanish senior officers and the
EXCON Director gave a briefing and
interviews in Spanish and English to around
30 media prior to sailing
The conference was a good stepping off
point. We made useful media contacts - in
particular, the regional online English
speaking Simply Networking News agency
catering for over 250,000 living in the Murcia
region.

Their website subsequently became one of the most Goggled sources on Bold
Monarch .after the Northwood based NATO MC Exercise website itself.
We had been given a free rein to promote Bold Monarch objectives using all media
channels available.
So being a Facebook addict I set up a Bold Monarch 2011 business page on the first
day and began to populate it furiously with photos taken by our hard working Acting
Petty Officer Photographer, Des Wade, the US combat camera team. I also used
pictures I took on my little Sony camera as we travelled around the Fleet.
I became an avid collector of other people’s images with their copyright automatically
granted. Whenever our military observers from the 20 nations embarked on the
exercise were travelling to witness the rescue vehicles in action,
I encouraged them to take interesting photos and bring their memory sticks to me at
the end of their day. In this way we exponentially increased the amateur photo
collections available across the Bold Monarch Fleet of salvage vessels, diving units
and medical staff dispersed across a 50 mile radius of the Mediterranean.
Both Andrew and I made it our business in the first few days to visit other units to
write up on the activity and then sent our news releases back to Northwood for
marketing and uploading to their official website
Meanwhile the cold calling of news editors continued and we were both thrilled when
the BBC’s Nick Childs called following my e-mail to Defence Correspondent Caroline
Wyatt to say they were interested and sending Sarah Rainsford, a former Moscow
correspondent, fluent Russian speaker and now Spain’s BBC rep.
British Forces News (BFBS) confirmed they were on their way and NATO TV also
committed. Then an e-mail to a contact at the Press Association finally yielded
results and even the Mail on Sunday sent a reporter. The Spanish public affairs
officers were inundated with requests for media accreditation so it was agreed to
allocate 40 spaces on our Media Day to the Spanish. It was a sensitive trying to
decide where each of the accredited journalists should end up. Indeed it was one of
the most complex Media Days I have experienced.
The exercise plan dictated that there would be four media stances to cover the wide
variety of submarine rescue vessels taking part. Four submarines were on the
bottom of the Mediterranean in locations spread along 12 miles of the Spanish coastin some cases miles out to sea in depths of over 100 meters. On the surface we had
numerous salvage and support vessels with one Command Ship and four key mother
ships (VOOs or Vessels of Opportunity.)
Some of these were high powered salvage ships taken up from trade and fitted with
launch and recovery systems. The UK deployed the FR Norwegian NSRS a
remarkable Transfer under
Pressure (TUP) system that allows
submariners to be medically cared
for at pressure - a key enabler for
hyperbaric medicine.
Into this environment - directly
from the comfort of a marvelous

hotel ashore - we had to send the media. We provided them with transport from
hotel to pier, safety briefs and lifejackets, then a heaving landing craft ride through
choppy seas to the Command ship for a group brief by COMSUBNORTH Admiral
Corder.
The next task was to get the media and their equipment to their individual rescue
assets, break them down into smaller groups to get down to the submarines in the
rescue vehicles and then back to the Command ship.
Here they saw a parachute drop of submariner first responders and medics to a
floating life raft village. Finally we had to organise interviews with senior officers
before delivering them safely back - hopefully dry - with their breathless stories of
rescue and undersea adventure to shore. Phew!
It wasn’t easy; the horse trading for places in different rescue vessels began as soon
as the media got on the first coach. Talk about herding cats!
Our final lists of media groups for each rescue stance were not recognisable from the
night before and we had to show flexibility to meet expectations. Inevitably some
didn’t get to where they wanted to be. To top it all, one of the rescue systems was
unserviceable on the day.
This was deeply disappointing for the largest group who had chosen this rescue
event. Fortunately one of the key hard news events, the first ever mating of a US
rescue vessel with a Russian submarine was a grand success and those media on
that trip scored well.
Elsewhere across the Bold Monarch fleet journalists embarked on the Russian
Submarine Support ship EPRON and were treated to a warm welcome and media
facility, enjoying traditional hospitality in the Wardroom. The Italian submarine
support vessel Anteo, the French Pourquois Pas, the Norwegian Ship Sandefjord
and Shooting Star all gave journalists an insight into the future of submarine rescue,
deep sea diving and specialist medical support.
To sum up: Bold Monarch Exercise ended up with a great showing in the
international media; check it out on Google! There will be a Discovery Channel TV
programme covering the NATO rescue system, NSRS, in the autumn. BBC World
News, BBC National News and Radio 4 aired their packages over and over again on
8 June and featured it online.
British Forces News got their exclusive story aired. Spanish media went wild for the
exercise as did the Russian media. We uploaded videos to You Tube and the Bold
Monarch Facebook site is growing in “Likes.”
Yours truly got a once in a lifetime visit to a Russian Kilo class submarine and
toasted “Our Brothers of the Sea” with vodka in a Russian Wardroom with ten media
representatives. I will always remember this truly International bond of friendship and
mutual cooperation in the unforgettable Bold Monarch 2011.

Lt Cdr Heather Lane is a Royal Naval Reserve media operations officer
experienced in working at sea in NATO and UK Joint Maritime Exercises. She
served previously on Royal Navy Maritime Battle staffs afloat in the North Sea,
Atlantic and Baltic, and as a Media Advisor to a United States Navy Admiral
commanding a NATO Task Group in the Baltic. This was the advance element

of a NATO Maritime Task Force working ahead of an amphibious landing
exercise in Poland.
Heather has also assisted with running an APIC and Media Demonstration days
for the Italian Navy off the coast of Sardinia and has worked for a French
Maritime Component Commander embarked on a brand new helicopter
carrier/floating dock off the Croatian coast with a Multi-national Force. She has
enjoyed the hospitality of the Spanish Navy three times in the last five years,
supporting NATO’s NRF exercises deployed at sea with both real and exercise
media.

Sad farewell to HMS Ark Royal & Sea Harrier
Ark’s photo team wins 2011 Peregrine Trophy

Neither HMS Ark Royal nor the Sea Harriers are now with us. Two icons of the
defence world in which we have served in over the last quarter century or more have
disappeared from the order of battle. But the images live on.
The Ark’s outstanding photo team is the winner of the Peregrine Trophy for the best
portfolio in the 2011 Royal Navy Photographic Competition which recognises the
diversity, talent and creative ability of Royal Navy photographers in highlighting the
operational activities of the Service.
The Networker’s editors have selected the above photograph depicting the last Sea
Harrier leaving the Ark, with a Sea King helicopter in the background, as a memento.

Media Operations News Photo Award
The Winner of the Media
Operations Award for the
best single image judged
to create the most impact
as a news photograph, is
Leading Airman

( Photographer ) Kyle Heller with a photo of a Royal
Marine of 40 Commando greeting his son
on return from
Afghanistan.

Scramble
? They
don’t do
that with
an E3-D
Sentry!
An
interrupted
breakfast in
Sicily
By Flight Lieutenant Tom Calver 7644 Squadron RAuxAF
The telephone rang stridently as the Tactical Director introduced himself over
breakfast. The conversation was short. Then he turned around to his
colleagues and uttered that immortal word. Scramble!
They don’t scramble E-3Ds. The Sentry, as it’s called, flies planned missions,
controlling the skies over Libya, watching for breaches of the No Fly Zone, cocoordinating the hundreds of NATO aircraft carrying out missions as part of
Operation Unified Protector.
It calls for intense concentration for hours at a time, made
less difficult with careful planning by all the members of the
mission crew, led by the Tactical Director,
Flt Lt Tom Calver left
So, with the Mobile News Team I had arrived for breakfast
in Trapani in Sicily with a clear idea of the morning’s
timings. Breakfast, then report to the E-3D detachment,
go through the briefs, watch some planning, on station as
planned, off station as planned and land sometime in the
evening.

But today the operation changed. Which meant that the UK E-3D needed to get
airborne as soon as possible? So we and the E-3D crew took a last bite of breakfast
and headed to work. Briefing and planning had to be done quickly; bit was done no
less professionally than if the crew had had the luxury of time.
All knew that it was important not to miss a critical detail. No critical detail was
missed.
And while they prepared, so did we. We made a last check of our cameras and
sound kit. We discussed with our escort what we could and could not do on board.
We got our safety briefing, and then we headed to the aircraft.
We took off early and then the crew put all their planning into action. Technicians
brought the radar on-line and ensured the communications links were in place.
Then the displays were brought up, details appearing - the Libyan coastline, refueling
areas, then aircraft and ships and various other details. To me, the picture was a
clutter of information, but each member of the mission crew knew which pieces of
information were important to them.
We had left just over an hour earlier than planned, and when the crew called ‘on
station’ they had managed to shave even more time off. The on station call meant
that previous E-3D could head home. It was rigorous work for the E-3D mission
crew as they took over, but once they were in the groove, they could relax enough to
chat to us. A headset would be pushed off one ear, and we would talk, but frequently
it would be flipped back into place as another message came in.
While they are on station, the E-3D crew is responsible for delivering the whole of the
planned air operation for the day, ensuring that each mission happens on time, and
aircraft movements do not conflict with each other. At the same time they act as a
link between the NATO Combined Air Operations centre on the ground and the
aircraft in the sky.
To get an idea of the complexity I listened to the Fighter Controller managing air-toair refueling, speaking to various nation’s’ pilots, moving fighters and refueling aircraft
around to ensure that all the planned refueling took place. It is a complex, multidimensional game. Not only must
the aircraft be moved in three
dimensions, but they must be kept
on time. The Controller is also
trying to manage fuel reserves, to
build up spare capacity in the air.
The spare capacity is vital if a
patrolling aircraft needs to
respond to an incident – say
stopping Gaddafi regime artillery
firing at a town – and so burns more fuel that originally intended. The reserve
ensures NATO can respond to the unexpected. To husband the reserve, the
Controller constantly adjusts the re-fuelling plan.
The whole mission demands constant attention to detail. Technicians, surveillance
controllers and weapons controllers work as a team, serious about the job, but with
the banter and humour to lighten things. Even so, when it was done, I could feel the
moment everyone relaxed.

And then we could chat a little more. It turned out that the UK 3-D crews are
accustomed to an extended mission. This is a dynamic situation and things do
change. On a number of occasions the crews have stayed on station longer than
planned, even arranging their own re-fuelling to do it(!) ensuring that command and
control is maintained. But if a late finish was not unusual, an early start had still
been unexpected.
What struck me about the crew was that despite the fact that a mission of the
planned length is demanding enough, they could find the reserves to do more if
called upon. Today has been just another example of that flexibility of approach and
commitment to delivering the mission
The Sentry landed as dusk fell. After we got off the aircraft, the Mobile News Team
went back to our accommodation. The crew went for a de-brief; their work was not
quite over. That day, they may have done more than they planned, but yet again
they had done all that was asked of them.

INSIDE THE GADDAFI REGIME
The pendulum swings in seconds and without warning!
By Major Lorna Ward
Lorna Ward is a broadcast journalist with Sky News,
currently reporting on domestic news stories
having just returned from five weeks in Libya and
six months on loan to BFBS as their Afghanistan
correspondent.
But media was her second career – embarked upon
after five years serving as an officer in the Army Air
Corps and Royal Army Medical Corps.
Her work in the Regular Army and as a Territorial has included tours in
Bosnia, Kosovo, Oman and leading a Combat Camera Team in Iraq.
She is currently serving as a Squadron Commander in the Media
Operations Group (V) and is media liaison officer for HQ ARRC. Lorna
writes:
As ‘guests’, we were in turn hosted and suffocated, welcomed and intimidated,
engaged and spied upon, embraced and punched, accommodated and imprisoned.
The same people were warm, good-mannered and kind one day; contemptuous,
rude and violent the next. The pendulum swung in seconds and with little or no
warning. And these were the people in whose hands we had effectively put our lives
for the duration of our stay. Our hosts: the ‘Brother Leader’ Colonel Gaddafi and his
Libyan regime.
I’ve been a peacekeeper stuck in the middle of warring factions in Bosnia and
Kosovo, mobilised as part of the coalition force in Iraq and later returned as an

embedded Sky News journalist. More recently my country of choice has been
Afghanistan as a - sometimes-embedded, sometimes free-moving – reporter.
These deployments have undoubtedly been challenging, exhausting, in parts
traumatic, and all without exception hugely rewarding. With hindsight though they
have been in many ways relatively straightforward and predictable.
The Arab Spring brought
an
altogether
new
experience for me. The
uprisings spread across the
Middle East and eventually
opponents to the Gaddafi
regime in Libya launched
their offensive in earnest
with their so-called ‘Day of
Rage’ on 17th February.
Colonel Gaddafi and his
entourage were initially
predictably tight-lipped and refused entry Visas to all Western journalists. Eventually
hours spent getting to know the embassy staff in London paid off and our three-man
Sky News team had clearance to go to Tripoli – as ‘guests’ of the regime.
Gatwick airport was thronging with families carrying backpacks and skis. One checkin desk at the far end of the terminal stood clear of queues. Afriqiyah Airways had
one flight departing – to Tripoli. Under the perplexed gaze of holidaymakers, Lisa
Holland – the Sky Foreign Affairs correspondent, Nathan Hale – our cameraman, and
I checked in for our unconventional mini-break. We started our (‘it’ll be about three or
four days’) mini break in February. We next set foot on British soil in April.
We were in Tripoli as the stalemate with Gaddafi escalated, watched on Libyan State
television as the votes were cast at the United Nations and the No-Fly zone was
agreed. We were inside Colonel Gaddafi’s compound as the first bombing missions
were launched, and were woken by nightly firefights, anti-aircraft fire and the sound
of NATO planes overhead.
And when we weren’t taking cover from our RAF compatriots’ raids overhead, we
were talking down increasingly desperate regime goons brandishing guns at us. At
least in Bosnia, Kosovo, Afghanistan and Iraq, I had within reason been able to
identify potential enemy and threats and distinguish them from friendly forces that
might provide help, safe haven and evacuation. Here on the ground in Tripoli - apart
from a last resort and very risky emergency escape plan – our ‘enemy’ and ‘friendly
forces’ were effectively one and the same, just swapping at the drop of a hat from
host to hangman.
We and about 40 other journalists were cosseted in the Rixos hotel. Our 5-star
prison - effectively under ‘hotel-arrest’. All of us at some point tried to leave without a
minder, to get the ‘real’ story. All of us were escorted back with a slapped wrist, like
naughty school children. Some got further afield, some were detained for hours, and
some were even tortured. But all were eventually rounded up by militia or soldiers at
checkpoints, by men in leather jackets emerging at speed from unmarked minibuses,
or by informant taxi drivers on the regime’s payroll.
Back at the hotel, the anti-virus software on our laptops fought a constant battle
against ‘hackers’ over the hotel wi fi. Every phone call was accompanied at the very

least by a loud click; and at its most ridiculous, by the sound of someone else picking
up a handset and voices chatting in Arabic in the background. The circus continued
when parts of conversations we’d had over the phone were casually related to us by
government representatives – a not-so-subtle reminder that they had all the power
and were monitoring our every move.
One such moment came from the official government spokesman himself. With a
tone of concern and a beatific smile, he asked me about my family and how worried
they must be about me. I had returned from a Tripoli hospital in plaster after
breaking my wrist earlier in the day and had just called home to let them know.
The spokesman recounted the words of my family to me almost verbatim. But in a
spurt of over-confidence he then went on to ask about the wellbeing of a daughter I
do not have; having clearly mistaken in his hasty eavesdropping, the name of my cat
for one of offspring. I smiled, thanked him for his concern and went on my way with a
wry chuckle.
He was the least of my worries. I had an admirer, a senior government minder, and
a pretty persistent one at that. I could not brush him off politely; and to do so more
forcefully would have put me and my team in a very precarious and potentially
dangerous position. If I was going to have to put up with that I thought; it may as well
be useful to us.

OOZING REJECTION!
So I drank numerous cups of mint tea, smiled as he tried to order me around like his
chattel, allowed him to carry my tripod, edged gently away from his wandering hands,
chatted during cosy coach rides and didn’t flinch at his whispered ‘sweet nothings’
during his translations of speeches. After one long press conference during which he
draped himself over my chair and ‘translated’ for me, a Channel Four colleague
commented that I ‘oozed rejection’ and ‘couldn’t the slime ball see that?’.
It was a game of cat and mouse for all of us; and one that was only bearable to play
thanks to a press-pack that put aside all competing interests and united in banter,
support and camaraderie in the
face of a common foe. And
let’s face it; I had it easy.
Three of our BBC colleagues
were detained for two days,
hooded, cuffed and subjected
to mock executions. Enough
to mobilise even the most
cynical and selfish of hacks.
This had the making of a BBC
exclusive; but as soon as the
three had been released and
were safely out of the country;
the BBC chose to release the
interviews and pictures of their story to other broadcasters and we all ran it
extensively.
We were of course in the country by choice, and had passports that protected us,
that got us out when we needed to. Iman Al-Obeidi did not.

She was the Libyan law student, right, who made world headlines after she burst into
our hotel breakfast room one morning screaming in Arabic. After realising she was
no suicide bomber (our instinctive assumption), slowly journalists gathered to sit her
down and try to speak to her.
Banging the table and pointing out bruises and scratches, she accused the Gaddafi
regime of detaining her, then beating and gang-raping her. Within minutes we had
mobilised our cameramen and were capturing her story.
Instantly mobilised too though was the army of hotel staff who joined the official
minders to attempt to shut her up. She was literally muzzled by one. A waitress then
threatened Iman with a knife shortly before her young colleague expertly threw a
jacket over the treacherous woman’s head and dragged her to the door.
The
minders smashed cameras, punched journalists and tried to wrestle equipment and
footage off us. One minder who had been full of concern at my broken wrist just 12
hours before, and had been offering the services of a doctor-cousin of his, pulled a
gun on us.
Gaddafi
supporters gather
in Tripoli, right
Somehow we got
the footage out to
London over our
satellite dish. We
then agreed with
other broadcasters
who had been there
that we would share
the story and give it
the widest possible
airing.
We’d been in Tripoli
for
five
weeks,
welcomed initially
like
long-awaited
friends. We’d been taken on tightly controlled trips to alleged NATO air strikes on
civilians, pro-Gaddafi demonstrations, and visits to alleged Al Qaeda prisoners
plotting against Gaddafi.
We had been fed daily press conferences by a state claiming to be unfairly victimised
by the West and accused of atrocities against its people it had not and would never
commit.
As we had got increasingly frustrated by our smiling gaolers and gilded cage, they
had got increasingly angry with our desire to escape their clutches and their
propaganda. The smiling masks had begun to slip and the earlier superficial warmth
was replaced by orders announced over the tannoy and the occasional uncontrolled
venomous outburst.
Despite the glaring evidence we had managed to gather; the daily arrests of errant
journalists, the threats, the intimidation and guards physically barring us from leaving
the hotel, the regime still blindly reiterated its message; insisting this was all a
figment of our biased imaginations.

But weeks of pressure had taken their toll. They were holding on so tight they
momentarily lost control. One woman had somehow made her way unobserved into
one of the regime’s fortresses and she had lit the fuse. And that day, the world was
shown just what the Gaddafi regime is really capable of.
And yet, months on, journalists are still sequestered at the Rixos hotel in Tripoli, the
minders watch them more closely, the the tannoy still bellows out and the phones
click. The nights (and now the days) are filled with the noise of NATO air strikes.
The café still serves gallons of mint tea, and no doubt my admirer is circling around
his next prey.
Iman has since popped up in Jordan and Romania and if reports are to be believed,
is heading back to her native Benghazi. The regime spokesman still holds a daily
press conference.
Libya is still the victim of the colonialist oil-hungry West and Colonel Gaddafi is still in
power.

Sky News Military Specialist
With a military background and as a serving member of the Territorial Army, Lorna
has carved herself a niche at Sky News as the military specialist and as a result, her
five years there have included numerous trips to Iraq and Afghanistan to cover
military operations and key events such as presidential and regional elections.
Lorna has worked on a broad range of other stories, from British politics – including
running live presentation from various locations during the General Election – to
showbiz – recently interviewing French First Lady and songstress Carla Bruni.
Her knowledge of languages and French upbringing mean she specialises in foreign
news, including covering the French Presidential election and running deployments
to Gibraltar and the Czech Republic.
Before her move into ‘hard news’, Lorna produced factual documentaries for the BBC
and the History Channel, including a series behind the scenes at the Palace of
Versailles in Paris, and ‘Days that Shook the World’ – a series reconstructing key
historical events around the world.

Bloody Aden and a baptism of fire
Fighting a losing battle
By Major Gerry Nicholas
TA Pool of Information Officers
The media coverage of Libya and the Arab Spring has sparked my
memories of warring Arabs.
It was in late 1967 when I flew out
to Radfan Camp in Aden as a TA Observer Officer – the forerunners of
the TAPIO Pool - where I was hosted by 1st Battalion The Lancashire
Regiment then under command of my former Brigade Major, Lt Col
Downward.
Peter was later to become a Major General and
commanded West Midlands District – at that time his
civilian Government Information Officer was one Major
Mike Peters, then Operations Officer at 116 Provost
Company, Royal Military Police(V) and later my
Commanding Officer.
The Lancashires were to leave Bloody Aden as the
Army’s most decorated battalion. They won a DSO, two
Military Crosses, three Military Medals, an MBE, six
Mentions in Dispatches and three Commander in Chief’s
commendations. They were also to lose a young officer
and three other men killed, five were severely wounded
and many more hospitalised.
I reported the Battalion deploying on Cordon & Search Operations in Steamer Point,
and in the “Beverly Hills” squatter camp, and while they were on the ground trying to
Keep The Peace in a “tinder box” of a town.
My six days in Aden produced full broadsheet pages in a string of provincial
newspapers, such as the Ashton-Under-Lyne Reporter Weekly Series, where I first
trained, the Oldham Evening Chronicle (where shortly afterwards I became a staff
reporter), the Rochdale Observer, the Lancashire Evening Post and the Southport
Visitor; not to mention Yorkshire publications, such as the Sheffield Telegraph and
Star, Leeds Examiner and the Huddersfield Examiner.
This in addition to an exclusive on Lieutenant Martin Scrase - two Arab bullets
popped the buttons on his shirt, but left him with only two grooves across his chest which made a top of page, with photo, in all the UK tabloid dailies and a feature and
picture, in the Daily Telegraph.
I mailed nearly 300 individual picture-stories to UK weekly newspapers that week.
My policy was not to use the same hackneyed SLR shot and story going out to every
publication. Each one was tailored to the individual and included a link or contrast
his former civilian calling with his job in the Army.

I repeated this formula in my Army travels and assignments and found it achieved the
maximum mileage. There is no substitute for seasoned news judgment.
It wasn’t success all-the-way, in Aden. I recall my embarrassing moment reminiscent of an episode of “Some Mothers Do 'Ave 'Em.” On arrival in Aden, I was
ushered into Government House to interview and be briefed by the High
Commissioner. To my embarrassment I promptly fell asleep in the course of his oneon-one opening discourse. My excuse: I had just got off the plane and - what with
the noonday sun, and the jet-lag his droning voice sent me into a deep trance.
He was, however, a real gentleman and making light of the incident packed me of to
rest saying that it would be better if I came back on another occasion!
I was to meet up with Welsh giant, RSM “Tacker” Davies - the former WO1 in my
own Ashton-under-Lyne TA unit, the 9th Manchesters, who had been slotted back
into the Regulars. He twice saved my skin. He leapt out of our patrol vehicle like a
Welsh centre heading for the England touch line brandishing his side-arm and
dispelling a bunch of rioters who had ambushed us in broad daylight on the Mahlah
Straight,. They were hell-bent on turning the vehicle over.
Later, accompanying a three-man town patrol I came under sniper fire. It was then
that I experienced that feeling of just how wide was my back and what a target it
makes.
One of the Army’s PR officers in Aden was Major Onslow Dent who was to go on to
work at HQ Land and was a leading player in the Unit Press Officer courses set up
for the Northern Ireland Troubles. Unfortunately we didn’t meet up that time as I was
working through Major John Chartres, my TA Observer boss.
Onslow’s name as the Army spokesman was often in the Aden news though I didn't
come across him during the business in Crater, but I did see “Mad Mitch” in action.
Although I wasn't up-close-and-personal at the Mansura breakout, I did also witness
some of the Parachute Regiment actions, albeit from afar, and thanked my lucky
stars that they were on “my” side.
Before returning to UK, I sat alongside Lt
Col Downward in the cockpit of a Beaver
airplane as he piloted me over the desert
to keep tabs on an outlying rebel-held
strong-post at Mukeras, in the waddies.
Peter had, unusually for a soldier, won a
Distinguished Flying Cross in Korea
working alongside the US Air Force.
Around that time I reported a rare escape. Lt. Martin Scrase survived the nearest of
misses when an Arab terrorist's bullets took two buttons off his uniform luckily leaving
only ridge-marks, where both bullets parted the hair on his chest.
Earlier that week, one of my former 9th Manchester colleagues, Pte Roland
Aspin collected the base-plug of a Russian F2 grenade, in his sit-upon. The shrapnel
wound was in a sore place but he lived to fight another day.
In one massive Cordon and Search operation, in Aden old town - despite the
explosive atmosphere - the massing children at the front of the rioters, apparently

defused the situation. Then seconds later, they parted to let through a rush of manic
rioters. In the background the children’s’ cries of welcome suddenly reverted to the
sinister chanting of “Nasser Tam Mam” as they began to scrabble in the dust for
missiles to throw.
The Battalion second-in-command, Major Ken Preston, who was with me at the time
explained that this happened as a matter of routine. It was sad, because the
Lancashire Lads were out there trying to win heart-and-minds ….but, obviously,
fighting a losing battle.
Says Gerry: This was a different experience of service life. I spent my National
Service in the RAF and, nearly all of my time, bored to tears on Christmas Island.
That’s another story for a future NetWorker. My time in Aden sold me on media ops
as a military career. In the years that followed I travelled widely with the Army
publicity effort. We had a different set of parameters from today but, basically, the
job is much the same - though with a higher recognition at senior level. If only I was
21 again, and with the 20-20 vision of hindsight!

Editor’s note: Gerry Nicholas was one of the most prolific of TAPIO journalists.
He found, photographed and dispatched thousands of stories and filled many a
provincial newspaper page. First commissioned into 9th Battalion the Manchester
Regiment TA, where after five years and filling the role of company 2/ic Gerry
transferred to the Pool of TA Observers in 1967. He volunteered for active service
during The Falklands War hoping, like other Territorials, to go south. He was to
spend his war providing a 24/7 service for 13 weeks covering the role of Senior
Information Officer at HQ South East District. A RADA trained actor, he is an
accomplished musician and under the stage name Gerry George has appeared in
films, on TV and in numerous commercials. Much in demand in his
persona of Britain’s greatest war leader he played in Churchill: the
Hollywood Years; in the Dutch saga Wilhelmina; in Luxe Vide
Pictures production Callas e Onassis in Italy and the Tiger Aspect
TV documentary The Plot to Kill Hitler. Last year he appeared with
Jim Broadbent and Matthew McFaddyen, in William Boyd’s awardwinning £6 million series Any Human Heart for Channel Four. He
starred as Churchill’s ghost in a TV commercial for The History
Channel promoting The Cabinet War Rooms in London, where he is
frequently booked to replicate the wartime leader.

The NetWorker finds more links
While researching our stories from Libya and Aden The NetWorker found some
unusual links. ……
In 1969 Major David Cleavey, who won the Military Cross with 1 Lancs in
Aden in 1967 was posted to Libya to train the mortar section of King Idris’s
National Guard. He woke one morning to find all his Libyan soldiers had
been arrested and his equipment and ammo had been confiscated by a
Colonel Gaddafi!
The first overseas exercise undertaken by
club member Roger Goodwin, after joining
MoD as an information officer, was Exercise
Crayon, the last British Army exercise in the
country. He was based at HQ 38 Group, RAF

Odiham in Hampshire, the tactical air support part of Air Command,
when he flew out to El Adem in an Argosy where his flight was
welcomed by a large group of local military. The Argosy, nicknamed the
Whistling Wheelbarrow was known for its short range. Roger landed to
re-fuel at both Istres in France and Malta. The Libyan coup was staged
a few months after he returned to the UK. “I often wondered if Gaddafi
was one of the Libyan officers that greeted our arrival.
Sand in their Sporrans was the headline on a news story in the Scottish press
when Major Ian Proud returned from a Libyan exercise in 1965 as a fresh
faced UOTC cadet. Ian is pictured, below, in a Ferret scout car as he gained
first hand experience of a
regular regiment – 14/20th Kings Hussars. He
also worked in Saracen and Saladin armoured vehicles, The paper reported
Ian’s second week as being more" exciting" … a drinking visit to the
sergeant’s mess was highlighted. Ian’s visit was over Hogmanay!
The saving grace for Ian’s reputation was a flight over Benghazi in an Army
Air Corps Auster…."from the air could easily bee seen the great crater holes
from World War 2 and a place of special interest- Field Marshall Rommel’s
HQ on an island.
Ian’s tactical memory
includes an exercise
in the role of a recce
force in the desert to
demonstrate the sun
compass
in
a
featureless terrain –
there were no sat
navs then.
Editor’s note: Ian is the longest serving TA Officer with the club. He has
three bars to his Territorial Decoration. Only Senior TAPIO Colonel Alan
Protheroe – then Assistant Director General of the BBC- matched that
achievement.

Letters Home from the Afghanistan Front
Lieutenant Julian Allen MOG (V) shares his story
It came as a shock, though it was to be expected in a shooting war, to
hear the news in 2010 that one of our colleagues in Media Operations
Group (V) had been wounded serving in Afghanistan.
Lieutenant Allen, a lawyer in the City of London and an officer of The Inns of Court &
City Yeomanry is now fully recovered and in fine form.
Joint Editor Mike Peters encouraged Julian to share his experience with the readers
of The Networker and was surprised at Julian’s approach to telling his story.
He has given the club an opportunity to read extracts from e-mails sent home to his
family and friends while deployed on Op Herrick 11 leading a Combat Camera Team.

They are moving and enlightening. His description of the soldiers’ life is vivid, heartwarming and re-assuring for those who have commanded and lived with soldiers in
the field. Tommy Atkins – and his female compatriots - has not changed. They may
now have Ipods, DVD players and much easier communications with family and
loved ones compared with the out dated magazines and newspapers of yesteryear
but British soldiers are still the tough, irreverent, humorous and dependable people
for whom we all have the highest regard. Julian, pictured right centre below, as the
Afghan National Army flag is raised wrote;
Hello and thank you for your emails, letters and parcels which are much appreciated.
So I thought I would drop you another note
to let you know all is well and give you an
update on life out here.
Rations are good and I have been kept very
busy. My job here means I move around a
lot which is very interesting but it does mean
there is no routine to settle in to. It is rare
that I spend more than three nights in the
same place.
Lately I have been embedded with the
Royal Welsh for a while. They are in a
different camp so it means I have to flit
between the two camps and though they
are only 10 minutes drive away, because of
lack of transport, endless briefings and the
fact that everything is subject to change I
often live out of a day sack and sleep in a
transit tent at their camp.
The Royal Welsh have a helicopter assault role which is really cool – it does what it
says on the tin – in by helicopter, assault and then helicopter back to camp.
Obviously what they don’t mention is that the heli doesn’t actually take you where
you want to go but, rather like Ryan Air, it takes you to a place far far away from
where you are supposed to be and you then have a long slog to get to where you
want to go.
I learned this the hard way on the first Op with them – half a day max they said – in
and out they said – you’ll be back this afternoon for tea and cake they said. Three
days, one particularly grueling nine hour night time tab and no sleep, later we
returned. To make matters worse at one point a helicopter mistook the infrared
flashing light on my helmet (which is supposed to tell them I am a good guy) as a
marker for its landing site and tried to land on me. It pulled out with less than 30 feet
to go which wasn’t what I needed. Squashed by a Chinook would be a really
embarrassing way to go.
Anyway that at least meant we have been welcomed into the fold a bit by them. We
also managed to get a really good story of one of the Welsh soldiers into the Sun
newspaper which helped matters along – he is 19 years old and had a baby with his
17 year old girlfriend on Christmas Day (obviously the father is now known as God frankly there are worse nicknames). He managed to call back to the hospital on
Christmas Day and they held a mobile phone up during the birth so that he could
hear his son’s first cries.

My Dad’s Army team (average age 40) is coping well and luckily they are fit and
strong. But the soldiers on the front line are so young. The 19 year old who had the
baby on Christmas Day weighs about nine stone and is about 5’6” tall and was on the
same nine hour tab carrying well over his own body weight (he had the Javelin which
is a massive shoulder launched missile that everyone hates having to carry – it was
almost as tall as him).
He had to be lifted up by his mate each time he got down on the floor because he
couldn’t get up on his own. My team fought in Gulf War I when they were both 19
years old yet many of the soldiers we film and speak to here were not even born
then. They can’t really remember before mobile phones and the internet.
The ingenuity of the British Soldier
never ceases to amaze me. I was
tabbing along behind a Jackal (a very
war-like cross between a tank and a
jeep) and it really felt like you see in
war movies of soldiers trudging along
behind tanks. Slightly made different
by the 42 inch plasma TV strapped to
the Jackal which the boys have
managed somehow to acquire. How
did they manage to get hold of it???
They even have a new Wii for it – although being squaddies they are now moaning
that it isn’t a Play Station!
At times the Army system is incredibly frustrating – the civil service mentality really is
different and I do often wish the cold harsh wind of the corporate world could blow
through it. We had a massive issue about keys for our work space. To cut a long
story short I took the usual City approach and reached for my cheque book
suggesting I just give a deposit. After an embarrassed silence while everyone looked
into space they carried on as if I had said nothing and we had to have another two
days of up and down the chain of command argument until we got our keys.
On the other hand some of the camaraderie and experiences have been absolutely
amazing. The adrenalin rush of some of it is going to be hard to replicate once I get
back.
Most of the bases I have stayed at are fairly similar tented constructions or Afghan
compounds, but one did stand out. It had been the HQ of an American irrigation
company in the 1950s. It must have been a lovely colonial building in its time. Now
the windows are sand bagged up, there is a machine gun post on the roof and the
veranda where people sipped their sundowners has soldiers sitting on ammo boxes
drinking tea. Inside the main hall there is (yet another) plasma screen TV (where do
the soldiers get them from!) and behind it what is effectively the land registry of the
area – crumbling old documents and sets of annual accounts.
To my great surprise no-one else seemed at all interested in legal documents from
the 1950s and I was left alone to read through them. To add to the mix there was
actually a decrepit old caretaker who had been living in the building since the
Americans left and the Brits haven’t had the heart to boot him out so he was rustling
around trying to clean up and thinking the good times were back again. If a
Hollywood director had constructed a set for a war movie they couldn’t have done a
better job.

The sheer military might of the operation out here is awe inspiring – the kit, the
logistics and the scale is mind boggling and I find it hard to describe. It really does
show you that war is either fought by a first world nation on a massive scale or by low
level insurgents nipping at the edges or terrorists striking soft targets at home and
that any type of conflict in between is difficult to sustain.
The airfield is covered in helicopters and aircraft and there are any number of weird
and wonderful big vehicles driving around. However they all seemed to have been
designed to sit in while wearing a civilian suit not
weighed down with tons of equipment. My own
particular gripe is the Mastiff – we travel a lot in that
and each one costs 1.4 million pounds. Surely it
wouldn’t have been too much to stick some thick
foam on the seats!
That said they are awesomely reassuring machines.
So many people have been blown up in them and
haven’t been injured at all that it is no longer even a
story. I have to find some other angle. Cue my latest piece of ground breaking
investigative journalism – well the headline says it all “Ex professional footballer
turned soldier survives roadside bomb”. Another tabloid triumph – you can probably
see the theme and gather that I am not going to trouble the Pulitzer judging panel.
What else – ah yes – the French and the Afghans have moved into the Welsh camp.
I will try and explain – basically in order for the Afghan National Army (ANA) to
eventually take over providing security and so that we can leave Afghanistan there is
an ongoing mentoring and integration process. Mostly the ANA are mentored by Brits
or Americans, but this ANA Regiment happen to be mentored by the French Army.
So when that Afghan Regiment joined forces with the Welsh the French came along
too.
It is fantastic to watch the interaction at a senior level. To say there is a massive
alpha male power struggle going on doesn’t do justice to the level of gamesmanship.
The first big meeting was wonderful. I did think of all the city meetings I have been to
and thought eat your heart out city boys – these guys have helicopter gunships and
missiles to play with.

‘INJURY TIME WIN FOR THE BRITS’
I am pleased to report the British Colonel successfully out manoeuvred them all – he
deliberately excluded the French Colonel (who is straight from central casting with
really heavily accented English and a cigar) to a later a meeting at the last moment
and met first with the ANA Colonel. As the introductions were happening the ANA
Colonel cut in that since they were few in number that he should introduce his team
first – it was nicely put and the Brit could hardly refuse – the Afghan got up and then
gave his full gorilla spiel and I thought “oh dear one nil to the Afghans” and the British
CO stood up to do his bit.
He spoke well and then blithely announced that he now had to leave to go to an even
more important meeting in Kabul and his helicopter was waiting (you don’t have a
helicopter do you Afghan man!) and his 2ic would take over, apologies for not being
able to stay longer, will brief you when I get back etc etc etc – leaving the ANA chap
in no doubt of where he stood in the importance rankings – nice injury time winner
from the Brit.

Predictably at soldier level, after an initial period of staring each other out, the blokes
just talk football with each other, work out how they can fiddle the system and
continue moaning.
With a three way language barrier and three different military systems it is fair to say
that there is ample scope for confusion and stress. To add to the mayhem my team is
in there sticking cameras and microphones in front of people freaking them out even
more. This is where the military system really does work well and despite these huge
hurdles, which would sink a corporate organisation, people do make it happen and
operations are still planned and executed and we do feel we are winning.
What really is the end though is the mobile phone situation. The Brits are banned
from using mobiles in theatre yet the French use mobiles as their main form of
communication. Meanwhile the Afghans have only just really discovered them so are
in the first stages of a full blown love affair.
To make matters worse the social rules seem to differ and they will answer them
loudly in the middle of the CO speaking in a meeting. To be honest we could
probably deal with all of this – what drives us really nuts is that they are still all on
Nokia ring tones circa 1999.
Some other general observations from out here:


Smash is now the British Army linguistic equivalent of “F******g eh” in the US
Marines. Aside from, obviously, smashing the enemy you can smash scoff,
tea , a tab, sleep or pretty much any of the basic soldier functions to more
complicated ones like smashing out a phone call home.



A number of you have asked about the countryside and before I arrived
people said how beautiful the mountains were and so on. That is, I
understand the case in the North where the scenario is supposedly lovely. As
far as describing Helmand goes I don’t think I can better the words of General
Sir Michael Jackson who described it as “Miles and miles of **** all with a
river in the middle”.
We have the Osprey diet here – Osprey is the body armour which
weighs about 15kgs with all your ammo and so on and basically
you can eat whatever you like and wearing Osprey means you
burn off calories just sitting in the heavy thing.


When back in Bastion aside from three massive meals a
day I probably have three cans of coke and five or six
chocolate bars a day and I am still rake thin.



Sometimes the military really is great fun – we had to do a large group photo,
but my photographer needed to be about 5/10 feet higher than the Landover
he was standing on to get the angle right – so we flagged a helicopter down
and he hopped on and it hovered a little bit higher than the Landover for him
to get a nice group shot.



I have noticed a common theme that irrespective of age or background very
few people read books – the IPod reigns supreme and anywhere where there
is power people watch DVDs on laptops. We all seem to favour mindless
action movies – Bourne, Mission Impossible and so on – as the main method

of relaxation. Also watching someone play Call of Duty on a Play Station
whilst actually on a tour of duty and about to go on a patrol was a nice real life
example of recursion – obviously I didn’t try to explain my observation to the
soldier but just told him to smash it out.


Tea – my team drink a lot of tea – and as OC my main job is to make it. There
always seems to be loads of tea bags and sugar but the
make-up of the ration pack means there is often not enough
powdered whitener so I carry lots around with me. Also I
have a jet boil cooker and some (very) illegal gas canisters
which I take everywhere – even when I left my sleeping bag
and night vision goggles behind on a night time Op (which is
another rather stressful story) I had my jet boil and made tea
for everyone.



I was beginning to get concerned as the banned gas
supplies I had brought out here were running low but have
found a QM who has a feed into the black market and is
getting the interpreters to smuggle them in from one of the
towns.



The issued hexi stoves are great because they are indestructible and can’t be
damaged by water or dust but they are more hassle and take much longer to
boil water on. You can make a cup of tea very quickly with no mess using the
jet boil. I realise from re-reading this that I have conformed to the British
stereotype by dwelling long and hard on tea and the mechanics of making it.



But it really does form a large part of life out in the field and I was beginning to
get concerned until I found the illegal gas supply. Full frontal attacks and
minefields are all very well but if I can’t provide tea for my team I would have
a mutiny on my hands.

Thank you again for all your emails, letters and parcels which have been really great.
It is a massive boost when you come back in and there is stuff waiting for you.
Dear All
It would be fair to say things have not gone quite to plan.
On the afternoon of 7 March we were filming footage for the BBC of an Operation to
place a 105 Gun on top of a ridge to dominate the ground below (as ever little
changes in Afghanistan and British soldiers 150 years ago would have performed
exactly the same task).
The area we were targeting on Op Certain Death (any Op which
involves a risk higher than stubbing your toe is always Op Certain
Death) is the last strong hold of the Taliban outside Musa Quala.
We knew it was likely they would stand and fight. There were a
number of small arms contacts throughout the morning and we
found four IEDs in 300 metres on the route up to the ridge.
On the top of the ridge the view was awesome but we didn’t have
time to enjoy it for long. The usual sign of anything about to get

sticky is the “Terp” (Interpreter) starting to flap. He was only a few feet from me when
I saw his face drop and he started to scramble for cover.
Seconds later we were contacted with small arms and an AGS 17 (a Soviet grenade
launcher). During the contact we got pinned down and eight of us were hit. Two of us
seriously enough to be extracted by helicopter.
Bits of it were comical though and at one point my mad cameraman ran back up the
slope under fire. I thought this was particularly keen of him to try and get a better
angle to film and ran behind him politely questioning what on earth he was doing,
obviously in slightly more direct language! It turned out he had dropped his camera
lens cap and so after we had collected the important piece of plastic we continued
our orderly extraction.
I should also mention that I knew the Household Cavalry medic who treated me from riding in the Lord Mayor’s Show. It was an odd place to meet again. We did
have a chat about riding in London although I singularly failed to act out a WWII film
style moment “Ah hello chap, good to see you again, no riding in this damned country
eh. Anyway sorry to trouble you, but I seem to have done something to my hand etc
etc”, but he did leave me with a “Ze war is over for you Englishman” as they popped
smoke and the helicopter came in to extract me.
The medical system is unbelievably awesome. Less than one and a half hours after I
had been hit I had been
treated on the ground,
extracted by Chinook
(covered by an Apache
which put a Hellfire
missile into the Taliban
position) and put under
general anesthetic in
Camp Bastion where I
was operated on by two
specialist
hand
surgeons. When I woke
up I shared a pizza with
the other casevaced
soldier. 48 hours later I
was back in England in
Selly Oak Hospital.
The prognosis is good and the medical view is that if you have to get hit in the hand I
was hit in the best place. A chunk of my thumb bone is gone but all my digits are still
present and all feeling and sensation is there.
Morale is high and I am delighted to see Katherine again, who has been put up in a
hotel nearby. My Team is fine and back safe in Camp Bastion which is a great relief.
We may moan about the military system on occasion, but when you are injured it
really looks after you. Also given the state of many of the blokes here I do not
consider myself injured at all. I am now plotting my escape from hospital and look
forward to catching up sooner than expected.

CAPTURED – BY THE BOSNIAN ARMY
My time as a “missing person”
By Lieutenant Colonel Barry Hawgood
Bosnia during 1995 was an interesting place
to be! It was three years after the first British
troops were deployed in country under the
auspices of UNPROFOR – the United Nations
Protection Force.
And where the 1
Cheshire’s’ account of its time in country
(June 1992 to May 1993) had been well told
as a result of its high profile Commanding
Officer. Colonel Bob Stewart. I was drafted
into theatre at the beginning of March that
year to take over as Chief Media Operations
British Forces wearing the blue beret of the
United Nations.
My job was to initially get some semblance of
order back into the media organisation that had become fragmented and
disillusioned. Mostly within the rear echelon of theatre, which was based in Divulje
Barracks, near Split in Croatia? Other media locations were Gornji Vakuk and Vitez
in central Bosnia, the latter being the primary centre of media activity through to the
arrival of 3 Division in late August 1995 when media operations reverted to under
command of HQ 3 Division.
So how did I become embroiled in a situation that resulted in my being detained by
the Bosnian Army in July 1995? It is worth setting the scene first to understand the
intensity of operations around that time. In 1994 the Croatian and Bosnian Armies
had patched up their differences leaving behind untold ethnic atrocities where village
after village of Muslim Bosnian families had had their homes blown out from under
them (using the gas cylinder method, closing all windows and allowing the gas to
escape until, on reaching a critical volume, it reached an ignition point in the house –
such was the force of the explosion in most cases that the windows and roofs of
houses were blown out).
United they were intent on taking their fight to the Serbian Army which had been
conducting bombing campaigns indiscriminately on civilian populations in towns
throughout Bosnia and Croatia.
Since 1993 Operation Deny Flight had been in force operating out of Brindizi, Italy
and providing air cover to prevent Serbian air activity although in July 1995 this
operation was stopped as the British and French initiative came into being.
The British too had suffered some humiliating incidents, one being when 33 members
of the Royal Welch Fusiliers were captured by the Serbian Army while manning
Observation Posts in Gorazda, one of the three Muslim Bosnian enclaves that the
UN had promised to protect from assault by the Serbs and who had originally agreed
not to harm the occupants.

A
house
destroyed
near
Gorni
Vakuf,
Bosnia.
I was sent to
Belgrade on two
occasions
to
ensue the media
did not get in the
way
of
their
release
in
Belgrade.
And so it was that
in late July 1995
when British and
French
forces,
under NATO command and, in theatre, the Rapid Reaction Force under Major
General David Pennefather, RM, brought together a force to hit back at the Serbs. In
Vitez this had meant the forming up of elements of 1 Devon and Dorset, the CO
being Lieutenant Colonel Jeff Cook, to provide the escort to the guns of 19 th Field
Regiment, Royal Artillery as part of the operation with the French to move onto
Mount Igman to dominate the high ground and surrounding area of Sarajevo and to
provide the necessary firepower to neutralise the Serbian guns and their ammunition
dumps around that city.
It was a fraught time with the Serbs continuing to exert pressure on the Sarajevians
by gun fire and sniping, killing many in the process. On one of those days, our
troops were all assembled ready to move when the order came from higher
command. I also had in excess of 70 international members of the media in tow
wanting continuous updates as to what was going on and asking if they could be part
of the move. We resolved this last issue by creating a media pool that was
acceptable to all.
But there then remained the British national broadcasters looking for something to
report on for
their
midday
and
evening
broadcasts back
in the UK.
The frontline in
Sarajevo: and
the reason to
stop the
Serbian Army.
So while an air
of expectation
hung ominously
over Vitez there
was also frustration at the lack of action. I had been in touch with the 1st Devon and
Dorset operations room throughout this period and had learnt that Colonel Jeff had
been sent to the eastern area of Bosnia, to conduct a recce for the possible relief of
survivors from Sebrenica, a name that most will know now as the location of probably

the worst atrocity of the Bosnian conflict where the Serbian Army killed some 3000
male citizens from that enclave. It was being looked after by Dutch UN troops, who
found themselves helpless to interfere with the resulting massacre. Much more about
this during the coming months from the International Courts of Justice.
On the day of my capture, after I had delivered my first media briefing of the day at
which I also indicated, as advised, that the move onto Mount Igman was imminent, I
was asked by the BBC’s Tom Carver what I could give him for his midday news
bulletin. My response had been that there was nothing.
But of course that was not a satisfactory answer so I considered the idea of seeing
whether the CO of the D&Ds could be reached to give an interview. It was after all a
developing issue as at the time no one really knew the extent of the massacre in
Sebrenica.
I explored this possibility with the 2IC and Adjutant who were both sure that the CO
would be prepared to give an interview. However, he was in a pretty inaccessible
place and on examining some of the options to get to him it became very clear that
we only had one – by helicopter. By road it would have been a whole day’s
adventure and Tom Carver needed to be back in Vitez within three hours to file his
report for the BBC.
I also asked Chris Bellamy, the Defence Correspondent of the Independent, if he
wanted to come along if it could be arranged. He said he would very much like that
but while offering such a facility, it was very much on the understanding that getting a
helicopter to take us to this location in eastern Bosnia, home of one of the Pakistan
UN contingents, was highly unlikely at such short notice.

Wow, was I wrong! Within 30 minutes the Operations Room and the 2IC confirmed
that we had a Lynx to take us there and bring us back. He would inform the CO of
our visit and so within 45 minutes I, Tom Carver, with his cameraman and Chris
Bellamy were on our way to Olovo.
The flight was only 30-40 minutes. Flying from Vitez which sits on a high plateau in
Bosnia, we flew into a more and more quite hostile country, with the terrain below
showing us steep-sided, valleys through which we could see unmade single track
roads linking various small villages and towns.

Overhead of our destination, our pilots said they would put us down in the compound
and pick us up about one hour from touch down. That was fine. Then all the great
plans began to deteriorate! As the Lynx began its descent onto the helipad, the pilots
said that there was something wrong because we were being waived away and not
being allowed to land. We had no idea why at this time.
So being intrepid Army Air Corps pilots, they identified a landing spot just outside the
compound from where we could walk in. Our landing was in a cloud of dust and I am
sure with much protest by the owner of the haystack that I think was rather blown
away during the landing and take off.
But we were on the ground – and when the dust lifted, all four of us were told in no
uncertain terms to put our hands in the air, as we were confronted by members of the
Bosnian Army pointing rifles, an RPG and machine gun at our good souls.
This really was a set back and not one we could have imagined happening. And
why? I had no explanation for the others at this time. We were all treated to the
indignity of spreading hands and feet, being searched and being stripped of all
contents on our persons, including my pistol, as the only armed person in the group.
After waiting we were treated to the wonderful sight of a Trabant slewing around in a
cloud of dust, stopping, and from the passenger side a giant of a man emerged,
spoke to whom I gathered was the commander of the group with us, and then
indicated he wanted all four of us to get into the rear of the car. That might have
been funny except we were being told to get into a car that would take us away from
the UN compound. And try getting four large men into the back of a Trabant motor
car!
The BBC had their camera taken and Chris Bellamy had his camera and notebook
taken. While this was going on just outside the Pakistan compound I saw soldiers
watching; not one made any move to come to find out what was going on, despite my
blue beret and UNPROFOR insignia.
After hauling in the fourth man (I think it was Tony the cameraman) across our laps
the driver drove at break neck speed along no more than a track, taking us through
roughly hewn out tunnels until we reached the small town where we stopped outside
a tallish building. Here we were told to get out of the car. We were ushered into the
building where we were once again given the once over, and then up some stairs into
an office where we were left with a guard watching over us.
Some two hours later, a Bosnian officer arrived who could speak some English and
informed us that we would be interviewed by the head of
security that turned out to be the gorilla of a man that had come
to collect us earlier. It was mid afternoon by now and I could see
that Tom Carver, right, was not in a comfortable position with all
that was going on. The others were resigned to whatever fate
was in store for us.
Our interrogation was clearly targeted at getting us to admit we
were spies. No amount of convincing was going to change his
mind and so after some difficult moments and an hour later we
were left alone again with no indication to what was going to
happen to us. Early evening came and brought a Colonel in full
Pakistan UN attire to address us.
He indicated that our

situation was completely our fault and that we should not have disobeyed the no-fly
zone directive in force for the area.
“The what?” I said thinking I had misheard him. “Are you saying that no aircraft
should have been flying into your area of responsibility?” “Yes.” He said, “no one
should have been flying here – it’s an agreement with the Bosnian Army here.” I now
understood why the Pakistani Army had made no move to help us – they were
confined to their compound! This was another aspect of the UN we British saw very
little of. We would not stand for such arrangements - if we were there as a peace
force and only there to give the local population, threatened by the Serbian Army,
some security.
The Colonel left saying he would send some food but could not say how long we
would be kept captive. He was at least as good as his word in providing food. That
arrived later that evening and once we had eaten the English speaking major arrived
to tell us that we were to be moved to the local military police headquarters where we
would be “interviewed” again and then released. I suppose those last words were
some consolation.
It was now late and on our arrival at our new location we were split up and separated.
I complained about this but the Bosnian military police were adamant. I did not see
my three members of the UK media again that night! I was taken into another room
where I was given another grilling about my presence in the area, and finally was told
that I would be taken back to the British area.
They did not give me back my pistol and shortly after I was escorted to an old
Mercedes and driven off into the night by two young Bosnian soldiers. They were
quite friendly and at each check point we stopped at they were happy to accept a
slug of slivovitz, the local plum brandy, even offering me some too. So the journey
became more and more erratic especially as we were travelling without lights on
several occasions as we drove close to the border with Serbia.
We finally reach our destination in Zenica, a town not far from Vitez. Here the duty
officer was woken and I was handed over to him. I was expecting transport to take
me to Vitez but instead he thought it a good idea to interview me. At that point I had
had enough. In no uncertain terms I asked for a telephone, refused to talk to him
except to arrange transport to the nearest check point close to Vitez. Fortunately the
officer complied giving me a telephone from which I was able to contact members of
my media team at Vitez and at around 5 am that morning, after flying into Olovo, I
arrived back at the Vitez media office.
The rest of the hours ahead of me were spent in preparing a
written report for the Brigadier at Gorni Vakuf where at the time
British HQ was based. My reception needless to say was a cold
one. The man I was briefing had no time for media and he had
been stripping the media operations team of assets for other
operational use and leaving us desperately short of equipment.
It was not until the arrival of 3 Division that resources were
reversed and the main media effort was centred out of Gorni
Vakuf.
The other three that had been with me were not released until late the following day.
I learnt that Chris Bellamy, right, had been given quite a difficult time during his
interrogation mainly because his notebook had recorded interviews in Russian when
he had been in Chechnya before arriving in Bosnia. A lesson here – media

operatives should ensure that notebooks do not record interviews and don’t carry
notes from different theatres of war into another war zone.
I now know there was a major break down in communications between the UN
headquarters and national headquarters: and in turn national headquarters to their
units. How a helicopter was deployed to where we arrived in eastern Bosnia was an
appalling state of affairs.
The blame must lie in the British headquarters operations room or the UN’s. Either
way the air desks of both headquarters had some explaining to do as it seemed to
me that someone had failed in their duty to prevent such a flight happening,
especially as I understand that the Lynx was fired upon by the Bosnian Army when it
took off after dropping us off.
The following day, the signal came down for the British and French to advance on
Mount Igman, site of the 1984 winter Olympics, which marked the beginning of the
end of the Bosnian war.
To finish this bizarre story: some months later after I had befriended an Indian
contractor who was driving a coach throughout the country, delivering replacement
personnel to the Pakistan compounds in Eastern Bosnia, I told him my story and that
I believed the pistol had been returned to the Pakistan compound.
Then one evening he arrived at my residence outside Divulje Barracks, Split and
handed over my gun with all its ammunition. He had been at the compound near
where I landed in the Lynx and had gone into their operations room and asked for my
pistol back. I was very relieved at having it returned in such an unusual way.

NINE THOUSAND ACCREDITED JOURNALISTS!
Could you hack it in Hong Kong?
By Roger Goodwin
The hand-back of Hong Kong to Chinese sovereignty was the biggest
non-war, non-sport international news story of the 1990’s. The last great
British colony’s government accredited over 5,000 visiting journalists to
cover the run-up to and the final ceremonies on 30 June, 1997, swelling
the ranks of the resident foreign correspondents and the vibrant and
highly energetic local press corps to a grand total of nearly 9,000. And
all of them wanted a piece of the Garrison.
Largely, we weren’t the words. They were nearly all about Governor Chris Patten’s
11th-hour attempts to introduce, by our standards, a pale, sickly and emasculated

shadow of democracy and his consequent battles with an enraged Chinese
Government – ‘whore of a thousand years,’ they called him, in their typically
understated way. They were about the future prospects of the most exuberantly
rampant, free-booting capitalist society on earth under the most reactionary
communist regime on earth.
Roger Goodwin has been a member and staunch supporter of the Pen & Sword Club
since its early days and was at the forefront of MoD public relations for many years
working in appointments covering the Royal Navy, the Army and the Royal Air Force.
His career began as a
journalist in his home town of
Barry in South Wales and later
at the West Midlands based
evening
newspaper,
the
Wolverhampton Express &
Star. Roger twice served in
Hong Kong and latterly was
the Director of Joint Services
Public Relations in the colony
at the time of its hand over to
the Chinese. His career has
taken him to fill a number of
overseas postings including
Germany and the MoD Press
Desk where he worked on the
Navy and the Central Desks at
a time when that team was
arguably its most active best.
Roger sailed South with the
Task Force for the Falkland’s War and later was Command Public Information Officer
at HQ Land for both Gulf War 1 and the early stages of the Balkans conflict. After
Hong Kong he served a highly successful pre-retirement tour heading the information
team in Northern Ireland during the lead-up to and the implementation of the Good
Friday Agreement.
On another level, the media being what it is, they were about Patten’s (very) pretty
daughters, and even his pair of ankle-obsessive terriers, Whisky and Soda.
We were the pictures. How do you illustrate End of Empire? You do it with pictures
and film of the Union flag being lowered for the last time over Ghurka Barracks in the
New Territories; of Ordnance Depots being emptied; real estate handed over; of RAF
helicopters being sold off; and of bronzed Royal Navy officers, looking straight from
Central Casting in their dazzling white, razor-creased tropical rig, standing proud on
their ships’ bridges as they continued, right up to the last days, their anti-smuggling
patrols.
The run down and departure of Britain’s second-oldest overseas Garrison, and the
process formally known as “transfer of defence responsibility” to the People’s
Liberation Army, was the only physical manifestation of the handover. Visibly, nothing
else changed. The same Government servants went
on working at the same desks in the same
Government departments. The same policemen went
on wearing the same uniforms, pausing only to snap
the crowns from their cap badges and to drop the
word “royal” from their title.
The cars went on driving on the left, businesses large
and small went on focusing exclusively on producing
the golden eggs that were – and still are – the place’s
sole reason for being.
Displayed prominently in the Hong Kong Foreign
Correspondents Club - undoubtedly the best
journalists’ watering hole in the world to this day, is
this Picture of the Year 1997. Every evening a British

Forces colour party lowered the flags on the Cenotaph in Hong Kong Central. Just
five weeks before the handover, Lance Corporal Lee Wotherspoon of the Black
Watch was caught proving what every Scotsman doesn’t wear beneath the kilt.
Such was the world-wide interest in the hand-over that we know that not only did it
appear in The Sun. The Star, The Daily Mail and most of the Scottish newspapers
but in North America, South America, Australia, South East Asia, India, South Africa
and Europe. It even made Time Magazine. It is still doing the rounds on the internet.
Back in Scotland his girl-friend was reported as saying she would recognise him
anywhere. Inevitably it caused an irate retired Brigadier to get the regimental
Secretary out of bed at 0630. in the morning. Sadly, perhaps, Lance Corporal
Wotherspoon returned home three days after the picture was taken and was not able
to take advantage or enjoy the steady stream of female fan mail which arrived for
him.
He was, however, able to enjoy the distinction of being voted ‘Rear of the Year’ by a
gay club in Paris. It was widely reported and has gone down in history that he was
b…….d by his sergeant major for having uneven stocking tops. It’s true though it
was only ever intended as a wind-up. Never underestimate the media’s ability to
invoke the law of unintended consequences.
Anything and everything the Garrison did was the subject of intense media interest.
Even in normal times, the Joint Services Public Relations Staff (JSPRS) routinely
hosted around 700 to 800 journalists a year, of who 30 to 50 were international. The
year before the hand-over we were up to 1400 plus, a figure which was exceeded in
the first three months of 1997 and by the end, with only half the year gone, our
figures were nudging 2000.
The most routine of press-calls,
which we were staging several
times a week, would attract
anything up to 40 media, and the
big events – such as the first visit
by the People’s Liberation Army’s
GOC-designate – could and did
produce hundreds.
JSPRS had always been one of
the Ministry of Defence’s largest press offices, but we needed reinforcement.
Eventually we were boosted by one MOD Information Officer and Sarah Wood,
Cathy Little and Louise Budd from the Media Operations Group (V.)
Cathy is
pictured above left and Louise, third from left with members of the People’s
Liberation Army team.
We had sought Tri-Service reinforcement. Thanks to Mike Peters, then Colonel
Media Operations, only MOG (V) responded. More fool the others. They missed the
chance to be part of the most intense, frenetic, fascinating, busiest, craziest, most
professionally-satisfying event any of us had ever, or will ever, experience – even
operational deployments notwithstanding.
We ran photo-calls near enough every day. Even the slightest, normally most
insignificant event was worthy of coverage, and they all had to be recce’d, planned
and managed. For once, the units were accommodating. We had put much work into
preparing them in the years before, and they knew full well that there was nothing

which would so become the remaining British forces in Hong Kong than their leaving
of it; with heads high, tails up and looking good.
One memorable occasion saw our daily planning conference
invaded by no less a personage than the Australian cultural
attaché, Sir Les Patterson (aka comedian Barrie Humphries
in non-Dame Edna mode), in pursuit of one of our number.
(Oh yes, Mrs. Ridge, I’ve not forgotten.
Cathy is pictured right being interviewed Barrie for British
Forces Broadcasting Services. It was surreal, she said.

As the media interest increased, so did their enjoyment. Units began competing for
coverage. The officers of the last UK battalion, the Black Watch - selected by the
Army
Board not least for the splendour of their ceremonial dress - ran a competition to see
which interviewee could work in the phrase ‘proud and privileged’ (i.e. to be there)
most often.
The winner was the CO, by a country mile – helped on his way by some of our
resident correspondent friends, who, when let in on the secret, gleefully joined the
fun by seeing how many times they could get away with including it in copy.
Film crews, of course, needed ‘action’, the more photogenic the better. Most often, it
was very amply provided, and with the least disruption to the Garrison’s routine, by
the three fine-looking little ships of the
Navy’s
Hong
Kong
Squadron,
patrolling the tropical waters of one of
the world’s busiest and most scenic
harbours and sending boarding parties
in 40-knot semi-rigid inflatable’s to
search fishing fleets and local trading
vessels.
As they relate elsewhere in this issue
of Networker, Hong Kong was a workhard, play-hard place, and our bevy of
young, still-single MOG (V) ladies never wanted for escorts ready to help them enjoy
to the full one of the most exciting cities on the planet. Drawn not just from Garrison
officers, either.
So frequent were the demands that I proudly carry the distinction, I like to believe, of
being the only British Government Information Officer ever to be given effective
control (but not, of course, command) of one of Her Majesty’s ships of war. It was
simply easier all round to designate, each day, one of the three vessels as Duty
Press Ship, ready to respond to our often short-notice requests.
Naturally, it always helped if we could offer an attractive producer’s assistant or
researcher or two, and JSPRS’s final scoreboard included at least one engagement
between a Squadron officer and a British journalist who found more to write about
than she expected after the Royal Navy worked its magic on a night patrol under the
tropical stars.

It was frantic, it was hectic, and the pace went on increasing right up to and including
the last day – indeed the dichotomy, which we had planned for, was that JSPRS was
at its busiest, and the media demands were at their peak, as what was left of the
Garrison evaporated around us.
Two weeks before the hand-over, the Hong Kong Government opened what was
then said to be the largest press and broadcasting centre ever created.
We manned a booth within it, staffed by seven bright young officers drawn from all
three Services, three of them MOG (V), whose job was to channel the media to our
own Press Centre in Garrison Headquarters.
We kept that Press Centre going right up until the evening of the last day, when we
finally closed it with just a few hours to go after the British farewell ceremony in the
pouring rain.
Our final act was to organise the press call for the small ceremony, as the clock
ticked down the last few minutes before midnight, when our joint-service quarterguard formally handed over the Prince of Wales Barracks to their PLA counterparts.
Having set it all up and got all the media safely into their press pen, on a given signal
we just turned and walked away.
I shall always remember, with, if I’m honest, no small
degree of glee, that after 25 years of existence, the last
official act of JSPRS Hong Kong was to present to the
People’s Liberation Army - who were not exactly
practiced in the art of media handling, at least of the nonbrutal variety – nearly 200 of the world’s most fearsome
paparazzi, carefully and squarely ensconced right in the
centre of the of their cherished new headquarters. I’ve
often wondered how long it took to clear them out.
Heading up JSPRS Hong Kong was, for an Information
Service officer, certainly the finest job in the MOD, and
arguably in the whole of Government. To do so at such
a time was a great privilege, and to work with the team
which then made up JSPRS, not the least of them our MOG (V) ladies, was a
genuine honour. Happy days!

I owe it all to a postings cock-up
By Major Cathy Ridge
I ended up in Hong Kong purely by chance. After returning from a tour of duty in
Bosnia to my role with Westland Helicopters communications department I had itchy
feet. I had been part of the team which sold the Longbow Apache attack helicopter
to the MOD and there was not going to be anything exciting to get my teeth into for
some time. I put a call in to HQ UKLF and asked if there was a chance of another
tour in Bosnia. There was! So I handed in my notice and packed my Bergen.

Unfortunately, there was a bit of a hitch. Someone else had already filled the slot
and I now had a bit of a problem - I had I left my job; I already had tenants in my
house: and I was homeless too!
But, as fate would have it, with the help of Major Doreen Cadwallader, the MOG (V)
admin officer, before I knew it I was on a plane to Hong Kong to augment the Public
Relations team. I had never harboured any desire to go to Hong Kong (didn’t they
eat dogs for dinner there?) but within days I felt like I had found my spiritual home.
I recall sightseeing with Sarah Wood on our first few days in the territory. It was
November and a balmy 19 degrees. We sat on a bench at the top of the Peak in tshirts and became something of a tourist attraction as the locals stared aghast at our
lack of clothing. They were all sporting thick puffa jackets and scarves. To them it
was freezing – to us, it was like the height of British summer time!
Our boss was Roger Goodwin, the Ministry of Defence Director of PR, who was
larger than life in every respect
and a great guy to work for.
There was never a dull moment.
Flying above the territory,
speeding across the South
China Sea in Royal Marines’ fast
patrol craft and abseiling from a
helicopter onto a nuclear
submarine. It was the greatest
job in the world and I frequently
had to pinch myself.
Louise Mendonca, Sarah and I
all had our own UK based TV
station to look after, mine was
ITN. Local correspondent Mark
Austin was then the new Asia correspondent - now he is better known as the face of
ITN News.
Our last night in Hong Kong was surreal. Bus loads of Chinese troops arrived
throughout the day. They were an impressive sight. In the West we think of the
Chinese as a short race: well these soldiers were all 6ft tall and looked like they had
been bred for the job.
At least 20 female soldiers were part of the ceremonial
troops. Fully made-up in bright red lipstick and plenty of rouge.
They stood ram-rod straight for hours as the large red digital clock the Chinese had
installed in the Prince of Wales Barracks counted down to midnight and the end of
British sovereignty in Hong Kong. Accompanying the clock was some extremely
loud, wailing, Chinese music. After about half an hour of this they were politely told
to turn it off. Until midnight, Hong Kong and the Prince of Wales Barracks were to
remain resolutely British and that was that. I count myself so lucky to have lived in
that amazing territory at such an historical time. I had one of the happiest and most
exciting times of my life there and I owe it all to MOG (V) and a postings cock- up.
So, whoever took my place as the OC Mobile News Team in Bosnia – ‘I can’t thank
you enough?

Experiencing the Magic that was Hong Kong
By Captain Louise Mendonca
The year I spent in Hong Kong was a complete whirlwind, working hard and playing
even harder/. I’ll never forget the first press facility run with Roger Goodwin as I
arrived with 1 Staffords. Any press not willing to disperse at the proper time were
promptly given the boot by Roger – clearly a new approach to press handling which I
hadn’t picked up during my time with Media Ops.
Louise is pictured, second from the right, with the
Westcountry TV team visiting Hong Kong. At far
right is Cathy, and Sarah Woods, is at left.
Downtime consisted of dinner in Lan Kwai Fong’s
Good Luck Restaurant with rats running around
the tables and chairs set outside, and wagers on whether our green Thai curry would
be spared the two inch stick of ash teetering on the elderly chef’s cigarette. Curry
‘Elvis’ was also a regular sight in that part of Hong Kong Island. Dancing on the bar
at Carnegie - aka Carnage – was also a Friday night must.
The year saw a succession of closures of barracks and outposts in the New
Territories and on Stonecutters Island until only the upturned gin bottle – the Prince
of Wales barracks – remained. A digital clock had been placed outside counting
down the last few weeks, hours and minutes of British rule. The world’s attention
was focused on the colony with more than 200 media turning up for every event put
on by the public relations team.
As the Union flag was lowered to the sound of the Black Watch Pipes and Drums
playing ‘Highland Cathedral’ the heavens opened. Some said the ‘dragon was
crying’ because the British were departing. I certainly shed a tear along with Chris
Patten’s daughters and anyone else that had lived there and experienced the magic
that was Hong Kong.

Tales from the Cold War Era
Vintage Port on a Military Train & A Secret Army
For many years the Cold
War dominated the life of
many club members.
A
few lived and worked in
West Germany with British
Army of the Rhine or RAF
Germany
and
many
travelled
each
yearsometimes two or three
times - to take part in the
huge armoured exercises that ground their muddy ways across the
North West German Plain.

In the days when three armoured divisions were based in Germany -facing the might
of the Warsaw Pact and with a fourth on standby by to reinforce British Army of the
Rhine - plus the added complications of the Berlin Brigade, the Army and RAF
communications staffs were kept busy.
While many recall the great demand generated by the British press for local boy and
girl stories there was much else to do. A primary task was to keep the military eye
focused on public relations and the very real task of justifying the £multi-million cost
of keeping a standing army on the Continent.
Exercising with the divisional and corps headquarters in the field and the provision of
press information centres was not simple with the limited number of people and
equipment available. It needed what successive DPR (A) called their strategic
reserve – the TAPIO Pool – to meet media ops commitments.
Major exercises such at Crusader and Lionheart brought headaches and there was
always the annual REFORGER scheme – the reinforcement of Germany across the
North Atlantic Over coming issues The NetWorker will seek to publish personal
anecdotes and humour from the time of the Cold War with a series of Tales from the
German Woods. It starts here:

Remember the British Military Train?

My one and only trip on the BMT, of blessed memory, came not long before The Wall
came down around 1989, writes Roger Goodwin. In those days Director Public
Relations (Army) organised an annual tour of BAOR for senior provincial editors and
he always got one of his senior people to act as escort. That year it was me.
Always a good trip to go on because you got the red-carpet treatment all the way
around – dinner with the Commander-in-Chief, a briefing by the Corps Commander,
use of the Berlin Garrison Commander’s launch for a Sunday afternoon trip on
Berlin’s Havel Lake.
My group that year included bob Jones, the editor of one of the Sheffield papers who
was a pain but very funny. He was also an old pal from my days as a reporter on
Wolverhampton’s Express & Star when he was Editor of our sister paper, The
Shropshire Star.

Roger Goodwin, below, at Berlin’s Checkpoint Charlie the day after the epic train
journey. Taken by one of the BBC’s most senior local radio executives it reminded
Roger that the cameraman single handedly added to the
infamy of this particular group by contriving to take British
Forces Broadcasting Germany radio output off-air for the
best part of an a hour.
During a visit to their main studios in Bielefeld, they made
the mistake of letting him play with the controls….The
disturbing thing was that it was nearly an hour before
anybody noticed and even hen not a single” listener!” rang in. Now it can be told!
Anyway one of the highlights was to go to Berlin on the BMT, which, of course, was
by then one of those almost comic anachronisms left over from post war days. It ran
from the border up to Berlin come hell or high water because it was a British “right”
enshrined in the post war Big Five treaties with the Soviet.
And it had to be
exercised. By the late 80s it usually ran mostly empty because most people went by
air.
The train had its own commanding officer who, every journey had to go through the
pantomime stately dance at the border; refusing to talk to the East German officer
because we did not recognise the “regime” but then settling down for a glass of
whatever with a Russian Officer to do the paperwork.
There was always a mysterious “sneaky beaky” ensconced in his own private
compartment, whose existence you were supposed not to notice and whose job was
to observe whatever he could as the train passed through the Soviet zone.
I remember a scrap yard in Magdeburg) stretching as far as the eye could see, and
full to bursting with bent and broken Russian tanks)
The food in the VIP restaurant car, pictured below right, was legendary and the train
even had its own-label port. The train was really run by its Conductor, an RAOC
warrant officer who also, confusingly held the rank of Conductor, the most senior
non-commissioned rank in the British Army. This guy was a real character, and he
decided on this occasion that he was not only going to keep his bunch of hacks
regaled with his great fund of stories and anecdotes, but they were going to become
well acquainted with BMT port while he did so.
I seem to remember that the train’s days
were already numbered, and maybe he
needed to get rid of his stock, but he made
absolutely certain that we got through as
many bottles as possible. I forget exactly
how many, but I do know it was a
phenomenal number, which covered the
table by the time we got to Berlin – all for
free of course!
So it was an extremely merry bunch indeed
who fell of the train in Berlin, to be met on
the platform by the Berlin P Info Major, all spruced up and on his best behaviour to
meet this important group of VIP editors.

The look on his face was a picture – I think our first “serial” was to go and be
welcomed to Berlin by his ”boss”, the Garrison Commander and even though he was
a pal from MoD days,
I don’t think I was his favourite person at that moment. So for our younger readers,
the moral of this story is this: when planning, organising or escorting an important
media facility in which your boss of Bosses is taking a keen personal interest
because the really big bosses, upon whom his own future advancement depends,
are themselves most closely involved – then beware British Army warrant officers
bearing gifts – especially ones which are bottle shaped. Cheers!

The War That Never Was
Dermod Hill, pictured right, recalls: In recent years media ops have tended to mean
the real thing in the real place. Afghanistan, Iraq, Kuwait, Bosnia, the Somali coast,
the Persian Gulf. All are or were operations conducted in
the context of major political pressure, mass media
presence, and fragile public opinion. But during the Cold
War, the aggressive stand-off of the world’s nuclear
superpowers, media ops were often a matter of simulation
and make-believe as indeed were the wars.
I experienced them both as a civilian Information Officer
attached to BAOR, and as a Territorial Army soldier on
exercise in Germany where, to the fury and despair of the
local population, whole German town centres often lay
inches deep in mud after a tank regiment had passed through. On one occasion the
barrel of Chieftain Tank swung round and demolished the entire front wall of a house
as it trundled in the dark tactically up the High Street.
These giant autumn exercises culminated with Exercise Lionheart 84 which involved
131,500 personnel, the biggest since World War Two. War games on this scale
could be fun as well wet and uncomfortable for a press officer. Where else could you
encounter a Lynx helicopter pilot willing to let you hop aboard while he underflew
pylon wires with acrobatic daring then landed in a wurzle crop to check his map?
The farmers hated it, but the compensation by DamCon
or Manoever-Schaden was reputedly very consoling.
But the strangest of all these make-believe wars were
those associated with Live Oak, the tri-partite
organisation based within, but separate from, the NATO
military HQ complex at Mons in Belgium. Live Oak was
dedicated to contingency plans to force access to Berlin
should the Russians again attempt a blockade as they
did in the aftermath of World War Two. The command
organisation was surprisingly large for such a single task
and filled a whole office block.
This was partly because it was the only military activity which fully involved the
French, one of the original occupying powers in Berlin, but which had unilaterally
pulled out of the integrated NATO military structure in the 1960s. For a press officer
the elaborate nature of these Live Oak exercises was astonishing. The more so

because it was conducted under a cloud of secrecy and no real press were involved
at all.
The job was to artificially represent the media dimension. These simulations took
two forms. Each year there was a major paper exercise which involved not only
military headquarters, but diplomatic and political departments at the highest level.
For two weeks, in a scenario of mounting tension and escalation, all run from the
Mons HQ, decision-making was provoked in the capitals of the three participating
nations (France, USA and UK) on how to handle the growing crisis. All this was
done by signal traffic alone with high classification.
Once a year the exercise took place live on the ground in Germany. As one of a
small mixed military-civilian group of exercise ‘players’ I assembled in Wolfenbuttel,
a town in the old First Armoured Division area closest to then East German fortified
border and where the brigades were trained to bear the first brunt of a Warsaw Pact
armoured thrust.
For three days we participated in the exercise, usually grilling the high command in
mock press encounters. But the high point was when an armoured probe was
assembled and ordered to force access to the East German routes to Berlin in a
scenario involving both ground and air forces.
Left: The Allied Military Police at the
Berlin autobahn checkpoint
A real convoy of American, French and
British troops lined up and, in the middle
of the night, proceeded along an empty
motorway which had either been closed
for the occasion, or was a partially built
autobahn not yet open to the public. The
convoy was suddenly confronted and
blocked by a massive demonstration of supposed enraged East German civilians, all
in fact British soldiers in civvy clothes, carrying anti- western placards, chanting and
provoking the convoy.
Above, army helicopters with powerful ‘night sun’
searchlights, swept the area below. The atmosphere was extraordinarily real, even
surreal, and the mental pressure on the soldiers was palpable. Presumably is what
training exercises are meant to be.
The war in Germany never happened. Even the Wall later came down. But in the
strange world of the military field exercise, the war happened over and over again.
Perhaps that is one of the reasons why in reality it never did!
Editor’s note: My experience on Live Oak was in the aftermath of the Falklands War.
Amazingly, and suddenly, media ops people were being listened to with avid
attention. But, for some, the message had not gone through. An officer proudly
announced to the exercise desks that his aircraft had just bombed a flak
emplacement that had the temerity to fire on his planes. I quickly slipped in a radio
snippet from the Orange media announcing that Allied Terror Flyers had bombed a
school. And killed children!
That’s not fair or true. We hit the guns, he cried. My reply: All’s fair in love and war.
Don’t expect the enemy will not react and they will use, if not manipulate and abuse,
the press.

In today’s media ops parlance I think that that means a kinetic effect was turned
around by a non kinetic response – even if it came from the wrong side.

Will you look lovely in Lycra?
Pedaling to Paris on H4H fifth bike ride
By Lieutenant General Sir Philip Trousdell
It is mid afternoon and I am cycling as fast as I can through the rush hour traffic of
Paris. I am in a hurry: I’m due to lay a wreath at the Arc De Triomphe and do not
think that being a touch tard will go down well with the retired French officers running
the event.
French drivers are tolerant of cyclists as I have learnt pedaling to Paris from
Normandy but the traffic is ferocious and the net work of well organised bike-lanes
are nothing but a distant memory. This seems to be a
case of attack being the best form of defence so with
my head down, my thighs burning and my heart in my
mouth I charge on.
Left: Bryn Parry, founder of H4H and Club Vice
President Philip Trousdell at the Arc de Triomphe
In truth the French drivers don’t stand a chance. I am
not a solo cyclist but one of 300 flooding into Paris to
complete our ride from the Normandy beaches to Paris
along the route taken by the allies in 1944.
With us are a group of soldiers from the British and
American armies who have suffered single or double
amputations as a result of recent conflicts.
They are on hand-bikes, low slung, three wheel platforms powered by the arms; a
truly physically demanding form of transport but quite un-catchable by ordinary
cyclists when going downhill.
This is the fifth, and my fifth, Help for Heroes long distance bike ride. This time we
raised about £750,000; some of the others have raised considerably more. Each
covers over 300 miles and normally takes five days. It is not a race and everyone is
encouraged to set their own pace. The day is broken up by water stops, wreath
laying ceremonies at Commonwealth War Grave cemeteries (we are accompanied
by a Pedaling Padre) and excellent descriptions by members of the Guild of
Battlefield Guides as we cross this much fought over part of Europe.
These rides are great fun. There are a few cyclists on each ride who, perhaps,
belong to clubs or teams but the overwhelming majority are people who want to help
raise money for the wounded, have found a roadworthy bike, and committed
themselves to the advisory training programme. There are so many people starting
every day at different times from different hotels in the same area and travelling at
different speeds that you never cycle with the same group for very long.

You become part of an ever changing flow of chattering (if you can’t chatter you are
travelling too fast) groups. New groups form and re-form and friendships are made
as the miles slip by and the next day it happens all over again.
If you want a real flavour of the
event there are blogs, videos and
photos on the H4H website
http://www.helpforheroes.org.uk/
and lists of local bike rides and
other events across the UK.
Go on, give it a go….you know you will look lovely in Lycra!

Anita tells The Sunday Times: How I make it
Work
VIP suite is a ‘mad’ place
Lieutenant Colonel Anita Newcourt featured in The Sunday Times in May
with an appearance in their regular feature “How I make it Work. Anita
manages the Heathrow Royal and VIP
Suites and welcomes and looks after heads
of state and celebrities as they arrive in and
depart Britain.
Anita, who received the MBE for services to
hospitality, lives in London with her husband Bill – a
business-development manager
Asked how she bridged the cultural differences
when greeting foreign VIPs Anita told the Sunday
Times:
The cultural mix is fascinating.
With
Muslim guests, though, it is impolite to hold eye
contact or to shake hands. We’re colour careful
too. You would never wear yellow to meet the
Brunei royal family, because it’s their royal colour.
Anita manages a multi-lingual team and speaks several languages. But ‘we rely
heavily on gesture. We are also trained in body language. We have to judge
somebody’s needs just by how they look or walk into the suite.’
Looking immaculate is an absolute, said Anita. ‘Our service is all about attention to
detail. We carry an emergency tool kit – sellotape for defluffing jackets, a black
marker to fill in scratches on our heels and nail polish for laddered tights.’
‘People can see stress on your face, ‘said Anita when asked how she stays
outwardly calm. ‘You must stay cool even though you’re juggling 1,001 thoughts.
The Savoy head butler, Sean Devoren, taught me how to preen - take a deep breath,
count to 10, push your shoulders back and pull down your jacket. It makes you stand
straighter and you walk into a room looking like you can take on the world.’

Anita revealed her working hours are ‘mad.’ ‘About 60 VIP groups pass through
Heathrow Airport every day and the first flights arrive about 5am, so we often work
from 4am to midnight. We try to plan but VIPs with private jets come and go as they
please. My social life in unpredictable but I have an understanding husband and
accommodating friends.’
How did she get into the Territorial Army? ‘I joined at university just for fun but I’ve
stick with it. You have to do at least 30 days a year so I fit that around my job by
booking time in lieu or holiday. I’ve had amazing experiences, ranging from
leadership training at Sandhurst to survival courses in the Oman desert and sky
diving with the Red Devils. ‘
‘The TA is a contrast to my day job. That’s why I enjoy it so much. You’re dressed in
big boots and an unflattering uniform and there are no soft touches. It’s grounding –
when you’ve roughed it in a ditch for a week you value things we take for granted
such as duvets and running water. ‘
And her faux pas moment? ‘A few years ago, Prince Naseem arrived; I didn’t know
who he was, and so I greeted him as Your Royal Highness, curtseyed and behaved
as if he were a Head of State. It was only after he left that I was told he was a boxer.
He lapped it up, though! ‘

New Members Gallery
The Pen & Sword Club continues to expand. Please examine your address
book and contact your former colleagues and friends who qualify. New
members this month include:

Major Vickie Sherriff
OC A Squadron – Media Operations Group
(Volunteers)
Head of News and Deputy Official Spokesman –
Prime Minister’s Office
Vickie Sheriff joined the Royal Signals TA in 1996
and became an expert in rolling camouflage nets
before hearing about the newly-formed Media
Operations Group (Volunteers).
As a Government press officer, Vickie felt she had much to offer the Army’s media
effort and after passing the assessment board spent 18 months training for an
officer’s commission.
That was 1997 and she hasn’t looked back since. The MOG(V) ‘adventure’ has
taken Vickie all over the world, from Nepal and the Falklands, to Oman and Cyprus,
Andover to the Arctic Circle, helping the Army and tri-service colleagues understand
and address the media.
On operations, Vickie has served alongside other MOG (V) colleagues in Kuwait and
Iraq on OP TELIC. There she acted as a minder and media facilities organiser to the
cadre of war correspondents covering the second Gulf War. During that experience,
Vickie learnt how to don a chemical suit ‘in anger’, arrange upwards of five media

‘trips’ a day in a conflict zone and learn the true meaning of the phrase ‘herding cats’.
V
Vickie has yet to serve in Afghanistan, but it’s definitely on her list of ‘must dos’.
Currently, Vickie is very proud to be the Officer Commanding A Squadron MOG (V) a
post she has filled for the past two years. In Vickie’s view, being part of the MOG (V)
family has not only given her priceless and unique experiences but also introduced
her to friends for life.
In her professional career, after graduating from University Wales, Bangor, Vickie ran
a monthly ‘what’s on’ magazine for Mid Wales from her bedroom before joining the
Ministry of Agriculture in London as a Marketing Manager. It wasn’t long before
Vickie caught the news bug and was writing match reports for her local rugby team
as a sideline to the day job, and then latterly wrote the women’s column for Rugby
World.
Her first ‘real’ job in media relations was at the Department for Transport promoting
road safety campaigns and local transport initiatives. Since then, Vickie has worked
her way up the management chain in a number of Government departments’ press
offices including HM Treasury, the departments of Culture Media and Sport, Trade
and Industry, and International Development.
Latterly, Vickie was the Head of News at the Ministry of Justice before moving to 10
Downing Street where she has been the Head of News and Deputy Official
Spokesman for the Prime Minister since November 2009.
Her interests include rock climbing, mountaineering, ‘bagging’ Munros (all of
Scotland’s peaks over 3,000ft), scuba-diving, keeping fit, theatre-going, playing guitar
and following the women’s rugby teams she used to play for - Richmond and Old
Albanian Saints (St Albans). She’s not very good at sitting still.
Vickie is “delighted to be joining old friends and new in the Pen and Sword Club. “

Captain Simon Taylor
MOG (V) and Royal Irish Regt
Lecturer at Royal Military Academy, Sandhurst
Captain Simon Taylor served in the Royal Irish Regiment
Home Service as a platoon commander in East Tyrone
and North Armagh for four years from 2000. For a short
time he was a member of MOG (V) and now works
alongside Colonel Ronnie McCourt at the Royal Military
Academy at Sandhurst.
Simon’s professional career has been focused on media
operations within the Ministry of Defence. He was the
Northern Ireland News Team leader in HQ Northern
Ireland at Lilburn and also served in MoD as a senior
information officer in Defence Public Relations Army.
Simon was involved within Defence Communications Planning at MoD and was part
of

the team that delivered the communications plan for the withdrawal from Iraq and
strategic communications for operations in Afghanistan.
Simon is a senior lecturer at the Royal Military Academy at Sandhurst where he
teaches officer cadets a range of subjects including media and warfare, leadership,
negotiation, thinking and problem solving.
He has an MSc in Political
Communication and Public Affairs from the University of Ulster and an MA in the
Modern World from King’s College, London.

Captain Louise Mendonça (nee Budd)
First woman infantry platoon commander
TV journalist
Louise joined the TA Pool of Information Officers in 1994. She was working for the
Tamworth Herald in Staffordshire when she joined 3 Staffords in 1990 when women
were first allowed to join TA infantry
regiments. Louise attended a FastTrack
course and following two weeks at
Sandhurst was commissioned into 1
Staffords in 1992 and became the TA’s first
female infantry platoon commander.
Louise volunteetred for service in Bosnia
and served for six months – three months
with a United Nations blue beret and a
further three under the NATO mandate.
She led the first press party accompanying
British Forces into Serbia since the start of
that conflict.
After returning to the UK Louise went to the
USA for the three months of Exercise
Purple Star – the biggest joint UK/ USA exercise since World War 2. Her two years
attached to the Regular Army concluded with a year in Hong Kong leading up to the
handover to the Chinese.
Returning to the UK Louise secured a role as Westcountry TV reporter and then as a
producer .She moved to Catterick and then Cyprus as an Army wife before returning
to Cornwall and again working for Westcountry TV, this time as a an assistant news
editor on a part time basis.
Louise left the TA in November 2005 after15 years service to as public relations
advisor to her husband “whose employers decided it was a good idea to prosecute
him.” Currently working for Oxfordshire County Council Communications, Louise
has just won the role of Marketing and Admissions Manager for Ferndale Preparatory
School in Faringdon and takes up her position in September.
Louise, who lives in the Vale of White Horse in Oxfordshire with her husband Jorge,
and her two sons, is looking forward to catching up with her old friends through the
Pen & Sword.

Flight Lieutenant David Hayes
Helicopter Pilot
Export Controls Consultant & Writer
Flight Lieutenant David Hayes is a qualified
helicopter pilot who spent ten years as an
Intelligence Officer with 7006(VR) Intelligence
Squadron of the Royal Auxiliary Air Force,
specialising in Air Defence and Electronic
Warfare.
David is a Fellow of the Royal Aeronautical
Society and has many years experience in
export controls, both from an industry and
regulator’s perspective.
In addition to his own consultancy he is the
Director of UK Affairs for the Washington DC
based trade consultancy MK Technology LLC.
He writes regularly for a professional magazine
-Export Practitioner
After leaving the UK Export Control Organisation in the late 90’s David worked in
industry as Head of Compliance for Fortune 500 and FTSE 100 companies, with
significant involvement in US export compliance.
In 2007, recognising an increasing demand from industry, especially in relation to
non-US companies having to deal with US controls, he established his own
consultancy. David provides services to a rapidly expanding international client base
in a wide variety of industrial sectors, covering both dual-use and military products.
David is the founding Chairman of the Export Group for Aerospace and Defence
(EGAD), the UK’s leading trade body on export controls, and a widely recognised
expert in his field. He is a regular speaker at national and international export control
events.
David is a guest lecturer on MSc programmes run by Nottingham and Southampton
Universities and has been instrumental in developing export control training, which is
offered jointly by Cranfield University and EGAD.
David has regularly given evidence to UK Parliamentary Select Committees on
export control issues as well as writing regularly for professional publications.
Helicopter flying is among his main interests.
After gaining his fixed wing licence he had what he describes as the usual prejudice
against helos but then made the mistake of flying one in the States. “The chief flying
instructor at the school warned me – it’s the$75 dollar check ride that costs you ten
grand. He was right. Moral of the story – always listen to your instructor.
David is also a qualified Six-Sigma Green Belt practitioner – a business management
strategy developed in the USA.

Major Peter Caddick-Adams
Author, Military Historian, Defence Analyst,
Battlefield Tour Guide, Broadcaster
Major Peter Caddick-Adams has accumulated 30 years service in the Army with the
Royal Mercian & Lancastrian Yeomanry and MOG (V) and has experience in the
Balkans, Kuwait, Qatar, Iraq and Afghanistan.
Widely regarded as setting the standard among battlefield tour guides he has led
over 200 visits to more than 50 battlefields around the world and covers all periods
from the Romans to the present day.
A Fellow of the Royal Historical Society, Peter
has been Lecturer in Military and Security
Studies at the UK Defence Academy, where he
was awarded his Ph D, since 1999.
He has lectured for Oxford and Birmingham
Universities and to other audiences on military
history, doctrine, terrorism, psychological and
media operations.
He has travelled extensively to do so and has
addressed military audiences in Belgium,
France, Germany, Holland, Spain, Italy, The US
and at the Staff Colleges of Bosnia, Indonesia,
Kuwait, Slovakia and in Canada.
Peter was the official SHAPE historian in
Bosnia, based in Sarajevo in 1996-7. During
Gulf War 2 he served on the staff of the UK Air
Contingent Commander, Air Chief Marshal Sir
Brian Burridge) during the Iraq invasion. He has written extensively on the two
campaigns he personally witnessed.
Peter has presented and contributed to many documentaries and news programmes.
Most weeks he appears on television or speaks on air about some aspect of current
military affairs, terrorism and security issues.
A member of many organisations, Peter is not of the dry-as-dust breed of historian.
His sense of humour is well known.
His web site – http://caddick-adams.com/ - reveals: In his youth he was an active
member of the Invade and Conquer France Society and he is currently a member of
National Saucer protection League which campaigns to protect the humble cup and
saucer against the relentless global march of the mug. Contrary to popular opinion
he does not own and has never owned an anorak.
His latest book Monty & Rommel is reviewed below by former Daily Telegraph
defence specialist and literary editor, Major Gerry Bartlett.

Susan Coulthard
Chief Press Officer for Defence in London & South East
New Role for the London Olympics & The Diamond Jubilee
Susan Coulthard has worked in Media and Communications for the MoD for 18
years, latterly as Chief Press Officer for Defence in London and the South east,
coordinating and influencing the efforts of all three Services and defence industry.
London is an exceptionally competitive area for
the public sector but Susan has pushed forward
a strategy for media engagement that has seen
the number of positive stories appearing in the
region rising from 18 a month three years ago
to now over 80 a day.
And outlets that
previously had been pretty ambivalent to the
work of the armed forces are now employing
their own defence correspondent.
Susan has reported from the front line on two
operational tours and has supported our
Service personnel on operations in the
Balkans, Sierra Leone, East Timor, Iraq and
Afghanistan.
Closer
to
home
she
co=coordinated media support for military
intervention in the Foot and Mouth Crisis, the
Firemen’s Strike and Fuel Strikes.
During her time in MoD Susan has been privileged to have a hand in organising
some of the nation’s historic occasions among them the Funeral of Princess Diana.
She was also involved with the Queen Mother’s 100th Birthday Pageant, the Golden
Jubilee, D-Day 50th and 60th commemorations, the Passing of the World War 1
Generation and the Royal Wedding of Prince William and Catherine Middleton.
Susan is taking a new role for the department at the end of June which will draw
heavily on all these experiences. – She will among other things be responsible for
media coverage of the military contribution to the London Olympics and the Diamond
jubilee and she can’t wait to get started.
More details next edition from new members including: Major Sarah Shepherd,
Lt Col Simon Ettinghausen

Lt Col Derek Plews
Ridge

Major Martine McNee

Major Cathy

In this issue The NetWorker begins a new, and hopefully,
regular feature - books written by club members. Joint
Editors Mike Peters and Gerry Bartlett review ‘our authors.’

Throwing light onto the Cold War
Project Emily – Thor IRBM and the RAF by Major John Boyes
The History Press
A history of the Thor Intermediate Range Ballistic Missile in Royal Air Force service is
an unusual subject for an Army officer. But John Boyes, our Regional Chairman,
South East brings to life to a little known episode of the Cold War. It is not that so
surprising when John’s connections with the RAF are revealed. As Treasurer to the
Bomber Command Memorial Fund he has an interest and knowledge of the light blue
that is enviable.
One accolade for this minutely researched book comes from a former Commanding
Officer of 1244 IBRM Squadron who said: this is “a
first rate history of the Thor IRBM project…I am
impressed with the mass of data provided by the
author…well worth reading.
There is ample opportunity here to be dry-as- dust
but John has produced a work explaining a period of
the Cold War in which the RAF played an important
but not often discussed role. It is worth recalling that
the Thor, in RAF service, was brought to a state of
readiness during the Cuban Crisis of 1962.
Thor came to Britain in the late 1950s and stayed in service until 1963. He relates
the development of ballistic missile technology from 1945 up until the deployment of
Thor at a time when to many in the West the Soviet Union had a missile advantage
over the USA that necessitated the introduction of nuclear tipped rockets into the
European theatre of operations – even, if only on a temporary basis.
John describes how the US and Britain came to a political agreement for the
introduction of the Thor under a joint political and military control and how the bases
were selected. This was not an easy time for the people of Britain when newspapers
were filled with speculation on four minute warning times and the horrors of a nuclear
exchange. With the BBC currently showing a dramatization of The Kennedy
Administration and the tensions of the Cuban Blockade the story has been brought to
the attention of a new generation.
It is attribute to the RAF that the service was able to produce trained crews to man
the American missiles in such a short space of time. Throughout the period the RAF
was not without incident and John has researched well just what it was like to work
on these bases. Using declassified sources he has got behind the scenes. He has
interviewed Thor crewmen and other more sensitive.
Full of facts and personal stories plus the advantage of some rare photographs this
book throws light on Britain’s small but not insignificant role during the difficult years
of the Cold War. John has a second book, Thor – the USA and the UK, on the
stocks. I look forward to this sequel. - Mike Peters

At last we know why Monty seldom rolled up his
sleeves: and why Rommel wore a Rupert Bear
scarf in battle…..
Monty and Rommel: Parallel Lives
By Major Peter Caddick-Adams
Preface Publishing
ISBN: 978 1 848 091528
The first comparative biography of Field Marshals Montgomery
and Rommel, written by a professional military historian, former
MOG (V) Major Peter Caddick-Adams, is expected by experts to
prove one of the best military histories of 2011.
Monty and Rommel: Parallel Lives, is an utterly absorbing and
entertaining book devoted to two of the most charismatic and
strategically important military leaders of the Second World War.
The 50 year old author, a lecturer at the UK Defence Academy,
Shrivenham, served in MOG (V) for ten years, gives readers a
unique insight into the foibles and similarities of both determined
and, somewhat, enigmatic leaders, throughout their formative years as young officers
facing each other across First World war trenches.
Both men regarded themselves as outsiders, both were scions of regions renowned
for producing generations of warriors – Ireland and Swabia. Their sense of being on
the periphery of the military establishment gives us one of the many true parallels of
both leaders,
Monty and Rommel swore clearly the products of a
defective political system: Rommel grew up under a
militaristic autocracy and served a dictatorship.
Montgomery was the product of a democracy.
Neither man was particularly scholarly or even
politically aware.
They were certainly stubborn men, poor team players
and, notoriously, intolerant of allies. Montgomery
refused to accept Churchill’s directives over when to
fight at El Alamein – and the price he paid for
squabbles with superiors and colleagues, says the
author, was “eternal damage to his reputation.”
Rommel frequently disobeyed Hitler – behaviour which eventually cost him his life.
The two leaders never actually met but debriefing notes and contemporary records
strongly suggest that each admired the other militarily and held each other in
particularly high esteem as they conducted their battlers from captured armoured
caravans.
Rommel paid warm tribute to his opposite number’s military skill when he asked a
captured British officer about his “old friend, General Montgomery.” For his party,
Monty had Rommel’s portrait hanging in his battle wagon: to understand what makes

him (Rommel, tick. “He even named his dogs and a
horse after his German adversary.
I have often wondered why, unlike most British Army
officers, who favour shirt sleeve order, Monty always
had his uniform sleeves fully down to his wrists- even
in the desert – in every campaign photograph I have
ever seen f him.
I know now, thanks to Peter Caddick-Adams: Monty
was anxious to conceal tattoos on both his forearms
because, while popular and favoured by other ranks,
tattoos for officers were distinctly “non-U”
And the Rupert Bear tartan scarf which Rommel habitually wore at battle fronts –
what was all that about? Once again: Thank you peter: that hallmark tartan scarf
was almost certainly the original tartan scarf knitted for Rommel by his illegitimate
daughter Gertrud, whom he affectionately called his “little mouse.”
A review, inevitably, can only scratch the surface of a scholarly, fascinating book like
this, packed with fascinating anecdotes and campaign detail. It is certainly a must for
anyone with a modicum of interest in the military and contemporary history. – Gerry
Bartlett

Heroes who died for a shilling a day
For a Shilling a Day by Major Peter Rhodes
(Bank House Books)
Living in Sunny Surrey it might seem strange that many days I key my web browser
to the Black Country and the oft grey skies of Wolverhampton in the Blackcountry.
Why? I find the acerbic yet humour filled, writings of Express & Star columnist Peter
Rhodes – a former TAPIO and newspaper colleague – addictive.
Peter is my kind of reporter. He was into social media long before the age of
Tweeting and Facebook. He was a Terrier and a Cold War Warrior who knew that if
tens of thousands of Volunteers had not been a solid backing for the country’s highly
professional forces, for an important quarter of a century, the specter of war in
Europe was likely to turn into something much more dangerous for the planet.
Peter’s open views on the nation’s use, or even misuse, of those volunteers may
have brought him into conflict with the powers that be but they were honestly
expressed and many had a sneaking admiration for his stance.
It is easy to fit Peter into the mould of the Volunteer as being Twice the Citizen. It is
even easier to see him as the means for servicemen and women to tell the human
story behind the headlines in their own words.
Peter has taken his military interviews over the years and put them into a fascinating
anthology of interviews with soldiers, sailors and airman, and the occasional civilian
who have experienced at close hand the horrors and stark fear of war.

This is an updated, second edition of remarkable and moving little book. The Daily
Mail said: Over the past 25 years he has sought out the memories of veterans of half
a dozen wars fought by the British.
The Mail quotes Peter: Journalism usually has a
shorter shelf life than a loaf of bread. And adds:
These memories deserve to survive a little longer.
Their insight into human courage, endurance and fear
hit you hard. They are a tribute to his skill in drawing
out memories that many of his interviewees would
rather have forgotten.
This is not a war history. It is a series of flashbacks
which many of those he was interviewing would
probably like to forget. But they bring history to life at
the low down, gut wrenching, sometimes terrifying
aspects of a brief moment in time. A personal
examination of just what it was like to be there from the
man who recalled the death of Gordon at Khartoum to
the ‘sitting ducks’ of Gallipoli. From the mud and blood
of Paaschendale to a survivor of Buchenwald.
Peter captures Dunkirk with the tale of six men in a boat and the lessons from
Alamein and the Paras at Arnhem. He takes us to Korea and to Vietnam and on to
the Cold War and, for members of the club, the tale of one of us who made the long
sail south to the Falkland Islands in 1982. Through Roger Goodwin’s Falklands War
he muses on the experiences of one of the unjustifiably maligned Press minders.
Peter’s interviews carry on in the Balkans, to the end in Hong Kong and the cease
fire in Northern Ireland. There are many more. I keep reading back to Lunch with
Gerry Adams in 1996. It’s a must read. Adams, he says: …..may be devious and
pinning him down may be like trying to nail eels to the ceiling but he is the closest
thing to a statesman that SinnFein/IRA has produced since the 1921
settlement…..Does Adams worry about the assassin’s bullet? For seven long
seconds he says nothing and then answers ….I’ve already lived longer than Michael
Collins.
An answer of multi-meaning but for those of us who served in country during The
Troubles it is a perfect example of the convolutions of Northern Ireland history and its
baffling politics. – Mike Peters

Blogging from the Battlefield
By Major Paul Smyth
The History Press
This snap shot of life during a busy six month tour of duty for 11 Light
Brigade in Afghanistan will be on the shelves in September/October
this year. A pre-order facility is available on Amazon. Paul, a serving
officer of MOG (V) has compiled some of the thoughts, feelings and
observations from a diverse range of contributors from right across
the rank range and from each service involved.

The book will, undoubtedly, raise the profile of new media in modern military
campaigns. Full review next issue by Mike Peters
The next edition of The NetWorker will review books by former TAPIO Major Will
Fowler.

The Joint Editors of The NetWorker are:
Colonel Mike Peters - michaelpcoms@btinternet.com
Major Gerry Bartlett - gwbartlett@hotmail.co.uk
Contributions, and ideas, for editorial are always welcome.
A special thank you to all our contributors to this biggest ever
edition.

