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HERE are, I have always
belisved, two types of valour:
spur-of-the-moment bravery
and what I call cold courage,
which involves planning. I've
nothing but admiration for
those decorated for impulsive bravery: a
serviceman who, in the heat of battle,
risks his life to save a wounded comrade.

Many stuch men have rightly been awarded
the Victoria Cross, Britain’s top military
bravery medal.

But my new hook, Special Forces Heroes, deals

with those awarded medals for acis of
premeditated courage. It takes a special kind of
valour to go underceover behind enemy lines or to
be part of a small, elite unit on a hit-and-run mis-
sion against a far larger force.

If it goes wrong, he knows that, at best, he might
ke captured and kept as a prisoner of war for
months, even years. At worst, he might be seized,
tortured, mutiiated and killed.

Mot everyone mentioned in my book was a
member of the Special Forees, but the two
accounts I've chosen here do relate to the SAS.
The first — the Battle of Mirbat in Oman in 1972,
which saw a handful of SAS men fight off 250
heavily armed, rebel fighters — is not well-knowz,
pbut is congidered by a growing number of military
nistorians to be the regiment’s finest hour

The second involves what must surely be the
most celebrated moment in the

—3% regiment’s history — the storming of the
Tranian Embassy in 19

remained conscious. Labalaba propped
him up and handed him his SLE.

Labalaba, who was peering down his
rifle sights picking off the advancing
enemy, realised he was almost out of
ammunition for the 25-pounder. As he
tried to reach a 60mm mortar posi-
tioned nearby, he was shot fatally in
the neck.

In the BATT house, Captain Mike
Kealy heard the 2b-pounder fall silent
and became worried the position
had heen taken. With a volunteer,
Tommy Tobin, a trained medie,-the
commanding officer dodged bullets and
ran to the gun pit, where they withessed

a gruesome scene.
The dead body, of Labalaba lay face
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Nationagl Memorial Arboretum in
Siaffordshire. The valour of men such
as Takavesi, Labalaba {(who many
helieve deserves a posthumous Vicio-
ria Cross) and Kealy — three of the
great Special Forces heroes — should
never be forgotten.

IRANIAN EMBASSY SIEGE

{MAY 5,1980)

Sgt Peter Winner (SAS)

* Name changed at his request
SNAPPER, as he was known to
friends, was never awarded a specific

gallantry medal, but his role in the
storming of the Tranian Embassy in
London and his 18-year career with
there ent more than earns him his
place here.

As he and his team — clad head-to-
toe in black — waited nervously in
the rear garden of the embassy, the
siege had already been going on for
five days.

But, half an hour earlier, the stakes
had been raised significantly when the
body of the embassy’s press officer,
Abbas Lavasani, had been pushed out

of the front door. Clearly the time for
patient negotiation with the Khuzes-
tan terrorists, still holding 20 people
hostage, had come to an end.

Within three minutes of Lavasani’s
death being confirmed, Prime
Minister Margaret Thatcher had
given the go-ahead for the SAS to be
used. "The time has come to use the
final option,’ she said. Barely 30 min-
utes later, a loud explosion heralded
their arrival.

‘Go, g0, g0,” screamed a voice in
Winner's earpiece. They were on

their way in and he was leading from
the front as they smashed down the
rear doot,

Abhove them, another team abseiled
down to a second floor window, while
at the front a third team was blasting
their way through the first-floor
baleony windows.

‘Between them, the SAS teams had
to search and clear more than 50
rooms on six floors — and reach the
hostages hefore they came to harm.

‘All feelings of doubt and fear had
disappeared. The adrenaline was

A true hero: Trooper
Sekonaia Takavesi’s
galiantry and service
medais, including
{far lefi) his DCM for
the Batile Of Mirbat .

bursting through my biocodstream.
Fearsome! My heavy body armour
suddenly felt as light as a T-shirt,’
recalled Winner in his anonymous
autobiography, Soldier ‘T’ SAS.

Winner and his team headed to the
hasement, wrenching ladders that
had been put there to block there
progress out of the way, hoping they
hadn’t been booby-trapped. Merci-
fully, there was no explosion. Tossing
a stun grenade inito the darkness,
they began shooting off iocks and
clearing rooms.

In one, Winner saw a dark shape
crouching in s corner. He fired a burst
of 20 rounds from his MP5 machine
gun. There was a clang as the crouch-
ing figure crumpled and rolled over. It
was a dusthin. The cellars were clear.

A more real threat, however, awaited
his team as they made their way into
the embassy’s smoke-filled hallway
and joined those shepherding the
terrified hostages to safety.

‘I joined a line, six or seven steps
up from the hallway. There were
more explosions. The hysterical
voices of women swept over us.
Then the first hostages were passed
down the line; they looked shocked
and disorientated, their eyes
streaming with CS gas.’

UDDENLY there was a
shout from higher up:; “This
rone’s a terrorist!” ‘A dark
ace ringed by an Afro-style
haircut came into view, the
body elothed in a green combat
Jacket. He was punched and kicked
‘as he descended the stairs. He was
running afraid. e knew he was
close to deaih.

“Then I saw it — a Russian fragmen-

. tation grenade, the detonator cap

protruding from his hand.’

Winner raised his machine gun io
fire, but then realised the bullets
would pass straight through the ter-
rorigt, possibly hitting his colleagues.

‘Instinctively, I raised the MP5 above
my- head and in one swift, sharp
movement brought the stock down on
the back of his neck. 1 hit him as hard
as T could. His head snapped back and
for one fleeting second I caught sight
of his tortured, hate-filled face.’

He collapsed down the remaining
stairs, hitting the carpet in the hail-
way as a crumpled, sagging heap.
The sound of two magazines being
emptied into him was deafening.

But as he twitched and died, his
hand opened and the grenade rolled
out. Winner and his colicagues waited
for the inevitable explosion.

‘I stared at the mechanism for what
seemed like an eternity and what I
saw flooded the very eore of me with
relief and elation. The pin was still in
the lever. It was all over’

The SAS’s success at the Iranian
Embassy was headline news all over
the world, helped by it being captured
on live TV.

Of the 20 hostages in the building
when the SAS went in, 19 were
rescued and one killed by terrorists.
Of the six terrorists, only one, Fowzi
Nejad, was left alive. He was jailed for
life. After serving 28 years, he was
réieased on parocle earlier this year.

# SPECIAL Forces Heroes

by Michael Asheroft (Headline, £20)
is linked o the four-part Five TV
series of the same name.
www.specialforcesheroes.com

To order a copy at £18 (P&P free),
cqll 0845 155 0720,

All royalties donated to Help For
Heroes, supporting servicemen
injured in Iraq and Afghanisian.
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