
Ed: I have had this article hanging around for some time now waiting for the right time to 
distribute it.  Like all articles that I receive I try not to over edit and try let the author’s style show 
through.  This article is no exception and apart from the odd word nothing has been changed.  I 
found it interesting, I hope you do. 
                                                                           
                                               THE LAST DAYS OF ADEN 

By: Dennis Jobling 

It was snowing and bitterly cold landing at an RAF base in Bahrain and the occupants disembark 
being the last General Staff from that god-forsaken place called Aden. Weeks earlier at another 
RAF Base in Khormaskar miles away in the South Arabian Peninsular the British High 
Commissioner and General Staff of Middle Eastern Command, had lowered the Union flag for the 
last time without ceremony on the soil of the once British Protectorate of Aden. My involvement 
goes back to September 1966, when as a newly qualified Lance Corporal of the Royal Military 
Police, I left Roussillon Barracks, Chichester along with Bob Liddle, Grenville Hirst, Keith Payne, 
Trevor Wabe, and SSgt Colin Whatman we boarded a VC 10 at Gatwick Airport for the warmer 
climes of South Arabia. We were joined on that flight by Capt Watkins. I forget the exact time that 
the aircraft touched down at RAF Khormaskar, except it must have been very near to midnight. As 
the jet drew to a halt we all arose from our seats ready to disembark and that’s when the crew of 
the aircraft opened the door. The heat was like a blast coming from a furnace and the smell was 
out of this world.  As everyone made their way to Passenger Control and Customs they were all 
looking like lost sheep, surely someone had come to meet us, Right enough there was an RMP 
Corporal tanned and smiling. This happened to be Dave Kempson. He gathered us all about him 
like sheep and introduced us to SSgt George Keith making general chat. At that point a 2nd 
Battalion Coldstream Guards CSM approached the Group and I realized that it was my Brother. 
How he knew I was coming I don’t know. We chatted for a while and then I had to go; as we were 
all lead out of the building we were shown our fancy mode of transport. A Citroen CV2 pickup!!!  
Dave Kempson did not bat an eyelid as he told us all to climb on board. So there we were all 
civilian suits, white as ghosts crammed into the back of this contraption when Dave solemnly told 
us that when the vehicle stops everyone is to get out and take cover wherever we could. He 
continued to say that terrorist activity had been quite active recently.  So off we sped swaying this 
way and that through various built up parts of Aden until we reached The Crescent Hotel in 
Tawahi where he stopped the vehicle, jumped out and hid behind one of the Hotels pillars. 
Sheepishly we slowly did the same. The reason for the stop was that Capt Watkins was staying 
there in the Crescent that night. After disposing of the Capt we were all driven a short distance to 
our living quarters up a hill somewhere. We were shown beds that were placed in a row on the 
veranda, and told to get some sleep as we would all be required at HQP&SS in the morning. 
Needless to say sleep was impossible due to the extreme heat. The next day we all attended at 
HQP&SS, where we met the OC Maj Meacock and given a run-down of our duties and the 
general situation with regard to Internal Security. Some of the recent events which had taken 
place involved a five-year boy had been killed in a grenade attack in Maalla.  A further grenade 
attack injured a 2l month-old baby, a teacher and the baby’s mother. A Cameronian Private was 
also killed in Tawahi.  We were all then given a guided tour of the area with the daily Joint 
Services Police patrols, starting at Steamer Point, around Tawahi, Maalla, Crater and Khormaskar 
which was HQP&SS patrol area whilst 24 Inf Bde Pro Unit. RMP covered little Aden. So it was 
goodbye to Grenville, Hirst and Keith Payne as this was their unit.  Five days prior to our arrival in 
Aden, a Guardsman Gabriel had murdered a taxi driver in a drunken rage as he was out of 
uniform at the time he was subject to Civil Law and that carried the death penalty. One of my first 
duties was to be locked up with this Guardsman at HQP&SS. I was stripped of clothing and had 
to stay with him during the night to ensure that he did not harm himself, Guardsman Gabriel 
favourite music that he played all the time was Tom Jones The Green Green Grass of Home, very 
appropriate music in the circumstances and a very difficult task for others and me. Later when I 
was familiar with the area and carrying out regular patrols 24 hours a day I was able to see the 
hidden side of Aden. The back streets of Tawahi, where people were crammed into nothing more 
than hovels which were made of cardboard and tin and the smell was horrendous. The same 
applied to Maalla, the lovely flats on the main drag that service families occupied and the hovels 
to the rear, which encroached upon the slopes of Jebel Shamsan.  It was amongst these hovels 



in the back street of Tawahi that I was sent to 
investigate a shooting of an Adeni; it would have 
be about l0 pm, dark and at the time he was still 
alive.  He had been shot eight times by a .38 
revolver and did not last long.  It came to light 
that he was an informer for the British. I later 
appeared in Crater High Court as the main 
witness for the enquiry into the death. No one 
was ever brought to book for that murder, my first 
of a number in Aden. On the brighter side of 
things, whilst on patrol we used to get bacon 
sandwiches and the best fresh made lime juice I 
have ever tasted then or now. This was supplied 
daily every night time with the compliments of the 
Crescent Hotel in Tawahi.  I carried out these 
patrols until early 1967, during which time, we 
dealt with drunken servicemen, fights between 

various units in the Mermaid Club, an SAS soldier 
that jumped from his block of flats onto a car, lost 
two teeth, was brought a drink by an Argyll 
Highlander that I had locked up, had grenades 
thrown at me on four occasions and was mortar 
bombed in the building I slept in. On top of that we 

had to deal with riots, strikes and terrorist and extreme weather conditions; an exciting time for a 
young man. 
To quote the Dhow newspaper during January to the end of February the following incidents took 
place: terrorists in Aden and Sheikh Othman between Jan I6th and 22nd made seventeen sneak 
bomb attacks. Feuding Arabs in Dar Saad, several people injured, threw more grenades. 
Shooting and grenade incidents in Crater, Maalla, Tawahi and Khormaskar killed One British 
Soldier wounded, 11 others injured, 17 Aden Nationals, six being policemen. One terrorist was 
shot by a Major in the Cameronians whilst on IS Patrol after a grenade was thrown. Explosions 
damaged several vehicles and others fired by mobs during the general strike.  During February 
eight sneak grenade attacks were made by thugs in the Aden area. After one explosion had 
injured two soldiers near Maalla traffic lights the 
fleeing bomber was shot and killed.  Other grenade 
and rocket attacks took place in Maalla, Tawahi 
where seven locals and two servicemen were 
injured. In Crater tear gas was used against mobs 
in the marketplace. With all this exciting but deadly 
incidents going on, one learned the hard way to be 
very aware of your surroundings and to be very 
alert to danger. For instance an Arab decided to 
drop an empty paper bag from a block of flats in 
Crater. He was shot dead; so quick were the servicemen reactions especially during curfews.   
In April 1967 I was sent upcountry to Mukeria's in the Radfan to assist a SIB or SIS investigation. 
We flew from Khormaskar in an Airways DC3 Dakota and the flight lasted about one hour. My 
memory then recalls my being in a barbed wire encampment with about thirty or so tents, all the 
canvas walls of these tents were protected by sand bags. See photo above left). Photographs 
taken at the time show a lonely desolate place surrounded by mountains and sand, sand and 
more sand. During my stay at this camp we were attacked on a number of occasions by mortar 



and rockets.  The night times were extremely cold and the daytime extremely hot there was 
absolutely nothing to do and I felt sympathy for the troops that had to stay there. The one piece of 
excitement we had was a dissident tribesman that had fired his antique rifle at the camp and was 
taken prisoner.  After about a week up country and all the necessary statements had been taken, 
we departed this strange area by RAF Beverly Troop Transporter (See photo on right) that 
developed engine trouble and after a bumpy landing at Khormaskar I was back to a sort of 
civilisation, Things had not changed much on my return.   
At Sheikh Othman with the visit of the United Nations more than 160 security incidents took place 
that resulted in the Royal Anglians and Queens Dragoon Guards taking action in what became 
known as the Battle of the Mosque. The Beach Hospital, Khormaskar was kept very busy 
patching up the wounded from this area. There was political unrest but we also had to contend 
with the everyday crime such as, a craftsman was robbed of Â£500 of gold and the United Arab 
Airlines lost Â£2000 in an armed robbery. Life was not dull. Again Bob Liddle recalls that he had 
to escort all the Gold from The Chartered Bank to Khormaskar airport to prevent it falling into 
terrorist hands.  During April I was fortunate to become a press icon and had my photograph 
taken next to Major General Sir John Willoughby in the middle of Crater. At this time and I quote 
from the Dhow Newspaper, COME HELL AND HIGH WATER AND THEY BOTH CAME. 
Day 1, 1st April: Aden a place of which many of you may have heard of is lashed by the worst 
rainstorm in living memory. Torrential rain causes flooding and disrupts roads, electricity, 
telephones and water services. Legend has it that Noah built the Ark Maalla, this would have 
been an ideal day for him to make a comeback .l was recently reminded of this by Bob Liddle that 
the playing fields were being used to canoe. The streets in Maalla were that badly flooded that 
the bodies were washed from the local Arab graveyard and floating on the street. Someone was 
even canoeing in Maalla. 
Day 2, 2nd April: The General strike begins; BFBS and AF BA start broadcasting hourly security 
bulletins, provided by G Staff and A/Q Branch and the joint Public Relations Staff Members of all 
three services and the MPBW are hard at work repairing the flood damage. There are eighteen 
incidents, twelve in Crater area. Three crowds are dispersed. Three Grenades are thrown. Small 
arms fire is directed at the Security Services seven times. Two inertia grenades are fired. Two 
British soldiers and two local nationals are injured. 42 local nationals are arrested. The UN 
Mission Arrives.  
Day 3, 3rd April: Trouble begins in Crater at 0830 hrs. Crowds start forming and are dispersed by 
the 1 Bn Royal Northumberland Fusiliers. Throughout the day there are l4 grenade attacks and 
14 small arms attacks. Two British Soldiers and two members of the Armed Police are wounded. 
One terrorist is killed and one wounded. The no nonsense tactics by the Fusiliers against the 
terrorists cause a certain amount of eyebrow rising. It was at this time that the media decided in 
their wisdom to accuse the Northumberlands of brutality in the UK press.  The Dailv Mirror printed 
a full middle page picture of two Fusiliers kicking an Arab in Crater but did not include in the paper 
the two wounded soldiers lying feet away who had been grenaded by him. I have never bought a 
Daily Mirror newspaper since that day! But the man on the street in the UK is solidly behind the 
soldiers. Overnight the Royal Northumberland Fusiliers become the best known and possibly the 
most popular battalion in the British Army. While filming the fighting American Tom Streithorst of 
NBC is injured by a grenade. Other areas begin to warm up, in Sheikh Othman. About a dozen 
grenade attacks and the same number of shootings takes place.  A UK newspaper at this time ran 
the following article, which I kept and is quoted as follows: 
MY SON DIED IN ADEN 
I have recently returned from Aden where I attended the funeral of my dear son, Tony, who was 
killed by Arab terrorists. I read that stars such as the Searchers, Frankie Vaughan, Tom Jones, 
and Dusty Springfield have volunteered to go to Tel Aviv to entertain Israeli troops. Why doesn’t 
someone entertain our own boys? Their moral needs boosting. British troops are being killed 
every day in Aden.  Could you please appeal to readers to send books and magazines to our 
lads? I have seen the awful desert wastes that surround them, where the air is filled with an 
ominous silence. Please, please do something for them. Most of the boys have to stay there until 
the end.  Surely a concert or two from the stars would not be too difficult to arrange. Or are they 
afraid to go? Remember charity begins at home. Please think of our lads. I have left my own dear 
son out there in Silent Valley; he lies alongside the graves of little children killed by Arabs. From a 
broken heated mother Mrs E Brown, Havant, Hants. 
It may well be because of Mrs Brown’s letter to the papers that we did indeed get our concerts. 



Bob Monkhouse and Samantha Jones and others were not afraid to come out to Aden and he 
and they most certainly lifted the spirits of all the troops that attended. I think because of that Bob 
Monkhouse became one of my favourite comedians.  
Another great Asset to the general soldiers moral was the Aden Forces Radio and the British 
Forces Broadcasting Service. They were dedicated people who informed us of the outside world, 
what was happening back home, and what was happening here in Aden.  (This was very 
important; although Aden was relatively small what happened in one part was not always known 
in another).  But by far the most important was the music. Ask Sarah Kennedy, she was there and 
I still listen to her on Radio 2 to this day.  My time relaxing consisted of the Police Mess where we 
could enjoy each others company over the well-known and liked Tiger Beer and in safety. The 
cinema at HMS Sheba was another place of entertainment. It was at Sheba that Bob Liddle and l 
went to watch Carry on Screaming. We had decided earlier that we would get out quick after the 
show so that we could get sandwiches and some tins of soup from the local Arab vendor just 
outside the gates. So when the film finished we ran out and up to the main gates, as we got 
through the gates we heard a clang of metal at our feet swiftly followed by ping. A sound well 
known to us as that of a grenade.  I looked down and saw the grenade was right in front of me no 
more than a couple of feet and rolling down towards Bob and myself, Reaction took over and we 
both turned and dived flat to the ground. We could not go anywhere as the security fence was in 
our face.  We waited for the inevitable which seemed an eternity, I think we were both terrified 
that the grenade had rolled towards our feet and too scared to turn and look where it was, better 
to lose a foot than our heads. Then it exploded. Being so close was an anticlimax as it sounded 
like a pop. We both checked each other for injuries and were lucky just to have small pieces of 
shrapnel in one leg. The base plate of the grenade had hit the fencing post one foot above my 
head, so lucky, yes. We both got up and made for the sandwich van and went back to our 
Barrack Block and ate our sandwiches and cooked the soup over a candle. We had no means of 
cooking except by candle. We later learned that 250 cinemagoers had been injured and they 
must have been a good 200 yards behind us. 
Our days off involved getting the local taxi into Tawahi or Maalla and going to some of the best 
duty free shops at that time, Akai Tape Recorders, watches and electrical goods at very cheap 
prices. Eating out was also good with local dishes as well as Indian and Chinese, there was 
always fresh fruit that we ate in abundance. The watermelons were another matter and it is those 
I blame for my getting dysentery better known as ‘Aden Gut’. Mainly we spent our time on the 
beach swimming and sunbathing at the rear of the Mermaid club. I don’t think I was ever home 
sick. 



One problem with Aden at that time was the beggars, something that has to be seen to be 
believed. Beggar Families would bind their children’s legs or limbs with wire to cripple them so 
that they in turn became beggars. One might think this as cruel, but in Arab Countries beggars 
are special and no Arab would pass without donating to the begging tin, this is how they earned 
money to live. Still the sight of a child or adult pushing him or herself on a bit of wood with wheels 
with no hands or wasted legs was something to beggar belief, if you will forgive the pun.  Bob 
Liddle and l had some good times together and Bob remembers one night after being in the 
Police Club Drinking and feeling hungry which we always were we took a short cut by climbing a 
security fence to get a curry. A Royal Air Force Policeman challenged us and was getting a bit 
uppity, so told him where to go. RAFP where mostly Aircraftsmen acting Corporals, where as we 
were senior in rank being substantive Lance Corporals. Another Royal Air force story that Bob 
recalls is that Larry Flaherty and himself had arrested a snotty Aircraft Technician who thought 
that he couldn’t be touched.  Larry had different thoughts and they took him to the Para’s camp in 
the Radfan. The Paras made him fill sandbags all day and he was not as cocky afterwards.  We 
used to come across the SAS quite a lot and those guys on regular patrols used to use LWB   
open Land Rovers that were painted bright pink, although this colour seemed to blend in with the 
desert quite well. Another story comes to mind when once we were carrying out road checks near 
to the Isthmus when we stopped an Arab jeep with all the fine accoutrements of tassels and 
painted with Arabic artwork. About six or seven persons all in desert dress got out and we duly 
set about searching them for contraband.  One guy I went up to and as I was searching him in a 
Scouse accent said, "If you crab my balls I will knock your teeth in" Yes one of the many 
undercover SAS.  I also recall an accident taken place in Habilayn involving the Irish Guards 
when a Wombat recoil less rifle developed a fault when firing a round that blew it up and killed 
one of the Guardsmen.  These accidents occurred from time to time, Bob remembers one of a 
RMP Sergeant that let off ‘a round’ as he came through the gates of HQP&SS. I also remember 
an incident when a Lance Corporal also RMP fired his Browning Pistol in the duty room. The 
round went through the floor to the offices underneath, fortunately there were no persons in the 
office at the time. The thing is that there was no reason for these accidents to have happened as 
weapons were supposed to be unloaded at the unloading bays and cleared before entering the 
compound.  These incidents all had to be reported and could even result in a Courts Martial for 
reckless discharge of a firearm. 
When a terrorist was shot dead the soldier who had shot him had to be photographed with the 
deceased a requirement for the judiciary as everyone was subject to the laws of the Land as well 
as Military Law. It really was a formality as the soldier was carrying out his duties, still first time 
made you sweat in case you were charged with murder. 
Around this time I took leave of General Willoughby as his tour of duty was finished and he was 
returning to the UK. I can say that he was someone I was proud to serve under and we now 
awaited his replacement.   
The new officer was no other than Major General Sir Philip Towers and it was not long before he 
was introduced to his Escort Team. This officer I took to at once, as he was first friendly and easy 
to talk too. He also made it plain that we were his and no one was to interfere with us. As you will 
see later on he was true to his words. Major General Towers entered the arena at a time when 
Aden was fallen apart and everything was happening to his troops, only this time on a larger 
scale. Aden was really hotting up 
The time of the year was the infamous June of 1967 when all hell broke out and when our Arab 
allies turned their guns on us and we suffered the heaviest casualties of the Aden saga. At this 
time the Fighting 5th Northumberland Fusiliers were coming to the end of` there tour and with 
recently arrived elements of the relieving Battalion of the Argyle and Sutherland Highlanders were 
carrying out normal patrols Waterloo Lines the Battalion camp and basically showing the Argyll's 
the area. On the 20th June as this recce of the Northumberland fusiliers were proceeding up the 
main drag of Crater near to the Police Barracks when suddenly the Arab Police opened fire on 
them. It turned out to be a complete ambush and the Northumberlands were mowed down by rifle 
and small arms fire.  One Fusilier although wounded made his escape to a block of flats where he 
broke into and took shelter on the roof He spent a long time there and was only saved from going 
the same way as his colleagues but for the arrival of an Arab Police Senior Officer.  My 
Involvement with regard to this incident was after it was all over and having negotiated the 
retrieval of the bodies. I accompanied the Military Ambulance up Crater pass to the top where we 
awaited the arrival of the bodies. The Northumberlands had been Cut Up and bumed and placed 



in three Old fashioned wooden tea chests and was not a pretty sight. 
The General had given orders that the 5th Northumberland be placed under camp arrest and the 
arsenal locked and guarded. Maybe just as well because the Northumberlands blood was up and 
they would have massacred every one of those Arab Police. 
Colonel Mitchell of the Argyles was furious about what had happened and was in no mood for soft 
methods. It was this time that drew him to the attention of the press and obtained for him the 
name of Mad Mitch. Unfortunately for him in drew him into conflict with Major General Towers 
who had different agendas imposed on him by the British Labour Government. On the 23rd June 
the full Battalion of the Argyll and Sutherland Highlanders arrived in Aden. 
By this time General Tower was of the opinion that tempers had cooled down and given the task 
of retaking Crater to Colonel Mitchell.  Mitchell carried these duties out with relish and plenty of 
zeal.  Unfortunately for Mitchell he had to wait and cool his heels until the 2nd of July when he 
carried out a recce by himself and his escort.  On the 3rd July Mitchell at last was given 
permission to carry out the retaking of Crater an operation called Stirling Castle.  The rest is 
history. 

The number of lives lost totalled 25 killed, I do not recall the numbers wounded and the Arab 
Police were never to be trusted again by the British troops in Aden. 
I escorted General Towers on numerous occasion when these incidents were taking place and 



also recall that when Mitchell entered Crater with his men heavy tactics were used which resulted 
m General Tower been recalled to London, He went and returned the same day l am not privy to 
what had happened but the outcome was Mitchell being sacked. I personally feel that the British 
Labour Government was to blame for Mitchell's sacking but the General carrying out his orders 
was held responsible by the Argylls.  Not to be forgotten are the 8 Royal Corps of Transport 
soldiers killed near to Champion Lines, the South Arabian Army camp which opened fire on them 
as they were passing.  

One incident I recall involving the VIP escort team was round about not long after the Crater 
incident. Maj Gen Towers was to hold a cocktail party at his mansion and we as his Team were 
invited. We got special invitations made out to us. The bees’ knees. Unfortunately this was not the 
bee’s knees for The Senior Provost Officers, they had not been invited and vetoed our 
attendance. We of course had to refuse attending and the Generals ADC was not pleased. What 
occurred after that I cannot say but we did attend the Cocktail party and thereafter went sailing 
with the General. I did say earlier that we were his and that proved it. While escorting Maj Gen 
Towers we were always quite active as he spent as much time as possible visiting all units under 
his command, so all of Aden and little Aden was regularly on the agenda. 

We had one unhappy escort and that was to a place called Silent Valley, where soldiers killed 
were buried. This time we were there at the funeral of three SAS troopers who had been killed up 
country and who had been beheaded and the heads stuck on poles at the village. The General 
was at this funeral hence the reason we were there.  

  
Standing in the cemetery and looking up this is the sight you see. It really Is a truly silent valley. 
Pictures taken at the time of SAS Troopers funeral. 
   

                          


