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The Battle for Goose Green — The RMO’s view

Capt S J Hughes
MB, BS, MRCS, LRCP, RAMC
RMO 2 PARA

Summary: By virtue of the Battalion I serve with, I was the first Task Force Doctor on to the Falkliands.
On Friday the 21st May, 2 Para made an assault beach landing, thankfully unopposed, on San Carlos beach;

the RAP was with them.

Introduction

2 Para occupied the Sussex Mountains for six
days and on Wednesday 26 May, moved off at last
light to Camilla Creek House, 5 miles from Darwin.
The Battalion laid up in the area of Camiila Creek
during 27 May and early the next morning moved
out to create history . . ..

Goose Green—Friday 28th May, 1982

We set off from Camilla Creek House at about
2 am. tired before we started after the previous
night’s TAB*. On our backs the RAP (Regimental
Aid Post) Medics were all carrying in excess of 80lbs
of medical kit and the uneven ground ensured that
we all fell regularly. .

We laid up near the mortar line just north of
the Darwin Peninsula whilst A and B Companies
put in their first attacks. There was a steady drizzle,
and those of us who had worn our waterproofs
were glad of them—some of us even dozed.

About 2 hours after the initial H hour, Battalion
Main HQ, (including the RAP), moved off and down
the narrow track onto the Peninsula itself. To our
left, a large area of gorse had been ignited by white
phosphorous grenades and the flames lit up the night
sky. The crackle of burning gorse could be heard
above the reassuring crump of the naval gunfire
support.

We had just come level with the first cache of
Argentinian prisoners, on the edge of the track,
when the first salvo of the Argentinian guns
bracketted the track.

We heard the distant crump and the incoming
whistle and barely hit the ground before the first
rounds of “HE” hit the peat on either side of the
track. We wormed our bodies in, face down to the
banks on either side of the track, so that our
Bergens gave our backs some protection. The reality
of war began to sink in.

Again we were bracketted, but miraculously noth-
ing landed on the track, and the soft, wet peat,
off the track, kept the shrapnel to a minimum. We
had no casualties.

A tracer round cracked 6 ins over my head from

*Editor’s Note. TAB is the Parachute Regiment’s version
of “Yomping’’ but faster.

somewhere off to the right — a stray round. I
buried my head further into the earth.

The first two attacks had had no casualties, but
now D Coy came up against stiffer opposition and
Chris Keeble, the Bn 2IC, asked me to move forward
up the track to deal with the first casualties. His
parting words, as I led the RAP off were, “Watch
out for the sniper on the right flank.”

I then realised where that not so stray round
had come from, and was convinced that the collar
of my waterproof jacket, white on the reverse,
would make me a perfect target. It may well have
but nothing happened. '

We ran low and fast for about 400 metres, until
we came across the two D Coy wounded, both
minor gunshot wounds. It was about 6 a.m. still,
with a further 4 hours of darkness — so after
finishing our treatment regime, all we could do
was reassure them and keep them warm and sheltered
from the rain until dawn, when the first choppers
would fly.

The CO, ‘H’ appeared, with his TAC HQ and
came to find out how the casualties were—"“Alright
Sir, we’ll try and get them back to Camilla Creek
in the captured Landrover.” He and the Adjutant,
one of my close friends, David Wood, were joking
about a shell that had landed between them, yet
left them both unscathed “These Argies have got
some shit ammunition.” ¥t was to be the last time
T would see either of them alive again.

TAC 1 disappeared and Battalion Main moved in
around us. Time drifted by and the shelling period-
ically came our way. As the sky started to brighten
we lost the benefit- of the naval gun support and as
dawn came we found ourselves in a natural bowl of
land to the north of Coronation Point.

One or i{wo more casualties were brought in,
together with our first dead. Two of my Medics had
lost friends and 1 had lost some of my own
patients — we were all affected. We improvised
shelter for the wounded using a captured Argie
tent until at first light helicopters came in bringing
ammunition resupply. We got the casualties into
the Choppers and I went back to my routine of
listening in to the Battalion Command net — Reading
the Battle.

There was a big battle raging ahead of us, and










