
 

A slightly humorous account of my part played in ending 

the Cold War 

 I would like to say that my patriotic conscience led to my decision in enlisting in the Royal 

Air Force back in 1971, but I would be lying. The reality which led to this momentous 

occasion was in fact a survival tactic on my behalf. Having spent the best part of 11 years 

after leaving school, moving from one job to another, mainly in the photographic trade, and 

getting nowhere in terms of providing enough financial support for a family about to increase 

in size, something had to change, albeit a complete re-incarnation on my behalf. 

   

Somewhere in this shopping centre in Dundee, Scotland, 1971, was an RAF Careers 

Information Office, frequented by me on several occasions prior to making the final decision 

to take the Queens shilling and enlist. The information I received was not exactly impartial as 

the Sergeant assisting me in choosing a trade, of which my choice seemed endless at the time, 

was in fact an aircraft electrician and yes you guessed, I signed on as an Aircraft Electrician 

subject to trade training and passing exams. A decision which turned out to be the right one 

for me. 

So with the background information set, it is time to gather some photographic content for 22 

years worth of what I got up to serving Queen and country in a very exciting time, none of 

which I regret at all. Some of my postings during this period, left a lot to be desired, but on 

the whole most enjoyable. The navigation bar links will separate as near as possible, the 

different era's and postings along the way. Do feel free to get in touch if you want any more 

information on what is about to follow. Have fun reading my account. 
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1971 

This is where it all started out, on a cold January morning, myself and another batch of newly 

signed recruits rendezvoused on the assigned day at the Cumberland Hotel in Edinburgh. 

Guys like myself from different locations in Scotland all assembled here for an overnight stay 

and the following morning's onward transition to Newark Northgate rail station in 

Lincolnshire, England, then by coach to RAF Swinderby where we were all to be kitted out 

and introduced to the joys of square bashing and domestic chores. I nearly forgot to mention I 

was a bit older than nearly everyone else at 26.  

 This was to be my home for the next 6 weeks, or at least it seemed that way, although we did 

have living accommodation which consisted of 12 man rooms and steel camp beds, what a 

luxury, and we had soft mattresses too. Most of the recruitment activity was spent either here 

or in the station cinema for lectures or indoctrination would have been a better term. First off 

was the camp barber, short back and sides being the fashion then. This term was very fitting 

as I found out afterwards, a massive big mop on top and virtually nothing round the sides and 

back, very fetching indeed as my wife was to comment later on when I returned home for half 

time break at 3 weeks.  

 
Next up was a series of vaccinations administered one after the other, thus saving time and 

allowing for extra rifle drill and other stuff like circuit training in the Gym. Human rights did 

not exist back then and as we all bared both arms and adopted the camp pose of one hand on 

each hip, we lined up and formed an orderly line at the slow march, needles firing in each 

arm as we moved, nobody passed out as far as I can remember. Sleeves rolled back down, 

pick up large broom and proceed to sweep the Hangar floor, this was a form of therapy to get 

the serum pumping through our veins quicker seemingly. Can't recall much after that as one 

by one we passed out in one way or another, I ended up missing tea and opting for bed. Woke 

up the next day as usual, no option there, the klaxon made sure we were all up at 6 am, 

washed, showered, dressed, bed packs made and lined up for inspection "Corporal", yes they 

were gods at this stage of the game.  

I almost forgot to mention that there was a postal strike on at this time, in hindsight a mobile 

phone would have been a godsend, but alas the technology was not around then. The normal 

communication was done by letter, remember these things? it involved some paper and 

envelope and a pen, usually of the fluid ink type too. Anyway I digress, what I was going to 

say was that prior to me boarding the steam train in Dundee for transmission to this boot 

camp, I was aware that during my six weeks holiday at RAF Swinderby there was a fair 

chance my wife would give birth to our latest family member while I was enjoying myself  



 

 here. Back to the training now, bull nights and bed packs kept us 

busy, soon got the hang of all the blanket and sheet folding and was one of the lucky ones not 

to have my whole bedding pack thrown on the floor by the inspecting Corporal and Sergeant 

for not being regulation shape and size. Notice the highly bulled up shoes under the bed, a 

speciality of mine after a few days practice. Also made myself a few beer chits by helping 

others along the way. 

 

Another chore was the upkeep of our webbing issue, Blanco was used for this purpose, a 

messy process to say the least, but had to be done. Button sticks of the brass variety were 

issued to enable cleaning our brass buttons, buckles and the likes, the button stick was to 

prevent Brasso cleaner from staining the Blanco. Another time saving clothing issue was our 

shirts, these were collar less shirts, called grandfather shirts I believe, collars were issued 

separately and in greater quantity than the shirts, so in effect you could attach a new collar to 

a shirt which was a few days worn, and still look smart. The collar stud was the only 

problem, it tended to irritate the neck if worn for long periods, but it did cut down on having 

to have a fresh shirt every day. 

The early morning Tannoy calls of "Rise and Shine" took some getting used to at first, but 

not responding was at your own risk of being thrown on the floor by the Corporal and not 

very good for your street cred in front of all your newly found friends either. Most of our 

intake played the game accordingly and it was good that we had a couple of lads who had 

been out of the service and having tasted civvy street, were back in once again, having missed 

the comradeship that was part of forces life, something that I found out as time went on, and 

especially the day I was de-mobbed. 

 

It was now nearly time to have a break in our square bashing routine, week three looming and 

the chance to go home for a long weekend was so welcome from the intensity of all this 

newly acquired routine. Cinema visits played a fair part too, safety films, trades films, 

structure of the RAF films, you name it they all got played out, often a welcome relief from 

the constant rifle drill on the parade square, all this culminating later in a pass out parade 

complete with the RAF band, spectators, family members and of course us newly formed 

band of newbie's.  On our return for the second half, we had a new adventure lined up, a 

week in Sherwood Forest completing our Resource and Initiative training in the snow, living 

in tents in the middle of winter, oh joy! 

 

Up till now only the very few who lived nearby or those lucky enough to have a car, escaped 

home at weekends, as for me, no car and living up in Dundee, my lot was staying on base, 

and enjoying the pleasures of the TV room and the NAAFI, where I had to endure my first 



taste of English beer of the worst kind "Worthington E", how I longed to get home, good 

beer, good company and everything else I had given up to be an airman.  

 

1972-73 continued 

It was once again time to move on to greater things, my wife and family would stay on here 

in St Eval married quarters, while I trotted off to RAF Halton, got myself sorted out and 

apply for another married quarter, do you see a pattern emerging here, nomads probably have 

an easier time of it. The criteria for priority on married quarter allocation was still, how many 

kids, how many years service, which give you a certain amount of points, a bit like a league 

table I guess. But this points table system has one big flaw, there are in fact 2 league tables, a 

fixed list and an un-fixed list, the fixed list holds 12 names the un-fixed is limitless, so in 

essence if you get on the fixed list, you are guaranteed a quarter. If you are on the un-fixed 

list, someone just posted in after you can with their higher points score, make you drop down 

the list. Now it does not take a rocket scientist to work out the distinct disadvantages and 

frustrations with this system, does it? 

February 1973, preparation for my posting to RAF Halton well under way now, final checks 

before packing my bags was that I had to present myself in best blue uniform for an 

inspection by my then boss, a chief technician Fred Brookes, who I was later to meet at 

another unit sometime in the future. Being the nice chap that he was, he said that instead of 

attending this inspection at work, I could pop round to his married quarter in the evening so 

he could have a good look at my uniform and sign my form for me. This being completed 

without problem, was very good at bulling shoes, a speciality in fact and something that not 

everyone could master. I did take pride in my appearance in those days, paid off many a time 

for me anyway.  

Goodbyes said and off yet again, left St Eval with snow and ice on the ground, a roaring coal 

fire well behind me now and back on the train heading for Paddington Station, a journey I 

had completed several times now. Underground journey to Wendover station and walk of 

about 2 miles to RAF Halton. This unit was built either side of a main road, the north camp 

where all the domestic accommodation was, and the south camp where all the workshops and 

Technical Area was, I think you have probably guessed by now that marching was involved 

each day from one site to the other and back again. I was billeted in a 12 man room for now, 

great set of lads whom I was to spend the next 12 months with. Not quite so strict as basic 

training, but still the early morning parade where we were inspected for clean dress, no 

designer stubble either, and shoes that had to sparkle. Three ranks, open order march, close 

order march, flight will move to the left in threes, by the left quick march down the hill. Here 

we would tag on to the back of the apprentice boys flights who were always led by a pipe 

band, and off we went to school. 



Halton had its own Military Hospital. Mortuary as well, Department of Tropical Medicine 

and many more I have since forgotten, so if I cut my finger, or needed haemorrhoids 

removing, this was definitely the place to be.  As it turned out, I did in later years have the 

need to get admitted to the Princess Mary's Hospital here, for a knee operation, but that's for 

later. Enquiries at General Office regarding married quarters was hit or miss whether I would 

get one or not, but was placed on the list meantime.  

 

This course was extremely time consuming for me, midnight oil and all that stuff, where 

others seemed to sail through the exams easily, but had to keep my head down and ensure I 

would pass the course. The pub down the road a bit was called the Rose & Crown, a real 

homely pub, in that it was my second home for just short of six months, while waiting on a 

quarter. My school education served me well here, even mastered the old slide rule 

eventually, and even now in 2009, the thing is in a drawer somewhere, didn't have the nerve 

to chuck it, and it does come out as a curiosity now and then. Wednesday afternoon each 

week we had sports, me and several others had wanted to play badminton, but as this unit was 

also host to Malaysian students, it was impossible to get on the courts, so we alternated 

between tennis and cross country running, the latter was the best bet as we got to run a set 

route and when finished were allowed to go back to our billets. Tennis was very competitive, 

so much so we actually signed out the racquets and played on snow covered hard courts on 

several occasions. 

Six months down the line, progress was being made, a few of our course HEFE/73 fell 

behind, failed an exam or two and had to back course joining another crew a month behind 

us, this was a shame, but at least they got another chance to continue. For my part, it had been 

a struggle so far, but no failures. Good news was that I had actually been allocated a married 

quarter on base, with only two or three weeks before the deadline of six months I had to serve 

on the unit was up. A few of my contemporaries had already moved on base with their 

families and I was glad to be in the same situation. So to the march in at 80 Tedder Road, 

RAF Halton (I believe now demolished and long gone) this house must have been the worst 

one I have ever lived in, basically sound and clean, but fitted carpets was not on the agenda, 

the hallway was concrete flooring (painted gloss black) with a strip carpet down the middle. 

Had the choice to turn this down, but that would have meant no family joining me, so not 

really an option. My mother-in-law decided that she would go down to Cornwall, collect the 

wife and kids and bring them back to Halton, just as well as I could not have had time off 

even if I wanted to, without being back coursed, so was grateful for that. There goes my coal 

fire quarter in Cornwall, and with that my wife actually had to do the march out from there 

too. 

 The family settled in well at Halton, change of school for my daughter and my wife found 

herself a part time job doing evenings, packing Askeys wafers and cones, paid good money 

too. Living in married quarters had its advantages, as we married guys were allowed to walk 

down to work without joining in the morning parades, unfortunately this was to be the cause 

of me being put on restrictions (jankers) for failing to attend a haircut parade along with all 

the others, seemingly we failed to read station routine orders, these were only available back 

up in the barrack block and we were oblivious to any of this. Funnily enough it was a week 

before AOC's parade and there were lots of jobs needing doing, like painting the grass green, 

coal black and other menial tasks. My punishment was 3 days, working in the cookhouse, 

doing sod all, but make tea and eat during the few hours, then of course appearing at the 

guardroom in full best uniform at 22.00hrs for inspection by the orderly officer, a doddle all 

in all, but the one and only time I was charged in my 22 years. 



Nothing much in the excitement stakes followed, just hard work and progress even to the 

extreme in some cases, AND, NAND, NOT, NOR, OR do the expressions mean anything to 

you? Logic was the name of the game, a new concept brought about by the transistor and 

microchip. Electrical Theory crammed into the grey matter, to be used only for examination 

purposes and not out in the real world later. 

 

Before my family moved down here, there was a couple of days out that stick in the memory. 

a Sunday trip to a Cider House, expedition style and across country walk/climb got us there, 

unfortunately the return journey was somewhat different, we lost a few of our troop on the 

way back, probably hitched a lift I think. Another time we were invited to an evening booze 

up at an American base nearby, Upper Hayford. This was arranged by one of our course 

members who knew someone there. We arrived by car, stopped at the gates of the camp and 

asked where we were heading. "SNCO's Mess" pretty good considering we were SAC's, but 

this was accepted and we arrived and were treated to a night I will remember. Were not 

allowed to buy any drink, the yanks insisted in picking up the tab, the music at the time was 

Motown and seemed to blend in with the copious amounts of Bourbon being drunk. Lots of 

Black Americans to dance with, a great time was had by all.  

 

1976 

Left RAF Lossiemouth and the family once more, caught a train from Elgin to Aberdeen then 

south to Kings Cross in London, a tube journey to the RAF Movements transit camp for an 

overnight stay. Early morning start next day and on to a coach which took a group of us to 

Luton Airport for the flight to RAF Wildenrath, Germany, this was the central airport for all 

RAF personnel arriving in Germany. I had struck up a few acquaintances with the lads who 

like myself were heading to Laarbruch, so the company was much appreciated on my new 

adventure. The airline that the RAF used for this shuttle service was Britannia Airways, 

nothing luxurious but at least an all round improvement to the Hercules, in fact every other 

flight I ever took was better than the Hercules. Guess what the priority would be on arrival in 

Germany, darn, you guessed, married quarters. My wife being granted the customary 60 days 

before having to vacate the Lossiemouth quarter.

 

Touch down at RAF Wildenrath followed by all the Laarbruch bound troops boarding an 

RAF coach for the 1 hour or so journey to base. It was quite exciting seeing the differences 

out here, driving on the right hand side of the road, all the European road signs, and 

everywhere we passed seemed to be very clean and tidy, no takeaway discards to be seen. 

Some interesting villages we passed through and hard to take in all the new sites. It helped 

that the weather at the end of May here was the start of the hottest summer for many years. 



We finally arrived at Laarbruch and made our way to the guardroom to sign in and get 

directions to our accommodation, we had been allocated a barrack block aptly named the 

"Swamp" seeing as it had been built on reclaimed swamp land after the second world war, 

this block was a long way from the guardroom, another lad "Nobby" and myself set out to 

track down this block by foot, and a passing land rover obviously saw us struggling in the 

heat, so stopped and offered us a lift, just as well, the half mile trek would have had us break 

a sweat. 

This was to be my home for 3 months or more, 

sharing with other mainly single airmen, although there were several others married like 

myself, waiting on a married quarter. Nobby and myself were billeted in the same 12 man 

room, although only normally 8 beds filled each room. This would do nicely thank you. Time 

to look around and get the lie of the land as it were. A nice bunch of lads and they filled us in 

on the latest station do's and don'ts, places to go and general stuff that we needed to know. 

Music was played in the room, very often as it transpired, the cheap Hi-Fi's affordable over 

here, due mainly to the extra money we were paid LOA (Local Oversees Allowance), 

unfortunately one guy was very keen on playing Leonard Cohen stuff, and very often got all 

sorts thrown at him for doing so. 

Looking round the camp, there were loads of watering holes, Bowling alley, just outside our 

barrack block, usually the first place to visit after dinner was out the way, then the Malcolm 

Club another excellent venue, all the sports clubs of which there were many. Heineken was 

the favourite tipple back then as I recall, bottled and draft. German beer was bought by the 

crate and names such as Dortmunder Union, Deibels Alt and so many more that I have 

forgotten now. Some nights we went off base, down to the local towns, Weeze, where a taxi 

driver had a minibus to ferry us back and forth, Mamas a famous eating establishment where 

her famous roast chicken was indeed a treat. Opening hours varied back then, usually till the 

early hours of the morning when there were enough folks to justify staying open. 

 

Another alternative was to go down to  Goch, not so far away either, where there were a 

small contingent of married quarters based. Goch was a nice little town and had probably the 

best disco/bar that I had been in, music at that time, ABBA, played nonstop. One occasion we 

dropped in there sticks in my mind, I used to smoke a pipe back then, and was asked by a 

young German lass. could she have a try, this followed by several others having a go at my 

tobacco, but made for a nice night of conversation of a sort, although only having been out 

here a month or so, ordering beer in German was essential learning. Of course all these night 

outs stopped when my family joined me later. There was a group of us Scaley's (married lads) 

who tended to hang about together, having a lot more in common, it was easier to gang 

together. Dennis, Ginge to name a few, Dennis had a car he had driven over in from UK, so 

we got around a bit. Eventually we all managed to get  married quarters, Dennis a private 

hiring in Udem, a village nearby, Ginge at Weeze married quarters Magdaburger Strasse, and 

me in Weeze, Franz Hitze Strasse quarters (I believe they have since been demolished), a 



community of mostly RAF personnel but also a few Dutch and German tenants. A very 

happy community it was too.  

My place of work was in ASF (Aircraft Servicing Flight) primarily working on Buccaneers 

but also Jaguars and a twin seat Hunter from station flight. The hangar we worked from was 

rumoured to be the biggest structure known to have formerly belonged to the Luftwaffe 

during the second world war,  dismantled from it's former base and rebuilt here at Laarbruch, 

but suffice to say it was massive and held a large number of aircraft. We had our own crew 

rooms where all the servicing manuals and drawings were held too. Work was carried out 

Monday to Friday where Friday afternoon started with a clean of the floor, about 12 guys in a 

line with massive brooms working from one end to the other, took about half an hour to get 

the job done, then we all retired to our respective crew rooms and prepared for the weekend 

with a few crates of beer and a game of cards, well organised it was. 

 

The work was enjoyable with each aircraft on completion of servicing being ground run on 

the pan just outside the hangar, this had a blast wall built to protect the trees directly behind. 

Quite spectacular to watch engine runs here, testing out the wing fold and a multitude of 

other stuff. As I pointed out earlier, this is what I had joined the RAF to do, a sense of 

purpose if you like, seeing the end product flying had a high degree of job satisfaction and 

achievement. So on to family matters and the news that allocation of a married quarter was 

imminent, weeks away in fact. Back at Lossiemouth things were not as expected, my wife 

had been getting mail from the families office frequently, reminding her that the 60 days 

entitlement to stay in the quarter had expired and that she had to move out. Not good when I 

am elsewhere across the North Sea, but eventually after talking to the Families Officer in 

Germany, explaining that we had nowhere to move my family to, she agreed and contacted 

Lossiemouth explaining it would only be a month or so, and they would have a place here for 

us, and told them to stop the warning mail being sent out. Problem solved, but a worry for my 

wife while this was going on. 

One of the first things I had to do on posting to Germany 

was to create a bank account with the local bank on base, the Sparkasse bank, my salary was 

automatically paid in to this account. It appeared that every facility we required was based on 

the unit, two schools for primary and secondary education, so that was easy enough for my 

kids when they arrived later. However the married bloke contingent managed to do a bit of 

sightseeing before the families moved over here, sussing out the best places to visit and what 

was of interest, here is a photo of myself on one such occasion, visiting a town, name long 

forgotten but lots to see, even from a bar prospective. 



The pipe still in use then, but fell out of favour on my return to 

UK in 1979, mainly due to tobacco prices back home compared to buying it in Germany by 

the half kilo for next to nothing. Most items out here were extremely good prices and we took 

advantage in our three year stay. Everything from Hi-Fi's to Camera's, too good to resist. 

especially with the extra overseas allowance we got.  Notice too that I still had dark hair, now 

nearer white, a good reminder of what has changed after the 33 years that this was taken, hard 

to believe it was that long ago, tempus fugit and all that. 

 

Back to Lossiemouth now, time to get all the chattels packed into boxes and crates, ready for 

shipping to Germany, quite a big job at the time, but duly collected by the RAF for transit to 

Germany. Everyone was excited about the move, a new adventure in a new country for at 

least the next few years, maybe we could afford to buy a new car, it seemed that most folks 

posted out here, bought new, a great prospect and a means to get around a bit of Europe, 

although I was not a qualified driver yet, and as it turned out, did not pass my car test till 

1982, however my wife had passed her driving test many years back, and was the sole driver 

when we all came to live in Germany. I was now back at work at Laarbruch, having to leave 

my family for a few weeks, on their own and my wife to deal with the quarter march out. So 

goodbye to Lossiemouth on to Germany and a few years of excitement.  

 

1978 

Our tent had survived without damage, unfortunately my mates identical tent had a frame 

snap off. A trip down to the local village, a local garage owner welded it together for him for 

a few pesetas, this was the next day, so for one night we all 8 of us shared our 6 berth tent. 

Good fun really, all in the camping spirit of things. We only saw the kids for breakfast and 

mealtimes, they were swimming and playing on the beach mostly. The rest of the holiday was 

fine, we found a local transport café for evening meals, and after a few days we actually got 

paper table cloths to eat off. Squid and Chips mainly, but a bargain at the prices they charged. 



 
Breakfast in a lay-by somewhere by Lake Geneva. 

 
The family tent where we spent a lovely two weeks holiday. Lovely and bronzed we headed 

back home to Germany, keeping in convoy most of the way back but got separated 

somewhere in France, eventually meeting up at  a garage somewhere near home. A mobile 

phone would have been a godsend on this occasion, but we were still not in the technological 

era we are in today. Shortly after returning home and on a night shift at Laarbruch, I got a 

phone call from the RAF Police, telling me we had a burglary take place in our flat in Weeze, 

so off home to find out what had happened. Everyone was OK and being cared for by my 

neighbour, seemingly the burglar had got in through the veranda door, which had been left 

slightly ajar to air the house as it had just been repainted by the landlord that day. My wife 

had been awakened to greet the guy, before screaming for help., he had legged it back out the 

veranda door along with about 200 marks which was for the family shopping. I heard a few 

weeks later that the commotion had wakened a few neighbours who had chased the burglar, 

but he got away.  

 

 



To cut a long story short, my wife was not able to stay in the flat after that experience, I had 

been put on permanent days for a while, till we were allocated a married quarter on base, a 

solution that had to be done. We missed all the gang from our Weeze flat, and had to settle in 

to being tied to base. This had its drawbacks as well, mainly not being able to escape the siren 

alerts for station exercises, but also some upsides, no need to travel to the NAAFI, it was on 

the doorstep now, and of course easy access to the many clubs.  I used to meet up with my 

wife some lunchtimes at the Corporals Club and enjoy a beer and something to eat before 

returning to work. 

 Laarbruch Married Quarters 

Barbecues were a regular 

pastime enjoyed whilst living on base, and the neighbours were a nice bunch too, this made 

the move bearable for the rest of our stay at Laarbruch. Getting near time to go now, 1979 

and wondering where did all the years go to, it was with sadness that we had to leave this 

land of plenty and especially the social life that accompanied work, but it had to be, and my 

application had gone in for my UK tour preferences, bearing in mind we had saved a few 

quid in readiness to afford a mortgage on our return home, my choices of posting were 

Finningley, Church Fenton and Linton-on-Ouse. all in Yorkshire, as the house prices there 

were affordable. 

The last few months were spent getting bits and pieces together in readiness for our move, the 

Removal Van had been booked and confirmed, and this time we would all leave as a family 

and drive back home, by way of the ferry from Zeebrugge to Felixstowe. All the deep sea 

crates had been collected and aboard the removal van. the car had been loaded with all the 

valuables, roof rack for all the stuff that we forgot to pack for removal. and goodbyes were 

said after handing over our married quarter. On the road again. 



 

Felixstowe port and our arrival, this took an age as we had to declare our car into the UK and 

while we filled in all the paperwork, the customs decided to empty our car and search for 

illicit material, solid and liquid, in fact anything to stop us getting on our way, but all was 

well, the weed was well hidden (only joking), but I knew a mate who used to do regular trips 

back to the UK with King Edward Cigars, which were sold to local pubs and the like, he had 

an old Ford Taunus with full length back seat access. a lot of cigars can be fitted in there. Oh! 

I forgot to mention my destination was, no not Yorkshire, but Lincolnshire and RAF 

Binbrook, where the hell is that I hear you say, well it is no more, sold off by the MOD in the 

90's. It would have been too much to hope I would get one of my choice postings, things 

never worked out that way in the forces, not unless you knew a man who knew a man. This 

time though we had been allocated a married quarter prior to leaving Germany, the quarter 

had been taken over by proxy by a squadron member on my behalf, so all we needed to do 

now was find out how to get to Binbrook from Felixstowe. 

The journey to Binbrook was uneventful, eventually finding where we were to be billeted 

took a bit longer, but just before arriving there, had to stop off at a local Spar shop and get 

some beer, was in desperate need of some by now, well I thought I had bought the shop by 

the time I came out, prices were not what we had been used to at all, and the days of buying 

crates were a thing of the past. But I was happy in the knowledge that my 3 years had been 

well spent, there was no impending nuclear war in the offing, so must have done my bit for 

Queen and country after all. 

 

Knocked on a door at RAF Manby married quarters, introduced myself and got handed the 

keys to our quarter which was just a few doors away. Nice spacious quarter and would do a 

trip till we got sorted with a mortgage later on. RAF Manby was about 17 miles from 

Binbrook, I had not been told this whilst in Germany, so for me it meant catching an RAF 

Coach every morning from Manby, and also returning by the same method, this service was 

not free either, had to pay a month in advance for the privilege.  I had a few days grace, 

before having to report for duty, this time was spent trying to get the quarter ship shape, there 

being just the bare essentials on inventory, our coffee table was an orange box for instance. 

However it was time to arrive on Unit, and I caught the coach and headed for RAF Binbrook, 

SHQ and started the slog of collecting signatures on my blue card once more. I had been 

allocated to 5 (AC) Squadron which operated English Electric Lightnings Mk3,6 and TMk5 

aircraft, seemingly the last unit to host these aircraft. I was excited at this prospect, my very 

first squadron posting. 

It took the rest of the day to get all the required signatures and finally I arrived on the 

Squadron, had a chat with the Squadron boss and ushered to where I would be working, 

Second Line Rectification with assistance to the flight line as and when required. Met my 

new trade boss, a Chief Tech called Dick Whittingham, an amiable guy with not many years 

left till retirement, but had a wealth of knowledge on this aircraft going back many years. I 

would be doing rectification and modifications mainly and solving flight line problems daily, 

i.e.  the aircraft won't start etc. Met all the crew and really looked forward to this adventure.  
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