
First posting in the RAF 1949 
The last week of December 1949 I finished my recruit training in the 
RAF and got a travel warrant for RAF Brampton, happy me, Brampton 
was close to Carlisle and girlfriend.    

The railway booking clerk said he didn’t know whether to route me 
through Leeds or London, both of which were alarming.   He chose 
London and after an endless noisy, mucky crowded series of stops, I 
arrived at Huntingdon, thence to an RAF unit at Brampton with never 
an aircraft in sight.  

I reported to the Guard Room 
to a surprised corporal late in 
the evening of 31st Decem-
ber.   The Air Force was all on 
Christmas leave but the 
corporal found me an empty 
bed and bedding in a cold, 
tumbledown Nissan hut 
abandoned by an American 
unit years before.   He got me 
a meal and told me to report 
to the guardroom next day. 

Next day getting out of bed I 
sprained my ankle too badly 
to put my boot on, or walk so 
I could not report to the 
Guardroom.  The policeman 

came to me, got me some food and a duty medic so I stayed in bed all 
day of 1st Jan 1950. Alone. Happy New Year! 

Next day, RAF Brampton trickled into life as ghostly owners reclaimed 
their beds overnight.   Half-hearted acknowledgements we’re grunted 
by my roommates as off they went for breakfast.  Not so my 
immediate neighbour.   

Guarding the remains of a crashed Wellington 
and its crew of 5 



“Hey sprog get up you bleep, bleep, bleep I get up last in this 
billet.”  This was fighting talk, so I ignored him.  “Hey I am talking to 
you” he said, “bleep get up now,” and for emphasis clonked me 
heavily in the Crown Jewels with a sweeping brush.   

Stung I hopped out of bed and tipped him and all his bedding on to 
the floor.   Handicapped, or foot capped, he up-ended my empty bed, 
so I picked up his bedding and chucked it out of the door.  At this 
Corporal Philpott commanded hostilities to cease and they did.   

Bigmouth Meakin was all bawls and hot air, a stone heavier (flabbier) 
than me, and not very fit, but we did become friends.   The M.O. gave 
me a chit to avoid parades and wear shoes for six weeks.     

This was my introduction to the RAF New Year 1950. 

Denys 

 

 


