223rd Entry 40 Year Anniversary
Two score years ago, a bunch of honed, smart, upright Apprentices prepared for the Final Frontier…to boldly go where no Brat has gone before –except for the thousands who passed through before us

Forty-six  - mostly upright, gleaming, smiling pseudo adults were at the end of a 24-month 
trial-by–patience, through thick and thin – namely:

Haircuts,

Initial Square Bashing

Inoculations followed by Square Bashing

Hikes over to Dunstable (in a Square Bashing manor!)

Summer Camp in Wales with a bit of Sheep Square Bashing

Bullnights, Bog Cleaning, Centre Deck polishing, Block Surrounds and a bit of Square Bashing
Saturday Morning lectures – followed by more Square Bashing

Stately Funerals – slow Square Bashing

Route Lining – with more Square Bashing

and finally a Passing Out Parade – with final Square Bashing

I wonder how our feet got through all those miles of trampling up and down, being marched about, thrown out into a mountainous countryside, wading through rivers, map reading, molesting sheep, running up the hills to Pimple Point, legging it down to Wendover to the Rising Sun, Shoulder of Mutton and all the other liquid refreshment establishments or to visit a sweetheart in the town.

We covered more miles than Marco Polo (of 216 Entry) and got through more Officers and NCOs than the Dam Busters…Porky Plumpton, Flt Lt Chew, Barnet Mehan, Jock Young, Cpl Hogan, Sgt Thomas -  to name but a few. The second year was blessed with the inclusion of our cars, all sorts of vintage models – Ford Anglias, Morris Minors, Ford Prefects, Minis and the like. ..today would be called ‘Classic Cars’ but in those days – ‘Heaps of Crap’. With petrol at 46p a Gallon, we could afford to get home for our 48 hour passes and back in time for ‘Last Orders’ in the NAAFI – ‘Double Diamond – 17p a pint’ Fags – ‘Players No. 6 were 25p for 10’  ……….Happy Days
Here we are, 40 years later – older and wider (well some of us) long gone are those days of Workshops, Schools, Airfield Training and Square Bashing. We’ve all grown into the fine specimens that we today – upright citizens – proud to call ourselves Veterans of the Cold War, not ashamed to mention to current serving men and women ‘When I was your age!’ or ‘When I was at 40,000ft with ‘fuck all’ on the clock but the makers name’ and smile quietly recalling  the past traumas of an RAF Apprentice. 
I hope that this small band of guys continue to meet every three years – our numbers are decreasing with the burden of families, jobs, location and other barriers that are put in our way.

We have all come through some of the most difficult, but enjoyable, times over the past 42 years and hopefully our memories will continue through our written words and passing on our experiences to our successors. 

Finally, I wish to thank, again, Bob and Yvonne for their considerable effort, and time, in making these reunions possible…Ladies and Gents. The 223rd Entry Craft Apprentices 
– RAF Halton 1971 to 1973..

