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Chapter Eight

It is in some ways fortunate that the lieutenant colonel is on a mission, so to speak: that of assembling troops into the Great Hall in precisely one hour. An urgent communication is to be relayed. So the disciplining of the instigators and participants of the prank is to be put on hold and dealt with later.

They are ordered to their lectures for the interim and assemble in the room used for such activities. It is located in the tower.

The men had got fed up with the layout, declaring that the rows of chairs made them feel as if they were back in a classroom. Much to the annoyance of the unit instructors they broke up the formation and arranged the chairs around tables, a design the thespians amongst them referred to as ‘cabaret style’. As one of the military instructors commented, ‘One can evidently take the men out of the theatre. Taking the theatre out of the men, however, may require surgical intervention.’

A couple of them look sheepish; most, however, are in a state of excitement.

Daphne sits in a pair of borrowed trousers and laced-up boots and smoulders.

Harry the zoologist, who has given several lectures, attempts to bring some order to the group and takes the fore, positioning himself in front of the blackboard that has been fixed to the southerly wall. When he speaks it is with authority and people usually listen. Though now he has to clear his voice, tap the lectern and call the recruits to attention.

‘We have an announcement in a little under thirty minutes, and I am not privy to what it is.’ He has to say this twice. After the second repetition the men settle. He waits for silence then continues. ‘I suggest we refresh our memories regarding the principles of camouflage that I have gone over during the last few weeks.’

A couple of the men groan. Someone, possibly the ventriloquist, says, ‘Boo,’ but no one can tell which side of the room the sound has come from. Harry ignores it. ‘Remember, Nature is the greatest teacher. From She we learn.’

‘Well, there’s Art too,’ interrupts James, the artist. ‘There’s a lot that can be done with paint. Different greens and browns and the like.’

‘Yes.’ The zoologist is unfazed by the derailment. He has taught in universities and is familiar with students showing off. ‘And if you paint the underside of certain things a pure white, just like the tummy of the gazelle, we now know the contrast flattens things out and obfuscates the real form. We can apply this technique to tanks and shelters. It works. Now what about the other techniques I’ve outlined: merging? Who remembers that?’

Aubrey, the terrible poet, puts up his hand. ‘Matching the colour to the background.’

‘Correct,’ says Harry. ‘Example, please?’

‘Oh, oh, I know, I know!’ says Kingsley, the middle-aged circus manager, sticking his entire arm as high into the air as his seated body will allow. Despite their protestations that the new seating arrangements do not make them feel like schoolboys, when Harry asserts himself as teacher many regress to ‘the taught’, resurrecting all the juvenile behaviour that they associate with that part of their lives.

‘Yes, Kingsley?’ Harry gives him permission to speak.

Smiling with pride, the ringmaster answers. ‘The polar bear in the Arctic. Their white coats so strongly resemble the tundra that they can be mistaken for snowdrifts.’ He pauses and turns into the room to face the others seated there. ‘But did you know that under that fur they have black skins?’

There is a mumble of appreciation at that little nugget.

‘Oh yes.’ Kingsley gives them a long, knowing nod. ‘Now, I was told that by a strongman from Siberia. He was married to a bearded lady. Her legs were so hairy, he once mistook her for their dog.’

Hoots. The mood of hilarity that has been bubbling away under the surface since the courtyard brims again.

‘Sounds like she could give Daphne a run for her money,’ shouts Vivian.

The class erupts into laughter.

Jonty, at least, scowls.

Daphne, however, is not going to let that go. Her visits with Jonty to the dive bars of Soho have equipped her with enough confidence to engage in repartee. ‘I’ll have you know, fellas, I shave mine each day with a cut-throat razor. I was trained to use it by Jack Dagger, the Impaler.’ It’s all rubbish, of course, but she has to say something.

A chorus of oohs and an oh la la circle the room.

‘I’d be careful.’ Jonty pipes up. ‘There’s a fair few who have crossed Daphne and come away a little less of one.’

‘Less of a what?’ Vivian asks with a derisory snort.

‘Why, a little less of a man, if you know what I mean.’ Jonty’s eyes twinkle.

‘Oh,’ says Aubrey. Vivian crosses his legs.

This time Harry clears his throat very loudly. ‘Now, what about “disruption”, eh? Of the animal kind. We’ve had quite enough of yours. We’re in a war, may I remind you. Who can tell me how disruptive camouflage works?’

Chastened by this reminder, his audience recompose themselves.

‘Disrupted . . .’ Bernie the electrician puts up his hand. ‘Jarring coloration? That which breaks up the outline, the structure. You showed us skunks with their white streaks.’

‘That’s absolutely right,’ Harry confirms. ‘Well done, Bernie. The form is confused. Sends misleading signals to the eye. Then we have “disguise”.’ Harry’s expertise is evident. ‘Dazzle also works like this. But not to conceal. To confuse the predator, so they cannot efficiently estimate range and speed.’ He can tell his audience is getting restless, so hurries on. ‘Then there are smokescreens, false displays of strength, dummies, decoys and misdirection.’

‘Also the element of surprise,’ says Aubrey. He is keen to wrestle back the spotlight. ‘Seeing things in places that you don’t expect to can disorientate.’ He sends a devilish smile to the zoologist then adds, ‘Like yellow stockings.’

Heading off the chuckles, Harry quickly interjects, ‘Well, I think we’re all up to speed now.’ He looks at his watch and decides the best thing is to get them into the Grand Hall early. ‘Assemble at the door.’

Daphne thinks it will take a good deal more to dampen the men’s spirits. They have been desperate for some lightness in the dark.

 

Under the arches of the great vaulted hall the summoned men and women wait. A buzz of jolliness continues to hum over them. As Lieutenant Colonel Franklin takes to the podium, the noise ceases. They know their mood is about to be crushed. The expression on his face is bleak. He wastes no time communicating the announcement.

‘Unfortunate news,’ he says at once.

It is effective. Those in attendance stop fidgeting and concentrate.

‘There has been increased activity along the south coast by enemy aircraft whose primary objective, we believe, has been to disorder convoys and also to test the resolve of our island population.’

Murmurs ripple through the hall but die off quickly.

‘Enemy bombers, from the occupied Pas-de-Calais, this afternoon have come in and attacked a merchant navy convoy on the coast north of Ramsgate. Over one hundred aircraft of ours and those of the Luftwaffe have been engaged in a dogfight. Reports are as yet unclear: some have said that over a hundred and fifty bombs were dropped on our fleet.’

Some near the front sit up straight in their chairs.

‘Reports suggest that one of our ships may have been sunk.’

Frowns break out.

The lieutenant colonel continues his grim delivery. ‘We have lost men. Good men. At present we are unsure of the navy casualties.’

Daphne feels the familiar return of dread and knows she is not alone. This is what it is like now: the tone of her life, of all of their lives, can tighten up in an instant, move to lightness or pitch without warning. There is no certainty. She sends her gaze through the open windows in the direction of the Channel. Clouds are gathering. Dark ones, with ominous underbellies.

‘We know the 111 Squadron fought back heartily. Two Hurricanes have been shot down with their pilots and the enemy have moved inland.’

Large drops of rain begin to fall against the open windows. Leisurely at first.

‘We must brace ourselves,’ he says. ‘This is the beginning of an invasion.’

It starts to rain.

‘So you can see why I have summoned you.’

He lets them have a minute for the implication to move into their brains and begin to fuel.

‘Some of you have been here a short while, others have already found their way. War moves quickly, and we have now come to the point where we must turn, with speed and urgency, to the fortification of the south-east of our island. This being the most likely point of entry for the Germans.’

Daphne cannot pull her eyes from the rain.

‘It is not enough in warfare to be courageous,’ says the lieutenant colonel, ‘if this means giving yourself up as an easy target. Intelligence, cunning and concealment must be used.’

The pit pat pit pat of rain becomes a squall, a rat-a-tat like machine-gun fire against the castle walls.

‘The Home Guard have been consigned the task of confronting enemy strikes at crucial tactical points. They are ill-equipped and need as much help as possible. Our enemies are ruthless and already are exploiting every means of deception. We have people developing instructions on how the Home Guard may train their men in warfare. To that purpose you, here, must develop tools and techniques that will encourage them in their efforts to disguise themselves and deceive hostile aliens on our terrain. You have been engaged in the art of camouflage. Now you must be ready to move from the theoretical into the immediate development of your designs. To this end, I am announcing an inspection next week. Commander Lieutenant General Lord Bailey-Rae will oversee this. Expectations are high. You will put your ideas into practice, to impress. I have no doubt that you will all do us proud.’

He pauses and eyes the men, some of whom have shrunk since the mention of Lord Bailey-Rae, a known stickler for detail and commitment.

The lieutenant colonel finishes with a salute. ‘Dismissed.’

With a great thunderclap the storm clouds break.

 

Jonty, Brigit and Daphne regroup in the courtyard, the scene of her humiliation, which has already left her mind. The words of the lieutenant colonel have affected a change in the entire group, most of whom have used the break to smoke, despite the rain. The atmosphere is charged, not only with the electric storm but the prickly feeling of anticipated action. The enemy is near.

‘Dazzle,’ Jonty says at length. ‘I’ve been thinking about it since Harry mentioned the technique this afternoon. Come.’ Obediently the girls clip-clop down the stone steps and around the side to the front of the castle.

The rain is easing. A small consolation. The storm clouds have moved further inland, though they can still see some forks of lightning pitching to the ground.

The trio sit on the castle’s low garden wall, which is still wet. Brigit offers round her pack of Chesterfields again. They each take one: their nerves are jangling. Brigit swings her legs like a child, bumping the wall with her heels. She is usually so composed; Daphne realises her anxiety is finding its way out.

Daphne herself sucks in a lungful of smoke and views the town below. Many of the shops are boarded up, bracing themselves for the German invaders. There is the pub down in the main street, the Bush. Brigit has suggested they should patronise it when they have time to spare. Canadian soldiers are billeted in the town and known to frequent the hostelry. Daphne likes the idea of Canadians, though she has never met one. From the off, they too have perceived the threat to Western civilisation posed by the Germans and have wasted no time in lining up beside Britain.

Behind her the castle looms. Built on the crest of a hill, surrounded by trees, it has grown up over the medieval and Tudor periods. Castellated turrets and three-storey quarters give way to a complex of rooms and buildings connected by passageways which will undoubtedly be draughty in winter. The rooms are furnished with rugs, tapestries and fine art, and most of the furniture is antique. But the grounds are the real treat. Some flower beds have not yet been given over to the kitchen. Roses in full bloom scent the air. If circumstances were different she might enjoy staying in such palatial surroundings. Sometimes it is too beautiful and makes her feel guilty. It doesn’t seem right when men are fighting. When men are dying.

It is still hot. The storm has increased the humidity.

‘I’m sorry, gals,’ says Jonty, breaking the silence. ‘I didn’t know they were going to do that. With the skirts.’

Daphne did not think he would comment on it.

Brigit crushes her cigarette on the wall and throws the dead end into the long grass on the slope that leads into the moat. ‘I’ve had worse,’ she says. ‘Lots of brothers. We grew up in an army house. You sink or swim.’

Daphne suddenly understands Brigit a bit more. She wonders if she should say something, but having delivered condolences Jonty is keen to move on.

‘Now listen,’ he says. ‘I’ve a plan to make them all stop and take us seriously. And pass the inspection with flying colours. And show them what can be done with a bit of imagination. The colonel is right. We have to put our minds to this – for the country. We can all feel it, can’t we? The enemy at the door.’

They nod gloomily.

‘Is there space for me in your plans?’ Brigit hedges.

‘Of course,’ says Jonty. ‘We’ll need help.’

‘With what?’

‘Yes, quite. But I’m getting ahead of myself.’ Jonty twists round and instructs them to do the same. He points to the front of the castle. ‘Regard this flat wall. It is smoothish and light. A perfect screen, in fact. And on top of a hill. We can use our skills to create lines of distraction, lights, sound, projections.’

Brigit shrugs.

Jonty sees how Daphne is taking it. ‘You’ve got it, haven’t you, Daphers?’

She has got the gist but not the detail.

Brigit swings her legs off the wall and stands. ‘I’ve heard a couple of the chaps talking about covering machine-gun posts and concealing tanks. Vivian was discussing weaving coir netting and scrim. Hessian “leaves” were suggested.’

‘Mmm,’ says Jonty. ‘It’s to the brief but I think it a little conventional. I’ve got something more ambitious in mind.’

‘Smoke and mirrors?’ asks Brigit.

‘That’s the ticket,’ he says. ‘They can certainly be of use. But if we pull off what I think we can, then we’ll really give Lord Bailey-Rae something to think about. And show the rest of them that we’re to be reckoned with. Not trifled with.’

Daphne agrees. She knows what Jonty is capable of. Despite a sometimes shambling impression, his mind is acute: he has developed the most ingenious illusions. As did his father, and his father’s father before him. Show business might be the end product, but deception is at the heart of his calling. She is emboldened and adds, ‘Aubrey and Vivian are so competitive. The best revenge would be to outshine them spectacularly. Beaten by girls and a magician, in an inspection too. They’d never live it down. I have an idea.’

‘Right then,’ says Jonty. He has come to life now and, despite the mood, strives to lift them. ‘Let’s get this show on the road.’

Brigit looks askance so Daphne remarks to her boss, ‘You’re cornier than that field.’

But Jonty is unstoppable, full of his own visions. ‘I think, my dear,’ he declares with a wink, ‘you’ll find that that there is sage.’
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Chapter Eighteen

The place is a hive of activity. People everywhere – fetching equipment across the hall, poring over papers in the corner. Unlike in Wormwood Scrubs, many wear uniforms.

She had supposed their headquarters would be devoted to their secret operation, but this is evidently a large base attending to other functions as well.

An officer has set himself up in the corner of the entrance hall, with a makeshift reception desk that once served as a kitchen table. A small flock of staff hover around him, like birds waiting to land.

Their driver strides up to the desk. ‘Corporal Fairbanks, sir. Delivering Mr Trevelyan and Miss Devine. Operation Reynard, sir.’

The officer does not remove his eyes from the form, even as Fairbanks speaks. It is only at the mention of Reynard that he refocuses his gaze on the trio standing before him. Looking them up and down, a sudden smirk comes over his face. ‘I see,’ he says. ‘Civvies.’ It is a remark that Daphne thinks belongs nowhere. A pointless observation that he feels the need to articulate to himself. ‘Please park your broomsticks outside and fly along to Room 11. Down the corridor, beyond the kitchen. The rest of the coven awaits you.’

For a moment none of them say anything. Daphne has frozen with horror. Not just at the content of his remarks but at his tone. So disrespectful and dismissive. And what is he talking about? Who is he?

Jonty has taken exception. ‘I beg your pardon!’ He is unused to being spoken to like this. Fairbanks and Daphne, both being of inferior rank, hasten to him.

‘Thank you, sir,’ says Fairbanks and salutes.

‘Report back to me for assignation of quarters,’ says the officer to the other two. ‘Once you’re fixed there.’

Daphne does not know how to address these men of military rank. It is all confusing. She turns, and with Fairbanks they usher Jonty’s attention to the corridor.

Once they are out of range, Fairbanks makes his farewells. He hands them their bags and they struggle down the corridor.

‘The cheek of the man,’ says Jonty.

But Daphne is more concerned with his words. ‘What does he mean, broomsticks and coven?’

‘A coven is a group of witches! It was insolence. He is clearly sending up my profession as a magician.’

This pacifies Daphne a little. ‘I didn’t like it,’ she says. ‘You remember what they were saying in the initial briefing. All those dark arts that the Germans are intrigued by. What if we have to . . . I don’t know . . . get involved?’

Jonty is elsewhere, though. ‘He’s clearly unaware of my pedigree. It does annoy me, the way these men of military rank think that the world revolves around them.’

‘But we have been entertainers,’ Daphne says. She wants to shake him and tell him that he’s missing the point.

‘Even so,’ says Jonty.

The words the officer has used do not alarm Jonty. In fact, his reaction is starting to make her pause. Perhaps she is being oversensitive.

He is easily distracted. ‘This place must have been requisitioned in haste,’ he says as they pass open double doors that lead into a fine room.

Some of the original fittings and paintings remain, but they have seen better days. No doubt anything of value would have been removed with the former occupants. Utilitarian tables and metal chairs take up space on the carpets over dark patches where large pieces of furniture must have lived for decades.

Here,’ says Jonty. ‘Room 11.’ He knocks. A voice from the interior tells them to enter.

Furniture is scarce, but somehow the room looks like a Victorian painting. Dark, still and enclosed. High decorative ceilings and plaster corbels, original features probably, which have been kept intact. A beam of light creeps through curtains the colour of faded roses and illuminates dust motes spinning in the air. The picture would be completed by the insertion of a lady in a long silk gown, embroidering by the French windows.

But she is not there in the picture, frozen in time. Instead, in the corner two men and a woman are gathered about a table. It is very high, and it is only as they approach that Daphne sees that it is constructed from a door nailed onto two ironing boards. This operation has been set up quickly with whatever they could lay their hands on. And here is Septimus, if that is his real name, Cyril the agent, and another woman, whom she had seen at the first briefing in Wormwood Scrubs. Bunty had informed her that she was a priestess of a group called the Golden Age – Dodo Blaze.

She doesn’t look like a priestess now. More like a teacher or something plain – the lady of a country house who enjoys keeping horses or grouse shooting. Her hair is rolled up, her green blouse un-frilled, skirt long, brown and unflattering. Her one concession to frivolity is a jade necklace.

Blaze is speaking firmly as they approach. She continues to hold the men’s attention, even as Daphne and Jonty stand waiting for acknowledgement.

‘. . . and was caught in a shower,’ Blaze is saying. A larger lady, she has great presence, though her voice is light and soft. ‘At the time I was seeking divine guidance and asked for a sign. It was then that I saw, in the east, a rainbow. And that’s it, you see. That’s what we must do. Now it seems obvious, but it hadn’t occurred before. We must attune all efforts to turn Gerry’s thoughts to that point – the east. Let them doubt the wisdom of coming west and turn instead to the east. The Order must be inducted into the ritual. This I feel with a great certainty. I will work on language to include.’ She turns at last to the newcomers. ‘Please come and be seated.’ Blaze indicates a couple of stools.

Septimus stands up to greet them. His eyes are hooded, shadows beneath them. ‘Ah, yes, do come and sit. I hope your journey wasn’t too exhausting.’

Tea is on the table, a solid symbol of all that is good and civilised and British. Though next to the cups and saucers and teapot a buff-coloured folder is open. Its contents are spread across the tabletop. A chart has spilled out. She remembers the symbols from that visit to HQ. The zodiac is represented on it.

Without waiting, Septimus reaches for two cups and saucers.

Cyril’s hand supports his chin. His pose is self-contained. His eyes flit across the paperwork. ‘Dodo, here,’ he says at last, ‘has brought us Captain de Kohl’s astrological chart. She has been talking to us about the importance of rituals and different seeds we can plant in the Germans’ heads.’

She and Jonty look at Dodo. Dodo nods.

Septimus passes over the tea and says, ‘Which is a good place to start with you. How much do you know about Reynard?’

Jonty takes his tea and shrugs. He is easing back into his deflective nonchalance now, which means he is concerned.

‘He was a cunning fox who exploited greed and lust for power to his own ends,’ Daphne offers.

Septimus appears amused. ‘Apologies.’ He dips his head. ‘I was referring to your briefing. Operation Reynard.’

Propping an elbow on the table, Jonty leans back and stifles a yawn. He is very worried now. ‘But, old chap, we haven’t been told anything yet.’

Cyril clenches his fist and presses it against the fleshy parts of his lips.

Dodo blinks and shakes her head.

Septimus says, ‘No instructions? No letter?’

They shake their heads and wait for him to proceed.

‘Right,’ he says. ‘We’d better get on with it then.’

Daphne straightens, all ears, slightly afraid.

‘Yesterday,’ Septimus says, ‘we spoke of the grave threat that we face, a threat that has been countered by our island before.’

‘That’s right,’ says Jonty. ‘The Armada.’

Cyril takes up the conversation. ‘A victory, in that particular war,’ he says.

Jonty, who is still trying to give off an air of indifference, says, ‘Won because of Drake’s immeasurable nautical skill.’

A glance is shared by the other three.

‘That is what history tells us, yes,’ says Cyril. ‘But have you ever wondered about the story of the admiral playing bowls?’ His pronunciation is distinct and tightly clipped, slowing for emphasis. ‘Legend has it that when he was given news of the sighting of the Spanish Armada he announced he would finish his game before setting off. He was on the Plymouth Hoe at the time. The Spaniards were very close. Why such a leisurely approach?’

Jonty makes a scoffing sound with his lips. ‘Pfft. Probably he’d worked out that the tides and winds weren’t favourable to the enemy advance. Anyway, that’s just a story invented by teachers to stop the schoolboys dozing off
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Black. Torches illuminate meagrely, held aloft in the hands of ten, eleven, twelve solitary figures, each clad in dark robes. Faces obscured by hoods and shadows. Cold marble beneath bare feet. A mosaicked spiral. At its centre, flames warping into a twisted pillar of light – blue, orange, red – and clawing high into vaulted darkness.

Cold altar. Metal.

With a channel.

To collect . . .?

Murmurs.

No, not murmurs.

Words, voices, together.

In unison.

Quiet whispers.

Slowly building:

IN NOMINE DE LUCIFERI

REGO MEI SPIRITIS

Echo, echoing off cold walls.

Hellish words pricked with filth.

Infection.

Corruption oozing.

IN NOMINEE DE LUCIFERI

DARE ME TUI SCIENTIA

The air flexes

and buckles under the weight of

stifled breath and

expectation.

AUDI NOS NUNC FRATER BALDUR

LARGIRE SUPER POPULUM TUUM BENEDICTIONEM TUAM

Dripping poison

Into the world.

Birthing something new

Something old

Something ancient.

And the circle of acolytes opens

to give way to . . .

DAMUS TIBI SOLI TERRAE NOSTRAE

Enters the sandman, red-robed, spear in hand.

Spear.

Sacred.

Who intones:

WIR SCHENKEN DIR DAS BLUT DIESES LANDES

TAKE OUR GIFT

Under the hood, spectacles reflect the glassy eyes of others.

The time is right. He can feel the thing preparing to cross over.

He nods to the darkness.

Another man, only skin and bones, is hurled into the circle.

Shaven-headed, bruised, bearded.

As bare as a newborn lamb

he sprawls quaking on the floor.

Lips tremble

but in his eyes there is no fear.

No panic.

Only the blindness of the overwearied

pushed beyond endurance into another state.

His soul has already vacated its shell.

Waiting for the end.

Waiting for it to end.

So that

even when he is pulled up by his arms

and fastened onto the black strap of the altar

he is mute, wordless.

Even when the sandman raises the spear,

its head glinting in the light of the twisting flame.

Even when it is brought down hard into his thigh

and again rips through into his stomach

and again higher, slashing his throat.

Even when his arterial blood sprays high in an arc.

RISE FROM THE DEPTHS AND INTO THE LIGHT

Still he makes no sound.





 

 

 

 

 

ACTIVITY IN THE AREA – The Post

More than twenty parachutes have been found in the south-west after several hours of enemy fire. A parachute made of silk was discovered by a police sergeant who was patrolling the outskirts of a village situated in the New Forest. It is understood that this caused some alarm, as German markings were all across the canopy. Experts are currently investigating to discover for what purpose the device may have been used. The silk cords are thought to be able to hold a load of approximately 400 lbs, and we can only speculate what the parachute may have delivered. Further parachutes have been recovered. These were scattered over the outlying area, in trees and ponds and across fields. However, despite search parties, no parachutists have been found.

The police sergeant has stated that he had heard a ‘swishing’ sound. When he went to investigate the source, he found the parachute knotted in a large tree. The harness, though somewhat destroyed, was still attached. A neighbouring farmer has also come forward. He has testified that he found two parachutes in his chicken run and was relieved to find that both were empty.

 

Church Bells

When the first parachute was found, the vicar of the village was immediately informed and made the decision to ring the church bells. Although it was still in the early hours of the morning, it was felt that local people should be warned of the possibility of airborne troops. Police in the area went door to door to advise the public to be on the lookout for invaders and suspicious strangers, specifically those in civilian clothes, who might be armed with guns and dangerous.

Farmer Thomas Acrington said, ‘The parachutes were located very close to my land. Though myself and my workers looked, we could not find any trace of men landing. Which is strange and perplexing . . . There’s a few of us now who are wondering if this is all a German hoax.’

One parachute was found in the middle of a village’s cricket pitch, another was caught on a rambler rose growing up the side of the nearby inn. Police stopped and searched passing vehicles and checked drivers’ and passengers’ identification cards. One man said that he had been questioned over twenty times within five miles. Otherwise, there was minimal disruption to the inhabitants. One witness said, ‘The noise of the planes woke us but it didn’t occur to us that there would be parachutists. Though, at the time, it seemed that they were circling overhead for hours.’

A police spokesman has said that so far there have been no reports of any planes crashing in the New Forest.
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And on . . .
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