Getting all Steamed Up

Well, you wouldn’t really expect any of these things to happen in such a quiet and a pretty place….but then again, why not?
A quiet summer’s evening in beautiful rural Rutland, with all the English clichés, the pub serving delicious food and drink, the ‘chocolate box’ village scenery complete with village green and pond.

The villagers out in the evening sun to help their children sail remote controlled boats on the pond fitting well into the idyllic scene. A village calm and at peace with the world.

Then something special, but not (apparently) unexpected….an influx of veteran and vintage motor cars on a ‘drive and dine’ trip to the continent.

As we sat outside the pub admiring the scene the first few cars arrived; Triumph TR sport; MG; and an Allard of venerable years together with a Bristol 401. After them, slower but not more sedate, came the Bentley sports and the Jaguars, even a Frazer Nash.
All of the vehicles gathered an admiring crowd – people always appear out of the air in these circumstances, as they do at road traffic accidents – but then came the arrival of something I’d not seen out of a museum….a Stanley Steamer.

Indeed, it turned out there were two of these vehicles in the group and all eyes turned to them. The steam and the sounds were just as expected, like a mini steam train, but their acceleration from a standing start was exciting and very brisk, their age notwithstanding.

Obviously, all these vehicles were in exceptional condition (as were some of their more venerable owners) and well taken care of, and the owners were gratified by the attention they and their vehicles received.

Then the funny thing happened. The village scene struck back against the shiny visitors.

From the rear of an estate car near the village green a strange sound was heard and a radio-controlled model Panzer tank of WW 2 vintage emerged. It became the centre of all attention as it moved steadily and menacingly onto the village green, emitting smoke and scattering fascinated village children. The tank driver and commander sat proudly in the model, oblivious to the fact that for them everything seemed very large today. The tank owner moved the tank to a safe position, traversed the turret to target a small boy, and fired the gun with an ear-splitting crack.

 Everything and everyone stopped in surprise and admiration, and although after a while the cars reclaimed the interest of many, the tank had won the day….after all, this event happened in that village twice a year…..but how often do you see a Panzer in Rutland?
