Nothing ever happens in the countryside…..

Driving through the Welsh Marches recently, admiring the magnificent countryside, we heard a slight buzzing noise of approaching aero-engines. Probably a light aircraft on a ‘jolly’ or maybe a photographic survey, we thought – but the buzzing got louder, though not too loud. Then, flying at not much more than hedge-hopping height, we saw what was causing the sound.
Now a large, totally black-painted, four engined Hercules C130 is not what you expect to see in this kind of situation and to begin with we thought it might be in some kind of trouble. Of course this was very far from the truth, for a moment’s inspection showed that the big machine was under perfect control and was skimming the ground only because that’s what the pilot wanted to do.

Again, we were a little slow on the uptake, wondering why such a large machine should want to fly so close to the ground – after all, had a steep turn been necessary one of the wings could well have touched the ground and caused a catastrophe. And why black, of all colours – the RAF don’t usually go in for that colour scheme at all. We had seen things like that in this area before, notably what must have been one of the first Apache attack helicopters on trials in the mountains not many miles away – black, aggressive and  looking totally dangerous in all respects.
Then comprehension seeped slowly in, and we remembered just exactly where we were and where that aircraft might be going. After noting its direction of departure we worked out that before too long it might reach a destination not far from Hereford, at the foot of the Black Mountains, where a certain renowned (but generally secretive) Regiment had its base and its training area. They like to dress in special black garments should the need arise and a black helicopter or large transport would be needed for some clandestine operation they might be involved in.
Of course we shall never know if our supposition was correct – but we were left admiring the skill of the pilots and thinking that it was better by far to have such people on your side than against you.

Quiet and peace returned and we looked at the scenery again, this time appreciating it a little more than before – no, nothing ever happens in the countryside….just like the swan gliding along gracefully on the water, no-one notices the hard work going on out of sight…and that’s just how it should remain.
