Technology at Stonehenge
As we approached Stonehenge on a sunny day but one with a chill wind something seemed odd and out of place. What it was we couldn’t put our fingers on at first, and the irritant effect of this looked like spoiling a good day out. 

Then we caught on. As we looked at the ancient stones and the crowds of people walking slowly around them something stood out. Lots, if not most of the people had ear-ache…or at least that’s what it looked like. They walked around with their heads to one side (sheltering from the wind?) and one hand raised to cover the affected ear, stopping every now and again as if looking for comfort.

Then we passed through and visited the monument ourselves and all became clear, though not less irritating. The people didn’t have ear-ache; they had a personal mini recorder telling them (in their appropriate language) the details of the history of Stonehenge.

Problem solved, you might think, but no.

All of these recorders gave out the same message, clearly coded to particular reference points in the walk around the stones so everyone stopped and started moving at the same time! Traffic jams were the inevitable result, but I don’t think the ancient priests had that problem.
Having walked into the back of two or three of these people, who as far as we were concerned were stopping without warning, we took to humming loudly when approaching such a group in the hope that they would get out of the way. Most took the hint and moved to one side, but with parties of disinterested French schoolchildren we were not as successful – but our sympathy was with them, after all, to most teenagers a stone is a stone is a stone, even if they were big stones.
We left and went on to nearby Woodhenge, much less spectacular (though still interesting), much less populated, and no traffic jams.

On the way back to the hotel we drove through the Larkhill area of Army training grounds and came across a sign we could have done with. It said Beware Tanks Crossing….now that would have been fun at Stonehenge….

