What a quiet place Tern Hill is….nothing there at all…

Just for the record, Tern Hill is a place not far from Telford, in the Shropshire area. When we drove through it at first all seemed as calm and quiet as can be – an impression heightened by the fact that there was an old manor house nearby, Old  Colehurst Manor in fact, built in 1580 and home (so he sign said) to the Lord of Colehurst.

Then we began noticing things, like all that barbed wire and defence equipment – and then a sign pointing out that in that area was a relief airfield run by the RAF. We might have guessed there’d be a military presence, as this area contains army camps and the Helicopter Training School at Shawbury, all not too far away.

Not so quiet after all, then…..and  that doesn’t take account of the prison just down a side road, again replete with enough barbed wire to qualify for a World War One trench system…oh yes, it was quiet all right….and the locals must hope fervently that it remains so.
Finally there were the large transport and farming communities…large Lorries parked in fields or near what looked like old aircraft hangers now converted to garages. How quiet were they on a normal working day and how did they ease traffic flow, we wondered?
At first glance – the most we would usually have when driving through this outwardly nondescript area at speed – it was the sort of place where you’d expect a stolen bicycle to be a news highlight. Instead, there seemed to be the potential at least for lots of activity, not all of it welcome.

It used to be said that all the quiet villages in the country were rather like the picture of the duck gliding along in the river – no apparent effort or means of propulsion but lots of frantic paddling where it couldn’t be seen. For that reason, it was said that if someone went along a quiet village street and said to each householder ‘Fly, all is discovered!’ there would be some who would leave the village at once and others who might pass many sleepless nights. People are people, so cities must be similar, but is it the same when no-one knows their neighbours and anyway no-one cares?

Anyway, the short time we spent in the area taught us to take nothing for granted; to look carefully and not simply glance when passing by….and we shall take more care with our bland assumptions in the future….
