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This book is dedicated to the men and women who have served, and continue to serve, in the Royal Air Force. The oldest and finest in the world. In particular, those who gave their lives without question defending this great country. 

Through Adversity to the Stars.
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Chapter One

Missing Presumed Dead

“Hello Mr Jenkins, how are you feeling today.” I asked my housekeeper’s husband Bob Jenkins, who had been suffering from a really nasty cold and had taken to his bed. At last, it was so nice to see him up and about once again, even if he did still look a little on the pale side. 

“Much better thank you Mrs Davenport.” Bob Jenkins answered. 

Mrs Jenkins, Bobs wife of nearly thirty years, then interrupted and said, “Off you go Bob my dear, and thank you for bringing the parcel up; I will see you at home shortly.” 

“Goodbye Mrs Davenport, give my best to the Air Commodore.” Bob Jenkins said in a cheerful voice. He then proceeded to give his wife a peck on the cheek, stopping long enough to wait for my reply before he left. 

“I will, and thank you Bob. I know Guy has been waiting for this particular parcel.” 

Bob and Rosie Jenkins were such a lovely couple, always smiling and happy to help no matter what we may ask of them. They have been with us for many years once we moved into this wonderful cottage. The estate agent had actually informed us, it had always been known as. A Gentleman’s Pink Cottage, which Guy eventually decided to buy. Having Mr and Mrs Jenkins come up each day, Guy and I regarded them as real treasures, making our lives so much easier. 

“Mrs Davenport, are you and the Air Commodore ready for your afternoon tea?” Mrs Jenkins asked. 

“Yes, thank you Mrs Jenkins. I am sure a cup of tea will be most welcome this afternoon, as Guy has been tinkering most of the day with his baby.” I then asked Mrs Jenkins laughing. 

“Tell me Mrs Jenkins, how does one call a 3.8 Jaguar; a baby? Though the way Guy looks after it, I am sure it is better looked after than most children.”

Mrs Jenkins looked at me, then joined in by chuckling for a moment or two, before she said. 

“I am sure you are right; the Air Commodore does spend a great deal of time with his car. Bob tells me it is a classic, unfortunately Mrs Davenport, I am afraid I know very little about cars.”

“Quite honestly Mrs Jenkins, that makes two of us.” I replied, then informed her. “Now we must not keep Guy waiting any longer, we will take tea this afternoon on the small terrace.” As Mrs Jenkins gently laid the tray down on the serviceable round garden table, then after thanking her, I asked. “Mrs Jenkins, maybe you would like to go home as I am sure we can manage now, and I rather suspect Mr Jenkins will indeed be pleased to see you.”

“Thank you, Mrs Davenport, that is very kind of you. Enjoy your tea and I will see you tomorrow,” Mrs Jenkins replied. She then turned and made her way back to the kitchen to pick up her coat and personal belongings. 

Sitting for a few moments waiting for Guy to join me, I can remember the first time I saw him driving the Jaguar up towards the house. At the time, he was working in London at the Ministry of Defence, but felt he needed a change of environment at the weekends and stated he would very much like a place in the countryside. After discussing his feelings at some length with me, we decided to spend some lovely long weekends looking for houses by driving through various areas of the countryside reasonably close to London, including Suffolk. 

As we drove through the lovely hamlet of Aldeby, quite by chance we found our dream home. Guy instantly insisted we drive into Beccles; (which is the nearby town) to find the agency the cottage was advertised with. Once there, Guy spoke to the man who greeted us, and requested to speak to the main agent. The man in fact, was the main agent. Guy then immediately told him he agreed to rent the property at the asking price, and asked if we may view the cottage the following day.

I remember thinking how funny it was as Guy was not normally so impetuous, in fact by nature far from it. Amazingly here we were, as Guy had fallen in love with the whole place. Later Guy told me, not only did he love the cottage, it was actually the double garage that had really attracted him. 

The agent had happily agreed to join us and would take us around the property first thing the following morning. This information left Guy to practically gobble down his breakfast, as he felt very excited and could barely wait until we eventually drove over to join the agent, at the time that had been arranged. 

As we entered the small drive, the warm pink painted exterior of the cottage came into view, and made one feel so very welcome. I could not resist a smile, as Guy insisted the agent allowed him to first take a look inside the double garage obviously having already planned what he was going to use it for. Once Guy was satisfied with what he saw, it was then we took the few steps needed in allowing us to enter and take a look around the cottage itself. 

The kitchen one could only describe as a little on the small side, also very old fashioned. Instantly spotting the Aga which took up most of one wall, my thoughts were. I simply loved it, knowing how cosy the room would be once it was lit. At the far end of the kitchen there was a small utility room, which like the kitchen was very basic but serviceable. We then entered the sitting room which was quite well lit, the light coming from the two medium size windows set in two of the walls. The room also having a fairly new wood burner, giving this room also a cosy atmosphere, especially during cold winter days. 

Upstairs were two reasonable sized bedrooms. The main bedroom having French doors overlooking the rear lawn, but sadly no balcony. Glancing out of them, I decided in that instant; a flower bed needed to be added. The second bedroom, Guy decided we should use as a dressing room for the time being. As we were just about to go and take a look at the bathroom, Guy whispered in my ear, stating. “I promise you Annabelle my darling, one day I will own this property and enlarge it, enabling you to have a room to use as you wish.” 

We then took a quick look at the bathroom, which though in good order, indeed really needed refurbishing. We then re-traced our steps and made our way back downstairs. On reaching the ground floor once again, the agent asked if we would like to see the rest of the property. 

“Absolutely.” Guy replied delighted, and with that we followed the agent back through the front door. I could not help but notice there was actually no back door, which I found rather unusual. The agent decided we should first go and see the swimming pool, which was situated to the right of the cottage. 

Guy and I were quite surprised at the size of the pool, as one could only describe it as being fairly large and in perfect working order. The pool had been set in an immaculate lawn. Taking a look at Guy’s smile, I could already visualise him swimming in it, especially during warm evenings. On leaving the pool area, we continued walking to the right of the property. This in turn lead to the rear of the cottage. Once there we were amazed, in fact quite stunned to see the natural beauty of the countryside all around us stretching out as far as the eye could see, and looked simply wonderful. 

After allowing Guy and I a few moments to enjoy the view, the agent suggested we should continue to make our way back to the front of the cottage where another surprise awaited us. Once there, we were delighted to find a small orchard which had obviously been planted many years previously, now containing apple trees of every description. I was very impressed at the manicured lawns and how well they were kept, considering they were vast. The cottage actually stood in just under two acres of land, and luckily for us; at the moment stood empty. 

Guy and I loved everything we saw. So much so, Guy went ahead and asked the agent.“ Where do I sign.” 

The agent laughed pleasantly, and proceeded to ask Guy. “Would you like to follow me back to the agency, once there we could complete the paperwork.”

“My pleasure to do so.” Guy replied in haste. 

Before leaving, I wanted to know who tended the lawns so beautifully. The agent informed me that a local couple who went by the name of Bob and Rosie Jenkins, normally looked after the cottage and would probably be more than happy to continue should I like them to. With the paperwork completed, the agent handed Guy the keys. After receiving them and leaving the agency, we decided to drive immediately back to London. 

After talking it over, Guy and I, decided we would return the following weekend, also making the time to drive over to Lowestoft. Once there, we hoped to purchase various household items we would require for the present, rather than remove things from our home in London; which we normally used on a daily basis. Straight after breakfast the following morning, my first job was to make a few phone calls. I needed to know how quickly I could arrange for various pieces of furniture to be delivered to the cottage. This would at least enable me to make the cottage as comfortable as possible under the circumstances. From the very first weekend of seeing the cottage, we have been so happy here ever since. 

Guy gave his hands a quick wipe and then stood back, while admiring the superb piece of engineering he had the joy of tinkering with at every possible opportunity. Mostly by keeping the engine of his treasured Jaguar, in a pristine condition. He would spend an untold number of hours polishing the dark navy-blue coachwork until it glistened, especially in the sunshine. I loved the smell of the pale blue leather seats, and the carpets that were fitted through the car, all matching in exactly the same colour of the seats. The dashboard and trims were in a highly polished walnut veneer, making the whole appearance of the interior as wonderful to look at, as the car looked from the outside. 

After Guy had driven up in the Jaguar for the very first time, I can remember I was making a pot of tea. He came into the kitchen and insisted that I stopped whatever else I may have wanted to do and sit with him. Once having offered him a cup of tea, he related to me every tiny detail about his precious car, starting by saying. 

“The Mark 2 S is a fast mid-size luxury sports saloon with a 3.8 litre engine, and that Sir William Lyons’ advertising slogan had been Grace… Space… Pace.” Guy continued on, practically drooling about the design of the engine, which I did not have a clue about or anything else he was telling me meant. He then went on to inform me about the windows, describing how the front windscreen had been made wider and how the rear window almost wrapped around to the enlarged side windows. He also mentioned the chrome frames. By this time, his enthusiasm seemed to getting the better of him, as he continued informing me about how the radiator grill had been changed, allowing for larger side tail and fog lights etc etc. To be honest, though I tried patiently to understand everything he was describing, I still did not have a clue what in the world he was talking about. I tactfully decided to bring the conversation to an end by telling him I needed to go to the bathroom. 

Hearing Guy’s voice, brought me back to reality. “Hello darling, I am now ready for my cup of tea,” he said, as he bent down to kiss me on the cheek. 

As I recoiled in mock horror, I told him. “Don’t you dare touch me Guy Davenport with those dirty hands, no matter how much I love you.” I then laughed and went on to hand him a packet of wet wipes. Guy firstly pulled a face, then laughed, going on to reply as he gently smudged my nose with an oily finger. 

“Just wait Annabelle Davenport until I have cleaned my hands, then we will see how much I love you; and now please pour my cup of tea.” 

Guy sat his tall frame down on one of the comfortable garden chairs, while his attention was still drawn across to the double garage. Not only did it house the Jaguar, it also housed his Kawasaki 1100 cc motorcycle, which together with the Jaguar provided him with his passion for speed. 

As I offered Guy his afternoon tea, I could not help but notice the tinges of grey now appearing in his wonderful head of auburn hair. Beside the amazing colour of his hair, one of the other things that had first attracted him to me as a very young girl, were his overly large blue eyes. They had prompted the powerful emotions I felt, which until then I had never experienced. Guy was the epitome of a character in an old movie who had been described as having, eyes like chips of blue ice and wrists like bands of steel. Something he still quotes today when having fun in company. 

The next hour we spent discussing various things, while enjoying the lovely afternoon tea which Mrs Jenkins had prepared, including Guy’s favourite cucumber sandwiches. Having removed my straw hat and popping it on one of the two spare chairs, all of a sudden Guy burst into uncontrollable laughter. Asking him what he was laughing at, I had to wait for a few moments until he managed to say. 

“Your hat darling, has just reminded me about Toby’s RAF hat when we were stationed at Lossiemouth. Members entering the Officers Mess, would leave their hats on a side table in the foyer. For some reason, Toby’s hat would frequently be taken by persons unknown. Tired of retrieving his headgear from various places, Toby finally decided to place a note inside his hat, which read, ‘Caution! The owner of this hat suffers from a serious, incurable, and contagious disease, affecting the growth of hair on the scalp. This message was rather incongruous. As you know darling, to put it kindly; Toby is somewhat thin on top. Strangely Annabelle he never had any problems after that. 

“Oh, Guy how funny,” and with that both Guy and I started laughing all over again. 

“Well, my darling, must get back and finish off what I was doing” Guy said as he rose from his chair. He took one step to reach me, then bent down and gave me a loving kiss. “I love you Annabelle Davenport, just as much as I did on the day I realised how much you meant to me.” 

With that statement I watched him walk away back in the direction of the Jaguar. Pouring myself another cup of tea thinking to myself. I really loved this time of day, especially on sunny afternoons such as this. The birds happily singing in the trees, constantly flying down to the feeders we had put up in various parts of the garden and the world seemed at peace. Slowly my thoughts drifted back to when my father had phoned and asked. “Annabelle would you please come over and see me immediately.” 

“Yes of course daddy,” I replied; then asked. “Are you and mummy alright?” As I was now deeply concerned at the urgency in my father’s voice. 

“Yes darling, we are both well. Please Annabelle, I would appreciate it if you would come without any further delay. I will explain everything to you when you arrive.” With that my father replaced his receiver. When my father intimated, he wanted something done quickly, he actually meant right now, immediately and at the double and yet, I cannot remember him ever saying those words to me, so naturally I wondered what the urgency could possibly be. 

Slipping my coat over my arm, then quickly picking up my purse and car keys; I drove over to my parent’s home. As they lived outside of London, in Berkshire, it meant it would take a little while to get through the London traffic. 

As I drove up the drive, I could see my father’s batman who had been with him for many years, waiting at the bottom of the steps to greet me. “Good afternoon, Lady Annabelle, your father is waiting for you in his study. I hope you will forgive me for saying so my lady. Sir John is in a bit of an agitated state which is very unlike him, I hope all is well.”

“Thank you, Smithy, so do I.” Came my answer, I then said. “Quite honestly Smithy, it is so unusual for him to demand my presence the way he has; in fact, he never has; and that is what is worrying me.” 

With that I ran up the steps and made my way to my father’s office. Gently knocking on his door, on opening it and saying hello as I normally did. I found my father looking out of the window which overlooked the garden he loved. As he turned around, I could not help but notice how pale he looked, something again which was very unusual. Before he had time to say anything, I asked him if he and mummy really were alright.”

“Yes darling, we are perfectly well, but thank you for asking. Please Annabelle come and sit down as I do have some very serious news to import, in fact my darling, some pretty dreadful news to sadly tell you about.” 

My father pointed to the two very comfy armchairs either side of the window. Between them, a small round table had been placed, and covered by a beautiful hand embroidered tablecloth my mother had purchased while on their travels. Also on the table, was a small crystal vase with sweet peas which smelt so lovely. My father remained standing until I chose one of the chairs and sat down, he then walked over and joined me. Sitting himself down in the opposite chair, I could not help but notice my father looked very nervous and took his time, even that look was somewhat strange. After what seemed a lifetime, even though it was only a few seconds, he went on to tell me what was on his mind. His tone of voice, one could only describe as being very grave as he said. “Annabelle, I have some pretty awful news to convey to you, and I wanted you to hear it from me before you heard it from anyone else. Annabelle it is with the deepest sadness that what I am about to tell you, I am sure will upset you terribly.” 

My father was silent once again, until a further moment or two had passed before he gently said. “Annabelle my darling, Guy Davenport has been killed. The plane he was flying in is missing, it is believed to have crashed at sea, and so far there is no trace of any wreckage. Darling I am so deeply sorry to be the one to give you this dreadful news, as I know he has been a friend of yours for such a long time.” 

As I sat there, I could feel the blood draining from my face. I looked intently at my father and could see the sadness in his eyes. My father then quietly told me what he knew about the accident. “Darling, a friend of Guy’s on his course at Cranwell, was fortunate enough to own a Cessna 175 aircraft and a private pilot’s license. As there was a mid-term recess due, his friend had invited Guy to join him on a long weekend away in France. All I know so far, is the aircraft crashed en route into the English Channel. Until now my darling, neither bodies or wreckage, have so far been recovered. I am truly very sorry Annabelle, unfortunately we must fear the worse. Tactfully my father then said.

“Darling will you excuse me; I will ask Smithy to bring in a pot of tea or maybe you would prefer your own company for a while.” 

“Thank you, daddy if you will forgive me for the moment, I would just like to go to my room.” 

With that I practically ran from my father’s office leaving the door ajar. As I reached the hallway, I could feel tears welling up, and desperately needed the privacy of my old nursery. Running up the stairs as fast as I could, by the time I reached the nursery door the tears became like a waterfall I could not stop. From being a tiny child, I had always loved this room. At its medium size windows, hung lovely Chintz curtains. There were lots of scattered cushions that matched on the overly large settee and comfy armchairs. Nanny had ensured the nursery was not only warm and welcoming, it was also spotlessly clean. Using the tiny china tea set I had been given one Christmas, I would have afternoon tea with my dolls and teddy bears, while sitting around the small beautifully made wooden table and tiny chairs that had been made for me. The toy cupboard which had been built from floor to ceiling, contained every type of toy and games any child could have desired. This included many beautiful dolls from overseas countries, some double jointed. My favourite teddy which still had place of honour on the settee, I immediately picked up as I continued to cry. How long I sat there, I have no idea. I felt thoroughly dreadful, perhaps the word decimated would be a better way to describe emotions I was now feeling. Eventually, I did manage to stop the cascade of tears that could have filled the basin of the Trevi Fountain. Slowly, I started to remember the past by taking a walk down memory lane. 

I had known Guy Davenport most of my life. His parents Sir Richard and Lady Rosalind Davenport are very close friends of my parents. Our fathers when duty allowed, would frequently play golf together. Our mothers were very firm established old friends. Guy’s father and mine had also been close friends as boys, and together, both having been to public school and university. While my father joined the army following in his father’s footsteps, Guy’s father decided he quite fancied the Royal Air Force. Both men eventually reaching the high rank they now held. 

Also part of our circle, were the parents of my closest friend Amanda. Her father Sir Hugh Barrington Sandford was a diplomat, currently serving as the United Kingdom’s Ambassador to France, which suited Lady Lucille, as she was French and loved Paris. Lady Lucille, Guys mother Lady Rosalind and Deri Langton, who was now married to the American Ambassador to the United Kingdom, Craig Langton. All were close friends of my mother, as all had been great friends through school and university. As the families were very close, we would join each other during the Christmas or Easter holidays. Sometimes, Lady Rosalind would hold a birthday party for Guy outdoors if the weather of course permitted; due to the fact his birthday is in early spring. During the summer recess, my mother would hold a garden party. We were then joined by other friends, along with their children who we knew from school, but there always seemed a special relationship between Amanda and Guy’s parents the Langton’s, and mine. 

Amanda, Guy, and I, followed our parents; by attending public school in England. At public school the three of us were all academically above average, Guy though surpassed all of us. He was also extremely popular, eventually becoming Head Boy and Captain of Cricket. Having obtained the requisite grades at A level, and after the required interview, we all gained places at Cambridge University. Guy to read economics and Chinese, whereas Amanda and I had chosen to read Law. Guy’s love of cricket continued at university. Having played in the Inter Varsity match against Oxford at Lords, he gained a Cambridge blue. At the end of his studies, he gained a “First” and after selection, Guy entered the RAF College at Cranwell in Lincolnshire. His aptitude and ability were soon evident to staff during his elementary flying training. 

Now he will never become a pilot, and I have lost one of my closest friends. The tears started to well again and I suddenly realised, not only have I lost my friend. I have lost the man I have loved from being a little girl. 

The following morning, I phoned one of my colleagues who worked at the law company I was employed at. With great difficulty trying not to shed further tears, I informed him of what had taken place and then asked for his advice. “Ross would it be expected of me to phone later and speak to one of the senior partners.”

“Not at all Annabelle,” he replied, and then continued. “I am sure everyone will understand how you must be feeling; I will inform Jeffrey Hatton myself. As you may have heard, he is an extremely understanding man, which in due course, you will come to find out. I hope Annabelle they are able to find the bodies very soon, it must be simply awful for his family and friends. Annabelle, do please let me or any member of the staff, know if you require any further help, we are all here for you.”

“Thank you, Ross, that is so kind.” I answered, then told him. “I have no idea at the present what will happen next. I just know his parents must be devastated as we all are. Guy was not just their son; he was their only child. Naturally, they loved him to bits and are… I should say, were so very proud of him.” I stopped for a moment, trying to control further tears, before continuing to say. 

“Ross, I will keep in touch, thank you again for your kindness. Would you please now excuse me for the moment, as I want to join my parents for breakfast and see if they have any further news?”

“Of course, Annabelle, just remember I am here if you wish to talk. Give my regards to your family and we will speak shortly.” 

“Thank you again,” I replied, and with that replaced the receiver; then ran downstairs to join my parents in the morning room. 

“Hello darling,” my mother greeted me. She looked so tired and drawn but continued with what it was she wished to say, before I could answer her. “Oh Annabelle, this is all so dreadful. I spoke to Rosalind last night, as you can imagine she is absolutely heartbroken. When I spoke to her this morning, she told me Richard has barely spoken a word to anyone and remained in his study most of the night. Guy was everything to them, especially after Rosalind found out she was unable to have any more children. I have no idea how they will now live without their incredible wonderful son. Richard had such high hopes for him becoming a fighter pilot in the RAF.” 

My father then interrupted. “Damn it all Arianna, it is the blasted situation of not knowing where they went down that is bothering me. So far there is not even a trace of any wreckage. No wreckage, no bodies and no one seems to know a damn blasted thing.”

“Calm down dear,” my mother told my father, before she further said, “we all understand John, how upset you must feel. I know as we had no sons, you were always very fond of Guy.” 

I then looked from my father to my mother, and wondered if I should reveal how I felt about Guy. Maybe this was not the right time to tell them, and so held my own council. I did though ask. 

“Daddy, how long do you think Guy’s parents will have to wait, until there is a memorial service?” 

“At the moment darling, I have no idea. The authorities will do their level best obviously to try and find the wreckage of the aircraft, or at least part of it. Maybe the boys will still be inside the cockpit, I just do not know. All I do know my darling, I would not like to be part of that team, as it is a frightful thing to find a body once it has been in water a great length of time.” 

“John, please stop.” My mother pleaded; her face now quite pale. She then told my father in a firm voice. “I feel so distressed dear; I cannot bear to hear any more gruesome details. We are just going to have to try and sit this out, at least until we are better informed about the whole dreadful situation. I am driving over to the Davenports later, would either of you like to accompany me?”

“Yes, of course I will join you,” my father replied, he then turned to me and enquired. 

“What about you Anabelle, would you care to join us 

“No daddy, not this trip, but thank you for asking, I answered, trying hard not to cry once again. 

My father then commented. “Very well darling, now do eat up. We will need all our strength to get us through the next few days.” 

The following few days were simply dreadful. Guy’s parents had slowly come to accept he would never be returning home, and preparations had begun to be put in place for his memorial service. The weekend dragged on unmercifully, leaving everyone drained and desperately unhappy as each long hour and day passed, and the continuation of there still being no news.

By Monday morning, the enormity of losing Guy was becoming unbearable for everyone. My father was like a bull in a China shop, should anyone have said anything he did not wish to hear. Mummy and I sat very quietly trying not to say a word during breakfast. Just as we were close to finishing the last of many cups of tea, the phone rang out in the hall. Smithy as normal answered it. Without knocking on the door, which is something he never did, he entered the morning room in what can only be described as in an over excited state; and in a matching over excited voice he said, “Sir Sir, you had better come to the phone quickly, it is Air Vice Marshall Davenport on the other end.” 

Without another word, Smithy practically ran from the room and returned back to the hall, but first he watched as my father jumped to his feet and then followed him out. Mummy and I sat there, not daring to think what Guy’s father would be saying to daddy. After a few minutes, daddy returned to the room and ran over to mummy planting a kiss on her cheek and then mine. Mummy and I looked at him in astonishment, as we had never seen him do this at breakfast before, or for that matter at any other time. 

“My darlings, I have the most marvellous news to tell you. Guy, thank the good Lord, is not dead after all, he is at this very moment on his way home. We do not have any other details at present, but I am sure all will be revealed once Guy arrives back.”

“Oh daddy, that is wonderful, simply wonderful news to hear.” I said excitedly. I still decided that for the moment, I would keep my feelings towards Guy to myself. Mummy just sat and clapped her hands; we even observed a few tears of relief escape from her lovely eyes. 

“I am over the moon,” my father said, in a tone of voice which now, not only mirrored his inner sentiments of happiness, but that of mummy and I. He then informed us. “Damn shame about the time though, as I would have opened a bottle of my finest Champagne.” Mummy laughed at daddy’s sentiments even though she was now feeling incredibly happy as I did. I should say, as we all did!! 

We found ourselves laughing and talking about all sorts of things, occasionally the three of us all talking at once, then laughing some more. Most of the conversation being in regards to Guy and his family. I am sure not only Guy’s family, but the whole staff at Davenport Hall would be celebrating. By this time we were all so desperate to know exactly what had happened, but of course would have to wait a little longer, our patience now being terribly tried.

The following morning a taxi drew up outside of Davenport Hall, the driver looked inquisitively at the man who alighted from his cab. Even though Guy’s clothes had been laundered, they were not up to the standard one would have expected of a guest who may be visiting such an establishment as the Hall, most notably was the fact that Guy had no luggage either. 

“Thank you.” Guy said to the taxi driver. 

He was just about to pay him; Hopkins though had already spotted the taxi on the Halls security cameras and ran out to pay the driver. Guy thanked Hopkins, then walked briskly into the entrance, and into the waiting arms of his parents. 

“Oh, my darling boy, how wonderful to see you,” his mother said, as she embraced him fondly.

His father then hugged him, his words began to tumble out, first asking. “How are you? Oh, my precious son, you have no idea how happy your mother and I are to see you. Would you like a cup of tea or something a little stronger, maybe you are hungry and would like to eat, and then my boy you must tell us everything that has happened?” 

Guy could not help but laugh, hearing his father asking so many questions at once, giving him no time to answer even one question. Eventually he did manage to say. “Thank you; I would love some tea.” 

As all three turned to walk towards the small cosy sitting room, which Lady Rosalind regarded as the one that had become her most favoured room in the vast, though very beautiful and historic Davenport Hall. Hopkins who had quietly stood by the door winked and at last said, “Nice to see you home young Sir.”

“Thank you, Hopkins, nice to be home.” Guy replied. 

His father then asked, Hopkins, if he would please bring some tea. “Certainly Sir.” Hopkins answered, wearing a broad smile which was quite unusual. As Hopkins walked towards the kitchen, Guy and his parents entered the small sitting room. 

Within a matter of minutes, Hopkins returned carrying a large silver Queen Anne tray, laden with beautiful heirloom Paragon fine bone China, plus a plate of Guy’s favourite chocolate biscuits as requested. 

“Now my boy; I want to know every detail of what has happened to you since last Thursday. Damn it all Guy, you have certainly given your mother and I a pretty awful scare.” 

Guy poured himself a cup of tea, then proceeded to say how sorry he was they had been so distressed. He then went on to explain to his father about the events that had taken place, starting with prior to the mid-course recess. 

“My friend Paul Charlesworth, who was a fellow student; approached me and asked if I would care to accompany him on a short trip to France. He suggested we might fly and visit La Rochelle, on the Cote Sauvage in the Charente Maritime; which of course as you know is very lovely. 

Paul owned a Cessna 175 aircraft, which his father had bought him as he had a Private Pilot’s Licence. Delighted at the thought, I readily agreed. We departed from Cambridge Airport and flew south. After an uneventful flight, we reached the south coast close to Brighton. 

Leaving England, we then headed south east towards France. Nearing the coast of France, the single engine misfired and stopped. Despite our efforts we could not re-start the engine, so we both agreed that our only option was to ditch the aircraft in the sea. Fortunately, the English Channel was relatively calm, and Paul was an accomplished pilot. He made a remarkable landing, as the aircraft did not overturn or disintegrate and landed in a horizontal position. Unfortunately, Paul’s head appeared to have struck the control column, causing him a severe head injury, which unfortunately left him barely conscious. I unfastened our seatbelts and managed to get both of us out of the cockpit. Once we were outside the aircraft, I inflated our life jackets. 

The Cessna as you know is a high wing monoplane, therefore it was impossible for us climb up onto the wing. As the aircraft was in a slightly nose down position, we managed to reach a degree of safety on the aircraft’s tailplane. 

The aircraft came to rest near the entrance to St Valery en Caux, close to a small fishing port. Luckily, a French trawler happened to be leaving port at the time and had witnessed the aircraft crash. The vessel rapidly drew alongside us, and the crew helped us on board. The French skipper sensibly took us to Le Havre, which thank goodness has a modern hospital. Sadly, on arrival Paul was pronounced dead. The staff took great care of me and made arrangements for Paul’s body to be transferred home. The doctor insisted I stayed in the hospital, as he was treating me for shock. Not just because I had been involved in a plane crash but having lost one of my closest friends. 

By Sunday I told the staff it was time for me to return home, in fact I insisted I did so. I am so sorry to have caused you a number of unnecessary days of distress by not phoning, but quite honestly at the time I felt pretty rough. I asked the hospital if they would get in touch with the British Consul for me, who in turn provided the papers and funds I required, ensuring I could return home without further worry. On leaving the hospital I caught the first available ferry back to Dover, and then picked up the taxi which brought me home. Must admit this is the best cup of tea I have enjoyed in days. 

Sir Richard with a huge smile on his face told his son, “I cannot express to you Guy; just how happy your mother and I are to see you; we really thought we had lost our precious son. You do know you mean the world to us, and we could not be more proud of you. I am assuming you are returning to Cranwell tomorrow.” 

Guy gave his father a smile lighting up his face, before he replied. “Yes Sir, I must return there tomorrow, as I have already taken enough time out from training.”

Sir Richard answered his son by saying, “in that case your mother and I will drive you there, at least it will allow you a little more time to rest and allow us a little more time in your company.”

“Thank you both.” Guy replied and then continued, “I deeply appreciate it, and now if you will please excuse me, I must get in touch with Paul’s family. I would then like to rest, take a shower and change. I will see you for dinner.” 

As Guy left the room, his father turned to his wife, and said, “Will you excuse me darling Rosalind, I have some phone calls to make as everyone will wish to know Guy is home safe and sound.”


	

Chapter Two

Sword of Honour

On his arrival at Cranwell, Guy received a message asking him to report to the College Commandant at 0900 in his office. Promptly as requested, Guy entered the outer office of the Commandant. His secretary stood up and greeted him, then invited Guy to sit down while he informed the Air Commodore of Guy’s arrival. Minutes later Guy was ushered into the inner office.

On entering, Guy marched smartly up to the front of the large desk, going on to salute Air Commodore Godfrey Harrison. The Air Commodore, stood up from his office chair and greeted him by saying. “Good morning, Davenport.” The Air Commodore, then walked around his desk to shake Guy’s hand saying as he did so. “Damned delighted to see you back, I am of course very sorry about your accident, and my condolences about the death of your friend.” He further went on to say, “Do you feel fit enough to return to flight training?” 

Guy could hardly contain himself at the thought of flying once again and replied. “One hundred percent sure Sir.”

“Excellent, delighted to hear it. Dismissed Davenport.” With that the men shook hands once again. Guy saluted, turned smartly and left the office, now feeling greatly relieved and happy at how the meeting had gone. 

After six months of intensive flying training in the Shorts Tucano aircraft, a Brazilian aircraft built under licence by Shorts in Belfast, Northern Ireland. With the course nearing its end, preparations were in hand for the Passing Out Parade to take place. By sheer coincidence, the Reviewing Officer, was to be Air Vice Marshall Sir Richard Davenport KCVO. ADC DFC, who of course was Guy’s father. 

On the chosen date with the parade assembled, it was announced that Flying Officer Guy Davenport had won the Sword of Honour. 

From his position in front of his Entry, Guy marched smartly to the dais on which his father and the Commandant were standing. Guy stood at attention in front of the dais then saluted. His father bent forward slightly and proudly handed Guy the coveted Sword of Honour, as he did so, he said quietly, “Well done Guy, your mother and I as always; are so proud of you.” 

Guy smiled and replied, “Thank you Sir.” 

Guy then performed the correct salute with the sword held proudly in his hand, after which he turned about and marched back to his position in front of his Entry. What followed, was an inspection by the Reviewing Officer, accompanied by the College Commandant of graduates and students. With the inspection and the ceremony completed, Guy once again approached the dais, saluted, and formally requested to march off. His father proudly gave his son permission to do so.Guy returned to his position and gave the required orders for the parade to perform the traditional march past in front of the Reviewing Officer and the College Commandant, accompanied by music from the RAF College Band. The Band played the Royal Air Force March, which would then take them off the parade ground. 

Once off the parade ground, the new graduates and students were dismissed. Everyone then made their way into the college for a formal luncheon. Once there they were joined by VIPs, guests, family and friends. To make it a special day for Guy, his father had invited their friends, including Amanda’s parents. Lady Lucille and Sir Hugh Barrington Sandford KCMG, along with another of their oldest friends. The American Ambassador to the United Kingdom; Craig and Deri Langton, and of course my parents and myself. 

Before taking their places, Guy’s guests lined up and proceeded to shake hands with him, along with offering their best wishes and congratulations. All adding many lovely comments about how well he looked, especially after surviving such a frightful accident. Thanking each of them, it was now my turn. Guy smiled down at me and politely said. “Nice to see you again Annabelle, thank you for coming. How is work, are you finding the job all you had hoped?” 
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