They called it Battle

The warm June sun creeps across the horizon flooding the flat landscape of Wiltshire with joyful yellow rays. A large camp of Travellers nestles amongst the trees of Savernake Forest. The inhabitants stir as the sun announces the start of a new day. Amongst the many colourful homes on wheels sits a little forest green Bedford minibus, painted with cheerful swirls and rainbows. The thin bedsheet curtains struggle to keep the morning at bay, much to the occupant's disapproval. Helen rolls on to her side, she pulls the heavy woollen blanket over her head, annoyed by the early morning wakeup call from the heaven's. Sticking one foot out of the bed she tests the coolness of the air, before throwing her blankets back and pushing herself into a seated position. Her feet find the pair of worn workmen's boots on the floor she had kicked off the night before. She squeezes her thighs together as her bladder struggles to hold its contents and waddles towards the door, adjusting her baggy Hawkwind t-shirt to free up her breasts that have gathered the loose fabric underneath them making it twist against her skin uncomfortably. She calls for her faithful mutt Winnie to follow.
[bookmark: _Int_4S51PtLu] Waddling around the side of her bus, Helen squats amongst the shaded laurel bushes to relieve herself. She notices the earthy scents of the forest floor, kicked up underfoot they mix with the pine sap drifting from above, Winnie sniffs around for the perfect spot to do the same. Once fully emptied the pair make their way back inside. Winnie climbs back into her pile of blankets under the small table along the right wall. Helen fills the kettle from the water-butt balanced on the driver's seat, the only original seat left in her bus everything else has been stripped out and rebuilt to make a comfy homely space. The walls are clad in reclaimed wood, decorated with vibrant hangings and a few antique brass wall sconces with remnants of candles that illuminate the pitch-black evenings. Helen places the kettle of water on the small gas stove along the left wall, opposite the table. Whilst she waits for the kettle to boil, she pulls on the patched-up jeans and black and red striped jumper she has been wearing for the last few days; they smell of wood smoke and incense, the jumper is a little crusty and frayed around the cuffs but decent enough. The sharp whistle of the kettle prompts her to grab a cup off the row of hooks under the small cupboard on the wall to the right of the stove. As she pours the hot water a loud knock at the door startles Winnie, she barks in alarm but doesn't leave her warm little nest. Helen shakes her head and hushes the dog.
“Come in, doors open!” she shouts
Her bearded neighbour Phil opens the door and steps on to the bottom step. Standing in the doorway he grins at Helen
“Alright Hels?” he says
“Yer good mate, you?” she replies
“Sound ta, sound. You ready to go or do ya need a hand with anything?” he asks
“Think I'm all set fanks. What time is everyone thinking of setting off?” she asks
“Within the next couple of hours, about half nineish I reckon. Radio said there is about three hundred hippies already at the stones so sounds like it's gonna be another wicked year like.” says Phil
“Wicked mate, gonna be a solstice to remember innit, wanna cuppa? kettles just boiled.” she replies
“Nah fanks Hels got to tat the truck down, best get on it, catch ya in a bit yeah.” he says
“Sound mate, see you in a bit.” says Helen
Phil steps down and pushes the door closed behind him, Helen watches him wander in the direction of his sky-blue fire engine a few meters down the track, a shovel over his shoulder he greets people cheerily as he passes.
 Helen smiles to herself, remembering the first time they met two years previous at a free festival she had ended up at after running away from home. She was only seventeen, beaten black and blue after she had come out as a lesbian to her parents. Ashamed her father attempted to set her on the straight and narrow with what he called a firm hand. She had nowhere to turn, so she ran. Phil was serving stew to a line of hippies on the main drag. His sign read ‘FREE FOOD to all that need it! donations welcome, peace be with you.’ Phil noticed Helen’s stray like appearance and pallid beaten features an asked if she needed help. She had cried like a baby bearing her soul. Phil didn’t flinch once and offered her the use of his sofa until she got back on her feet. He helped her get a job as a clown and face painter at the many fairs and festivals they visited over the summer, she managed to scrape enough money together to buy her rust bucket of a bus. With Phil’s mechanical knowledge the pair of them made it road worthy, then bit by bit fitted out the inside so Helen had a home. she never forgot his kindness and endeavoured to live her life like her friend, free, true and kind.

[bookmark: _Int_m3Ds6P3V] 	Bending down with her steaming cuppa in one hand Helen reaches under the table with the other to ruffle Winnie’s scraggly ears and says 
“Right Winnie, you hungry? Best get some grub in us before we get on the road hey.” 
Winnie replies with a wide yawn and stretches on to her back attempting to get a belly scratch as well, Helen laughs at her and stands up 
[bookmark: _Int_D6ePhNij]“Come on you lazy fart machine, we got stuff to do. you can sleep when we are on the road”
The morning progresses quickly, the site is abuzz with movement as everyone prepares their vehicles for moving. Gathering children's bikes, toys and digging over fire pits to make sure they leave the forest as they found it.
Helen secures any loose objects she can see around her home and jumps in the driver's seat. She turns the key in the ignition and the engine rolls over 
“Come on old girl, you can do it.” she whispers as she strokes the dashboard. After three tries the minibus roars into life and Helen bounces up and down in her seat
“yes! Get in Betty you beautiful bus!” she shouts
Helen pulls off and slowly makes her way up the track, to where Phil is parked in the entrance waiting for everyone to join the convoy. She admires a mural on the side of a double decker and an old ambulance clad with rainbow bunting as she passes. She beeps her horn; three little pumps to announce her arrival. The six vehicles in front of her including Phils fire engine reply with a chorus of horns, beep, beep, beep, toot, toot, toot for a moment they drown out the mellow notes of Bob Marley’s ‘Three little birds’ escaping the open windows of the Leyland FG in front.

By quarter past nine the convoy of two hundred vehicles has assembled, with Phil in the lead they set off from Savernake Forest towards the Solstice free festival at Stonehenge. Reggae music drifts from bus to truck to cars pulling trailers of all sizes. Another hundred or so vehicles join the convoy as they snake their way towards the Stones. The view from Helen’s wing mirror resembles a rainbow serpent of vehicles, clad with flags that look like tendrils dancing in the wind. She can’t see the end of the rainbow so pokes her head out the window to get a better look, it seems to go on forever. Pulling her focus back to the road she grins from ear to ear. She imagines the rainbow serpent circling the stones spewing joy from every scale.

A couple of locals wave Phil down, he stops and sticks his head out the window to talk to them. Helen can see a few other people have gotten out their motors to earwig on the conversation. She decides to investigate. Leaving Winnie in the bus she walks past the other vehicles towards Phils blue engine. 
“Everything alright?” she asks
“Bloody pigs are trying to stop us getting to the Stones.” says a dreadlocked man to her left.
From what she can make out something is blocking the road a couple of miles ahead and the discussion is about how to get around it. Out of nowhere Rosie pops up with an OS map in her hand and spreads it out on the bonnet of the Landrover just behind Phils engine, several people gather around it pointing and talking. They all agree that they can bypass the roadblock if they turn left at the next junction then right on to the A303 back towards the Stones. The map is folded hastily and people get back in their vehicles. A large motor bike with a leathered Hells Angel whizzes past towards the tail of the rainbow to let any stragglers know the developments.
 The convoy sets off again peacefully meandering along. Although excited to be on the move again Helen feels a sense of unease that she can't quite put her finger on. She notices a chestnut mare grazing in the field to her left its speckled foal playfully chasing what looks like painted lady butterflies, the smell of freshly cut grass wafts in the window from the bailers in the field opposite, all is well she thinks trying to shake the feeling.

[bookmark: _Int_5U3A1vuR]Not long after the convoy turns back towards the Stones, they are met with another roadblock. Several riot vans are parked sideways across the road. Phil gets out of his fire engine to negotiate with the superintendent, Helen does the same but changes her mind when Phil’s parlay is met with adversity, he is told that everyone needs to hand themselves in or they will use force. News of the geared-up bobbies travels down the line which is now two abreast taking up both lanes. After the events at Nostall priory no one wants to take any chances and a plan of escape unfolds. People start taking down a wooden fence to the right of the road with axes and bowsaws. Helen joins the action; saw in hand she frantically hacks at the wooden barricade. The deafening sound of truncheons on shields hums in the air a foreboding sign of what is to come. The fence is downed, freedom is in sight. vehicle's start revving up to cross the small ditch into the empty pasture field. Helen runs back to her bus pulling her windows closed and locking her door in fear. The blue army surrounds the vehicles in front frantically hitting the windows and shouting incoherent orders at the occupants. Helen runs to the back window and ushers at the coach behind her to move	Comment by Jan Gryta: What happened at NP seems to be important. It would be good to hear a bit more about. That is the kind of historical knowledge that would enrich the text.
“Go! You need to go!” Helen screams at Rosie who is sat in the driver's seat of the large coach, Helen can see the fear in her eyes and remembers she has four children on board two of whom are just babies. She can see Rosie mouthing the words 
“Oh shit! Fuck, fuck, fuck!”  
Rosie locks her steering wheel and floors it across the ditch, several other vehicles follow suit spilling into a large beanfield that runs alongside the pasture. The swarm of bobbies has reached Helen’s minibus she runs back to the front screaming and placing her hands on the windscreen trying to dull the blows to the glass 
“Stop, stop, stop this is my home! Please! This is my home what do you want me to do! Tell me what I need to do, I won’t fight please!” 
Phil’s engine has broken away from the crazed attack. He bolts into the field two officers are hanging off the side of the truck smashing at the driver's window, it explodes inwards. The engine comes to a rolling stop as the truncheons now connect with bone.
Tears stream down Helen’s face. Through blurry vision she can see Phil being pinned to the floor and booted repeatedly in the ribs, occasionally they stamp on his head. The sight of her best mate spewing blood from his mouth like the source of a river turns her tears to hysteria. She pleads with the frenzied force again but her cries are ignored for their abhorrent use of power. Her driver's side window finally gives in, and a gloved hand reaches through and grabs a handful of her long honey coloured hair, twisting it around his arm the officer jerks Helen towards the shattered opening in the window.
“Nooo! Please! Nooo!” she screams as she is yanked through the makeshift exit. The shards of glass feel like a thousand knifes digging into her skin even through her jumper, she desperately tries to cover her face and head with her arms still screaming and begging for them to stop, the officer pulls on her hair hard enough to scalp her; its golden hews drenched in vivid crimson streaks. They throw her to the floor, knocking the wind out of her. There is no respite as they start laying into her with their steel toed boots, the second kick cracks a rib or several, the crunch reverberates off her skull. She tries to curl up in the foetal position to deflect the blows to her core. An order is shouted and the trample of feet moves on, each step bouncing on her eardrum like a sledgehammer. She coughs wine coloured blood from her mouth and gurgles in pain gripping at her rib cage, the effort to breathe is unbearable 
“Help … help me” she pleads 
Helen lifts her head, the movement sears through her body like wildfire. Her hearing becomes almost supersonic as her right eye swells shut; they must have banged it on the shattered frame as they dragged her out. She listens for any signs of hope but is deafened by the sounds of devastation. People pleading and the repetitive thud of truncheons followed by the tinging of glass shattering into a million pieces, she hears the terrified howls of a child and revving of engines from vehicles desperate to escape. She is hauled to her feet by two officers. Through her good eye she can see they aren't wearing any name tags or numbers this strikes her as strange, she tries to remember their faces, but they are obscured by helmets and visors. They speak to her, but she isn't listening. She surveys the chaos of the field as they march her towards a van at the edge of it. A heavily pregnant woman is being dragged by her hair and walloped with a stick, homes are smashed to bits doors hang off and no window is left intact. Helen can't believe what she is seeing, beyond a line of coppers black smoke bellows into the sky Helen recognises the sky-blue vehicle as Phil's fire engine. “Is this what Thatcher means by freedom for every citizen?” she asks  
She can hear a reporter talking to his camera crew about how the scene looks like a battle 
“This is no battle! This is a battering!” she shouts in their direction.
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