
The New Forest 

 
May 3rd saw our departure from the Isle of Wight and our arrival in the New Forest area of 

Hampshire. 

……… 

We left the hotel in Sandown at 09:00 and drove right across the centre of the Isle of Wight, 

just grazing the southern boundary of the capital, Newport. En route we learned that 

PLUTO, the Pipeline Under The Ocean that pumped fuel to the Normandy beachheads, 

started in the Isle of Wight. Also, that the population of the IOW is dropping because young 

people can find no meaningful employment and leave for the mainland. 

We were at the ferry terminal in Yarmouth in good time for our 10:30 crossing. 

It was a beautiful day and the crossing of the Solent was uneventful. We picked up our guide 

Pamela at the ferry terminal in Lymington. 

Soon we were in the New Forest, an area set up by William the Conqueror as a hunting 

reserve. There were huge expenses of yellow gorse and a lot of semi-wild ponies. 

Our first visit was to Buckler’s Hard, an 18th century ship building centre, where over 50 

ships were constructed for the Royal Navy between 1745 and 1814. Actually, I already knew 

about Buckler’s Hard because it had been the subject of a lecture on MV Voyager. 

But, I had not known how much it had figured in World War Two. First, the Beaulieu estate 

had housed SOE operatives, who were ferried to the continent by Lysander aircraft that 

landed on the estate. Second, it was a base for Motor Torpedo Boats to control the Solent, 

and third, sections of the Mulberry Harbour had been built there. 

I went for walk from Buckler’s Hard to Lord Montague’s Beaulieu but had to give up as it 

was too far. But, I did manage to photographically snag some pheasants. 

We drove some more in the New Forest to the village of Burley. Its claim to fame is witchery. 

I settled for some photos of donkeys and horses. But, I did note again that every gift shop 



has souvenirs relating to World War Two. It obviously traumatized the British more than I 

had imagined. 

Finally we got into Lyndhurst where we would spend three nights at the Crown Manor 

Hotel. 

As always, my first instincts were to do my laundry, back up photo cards and recharge 

batteries. It is a version of the cavalryman always looking after his horse first before tending 

e saddle. to his own needs after a tough day in th
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