Grumpy Old Bastards - Chill out weekend (Ovington, near Watton, Norfolk)
Wimpy and I are also members of the Grumpy Old Bastards club, numbers LXXVII and LXXVI respectively, I mean how could we not be? made for us really (and Nookie you closet GOB you). At the Heart and Soul Rally GOB No. I, Scruffy, told us both about this event and told us it would be well worth the effort. I appealed to the long suffering Saintly Susan and got a pass out for the weekend.
Wimpy and I left work in Birmingham around 4.45 and went east, M6, A14 in the normal fairly heavy Friday traffic. Just after the M11 turnoff we came into solid jam which resulted in my longest ‘white line’ to date - over 10 miles, six miles of which were spent following a fire engine and ambulance ploughing between to two columns of traffic. When we got to the start of the jam up were there wrecked vehicles, mayhem, carnage? – nowt! one car at the side of the road. On by Newmarket and Thetford before going North to Watton and the rally site at GOB XL’s (Bob) farm. We arrived in the dark and went to sign in, £10 per ticket for which you got a warm welcome, a welcoming shot of JD (it was chilly!) four cans of bitter or lager and a raffle ticket. We headed into the field and started to get ourselves set up. ‘Where’s me batteries’ cried Wimpy ‘!#*%*!!  !#*%*!!  !#*%*!!  !#*%*!!’ cried Wimpy - and so the Brail Rider was forced to erect his tent by the light of his headlight. Once sorted we headed inside the venue, a converted chicken house (barn size) in which a bar and  stage had been set up and there were tables chairs etc so it looked the biz. The spray on internal insulation made it comfortably warm in there too. Somehow the haunting refrain of ‘there aint nobody here but us chickens’  and ‘chick chick chick chick chicken lay a little egg for me’ kept coming to mind - spooky.
The Friday band was ‘Blood Runner’ a decent rock band who gave their two sessions one hundred percent with props (don’t ask about the best head in Norfolk) and costumes. Between the band sessions we were wonderfully entertained with a pole dancing routine by Debbie of Fenlanders – nothing smutty (ooh matron!) but very nicely done (Ding Dong). After the band finished at midnight the music continued for another hour before those remaining retired to another adjacent building with numerous old settees, a roaring log fire and tea and coffee on tap. Another GOB with a guitar was ensconced there entertaining the hardy souls remaining with all sorts of musical sing alongs from ‘Bridge of Troubled Water’ to ‘Av you got a light boy’. We finally bailed out around 2.30 and felt our way back to the tent.
Climbed out of my pit around 10.00am in beautiful sunshine and got the kettle on so I could tease Wimpy out of his tent with the promise of a brew. He eventually emerged like ‘The monster from the lagoon’. Duly fed and watered we saddled up around 11.15 and set off via the back roads to Thorpe Abbott near Diss. We had found the 100th Bomb Group Museum, a former WWII, 8th Airforce B-17 bomber base on the internet and wanted to take a shufty. Almost all the runways have now gone but the control tower (fully restored) remains a poignant reminder of the nearly 900 young Americans who left that airfield and did not return. There are lots of exhibits and personal memorabilia in the tower and other buildings giving a flavour of what it would have been like. Just as we were getting ready to leave a vintage yellow biplane trainer in US Navy markings made a low pass along the site of the former main runway before veering off over the tower with a salutory waggle of the wings. A fantastic sight with the clear blue sky and in the brilliant sunshine.
From Thorpe Abbott we continued on, again by back roads over the border to Framlingham in Suffolk. Framlingham is a very pretty little village with thatched houses, tea shops and the like but what we came for was the castle. (What a couple of boring old farts we are!) It is a very imposing structure with 800 years of history and place very much involved in matters of state as home of the Duke of Norfolk. Suffice to say have a look at the pics in the gallery and see what you think. After the castle we blasted back by another route arriving back around 6.00.
Tea from the catering van was excellent – Wimpys mixed grill was almost a Desperate Dan size with a beer followed by port with cheese and crackers and then back into the main venue for some Guinness. As a warm up act they had a couple of jugglers who did there stuff with a bit of clowning thrown in- certainly different for us and different from their usual gigs. (Q. How do you kill a circus     A. Go for the Juggler!),  The Saturday band was ‘something Horses’ ( sorry) , the band was fronted by Russ a GOB member and bloody good they were too. More people had arrived since Friday so it was fairly full. Between the band sessions was the raffle and more pole dancing (bootiful) from Debski the Pole. After the second band session and a few more beers I was knackered and had to bail around 12.30am. Slept like a zombie until 9.00 when we got up and commenced the rather depressing packing up process. 
Packed away by 10.00 we said our good byes and headed homewards (by a different route of course) via Swaffam, Downham Market, Wisbech, Peterborough before a stop at Uppingham HD for a coffee. The journey was good apart from some light rain around the twilight zone that is Leicester. Q.When is a ring road not a ring road? A. When its around Leicester.
Overall a great weekend, relaxed, good weather and set in a beautiful area – another one for next year’s calendar.

