Heart and Soul 2008

I always look forward to this one and booked Friday19th September off on January 1st. Wimpy, Two stroke and I met at Sandbach services on the M6 on a dry but slightly overcast morning. Two stroke showed us a fine example of luggage lashing with his exemplary effort with green rope – see gallery pics. If anything fell off his bike it would not be the luggage! We travelled north up the M6 before leaving at J34 Lancaster to travel up the pretty route to Devils Bridge (not the welsh one) by Kirby Lonsdale. It’s a popular spot for bikers with a permanent tea/butty bar on the bridge. 

Here we met up with Will and my mate from Yorkshire, John on his singing, dancing BMW tourer. After tea and a bun we carried on across country heading north. First  on to Sedberg then Middleton in Teesdale and then on to Stanhope. The roads roll and twist, the views are panoramic and all with hardly any other traffic to spoil it, one of my absolute favourites as you may have guessed. We finally picked up the A 69 for the last twenty miles to the rally site at Gosforth racecourse in Newcastle and arrived about 3.30. 
The racecourse going was soft, very soft! (as a result of the previous weeks of shitty weather) so bikes were not allowed on the grass but by 4.30 we were all set up and ready to roll. (The bonus to this was much quieter mornings!) Will produced some bottles of ‘specialist’ cider which we quaffed by the tent before heading to the bar. After a couple of pints and some tea (the catering is full on and good value) we decided to head out to a place Will knows, the Avalon biker bar and hotel in Whitley Bay. We got a taxi over there, an interesting bar with all kinds of bike memorabilia, some bikes etc and a good pint. We stayed until closing time then took a taxi back to the rally site to finish off the evening at the bar (all the bands had now finished) Finally tottered off to bed around 2.00 am.
We woke up on Saturday to a misty morning and a thumping head but with the sun already starting to break through and burn off the mist. We sorted out a brew and some breakfast before setting off out just before the official ride out was due to leave. We headed north up the A1 then over to Seahouses a regular haunt for this rally, and home of a really top chip shop – you gotta have fish and chips when you are at the seaside. So we sat there in the sun with our chips watching the world pass by. After chips it was time for ‘Wimpy’s Big Splash’, the old fool had said he wanted to go in the sea and I was charged with finding a secluded spot where he didn’t have to walk more than 100 yards to the sea. A couple of miles North of Seahouses such a spot was found and we headed down to the water. Off came his kit and in he went while the rest of us stood waved off the Green peace boats who thought he was beached and wanted to tow him back out to sea. After 10 minutes in the sea some bits had shrunk and his goose pimples had got goose pimples and he came ashore with teeth chattering. Towelled and re- togged we headed on through Bamburgh along the coast a bit then inland to our next destination Chillingham Castle. A nice ride over the hills in the sunshine to a castle that was closed on Saturdays – doh!! A twisty ride through the hills to Alnwick ensued where we stopped for a cuppa and a bun, sorry – ‘afternoon tea’ A blast back to the rally site then brought together with Roy and Rob Hill who had travelled up on Saturday. We sat by the tents snacking and drinking before heading once more into the bar, apart from Two stroke who was intent on purchasing some police riding tops on one of the trade stalls. We were all convinced it was part of kinky dressing up thing with handcuffs and truncheons but he assured us it wasn’t – pity really!
Saturday night brought us two good bands, a trio of exotic dancers (3 injured as Wimpy ploughed his way to the front) with a few beers and the usual banter and pisstaking before going back to the tents around 2.30am.
We emerged bleary eyed on Sunday to a heavy dew and mist as we sorted ourselves out and got started on packing away. My mate John and Will headed directly home before we left around 10.30 heading south before stopping off at the North East Aviation Museum near Sunderland. Nice set up and worth the visit even though someone had forgotten the keys to one of the hangers! From the museum we travelled homewards south on the A19, A1, M1 and A38. Great weekend, good weather and good company what more is to say except stick it in your diaries for next year.
