Journey to the Centre of….well, nearly…

All right, so maybe we are going a little bit over the top…..if you can do that when going down under the ground….but the truth is that I hadn’t done that before in that part of the UK.

Setting off from Liverpool to North Wales (it always has to be ‘with my trusty companion’…it’s in the rules) we drove to the middle of town and the Wallasey Tunnel.

Now I’ve been to Liverpool before and every time I’ve ended up near this road (whether I wanted to go that way or not) and just escaped….but this day we were going down….into the whatsits of the Earth….

So, with some apprehension….and a trusty companion (of course) who had done this many times, away we went. Now I’ve been through many road tunnels of various sorts, including the slow crawl (in a convoy) through the Dartford Tunnel in Kent, full of large trucks just off the Ferry or through the Channel Tunnel…but not here.

Down we went, through the tunnel under the Mersey (no song about that, not like the Ferry ‘Cross), closing all windows and re-circulating the air in the car as per instructions. No problems, of course; quickly out to the pay booths, like those on the M6 Toll road around Birmingham (a toll to avoid Birmingham? - no comment) and for a mere £1:30p we were free!
A good day out followed, with a fine meal and good company…and a wonderful puppy called Max….read the next tale to find out more.

Then back just before dark…to brave the tunnel again and share the feeling that all miners know…..it’s ok to go down into the tunnel, but it’s really good to come out again!

