More sand than a dozen egg-timers

We knew that it was a windy day when we set out, but being Hardy folk (all right, one of us was probably Laurel) we decided to go to the coast anyway. The wind might be a little less strong there, we reasoned, thinking no doubt that it would get tired moving over all the water in the Irish Sea. But unfortunately it had stamina to spare. 
On calm, sunny days the beach at Crosby (near Liverpool) where Antony Gormley’s artwork called ‘Another Place’ is situated would be an enchanting place. On the day we visited we commented on the fact that the sea birds were expending all their energy in flying at exactly the same place in the sky…and that as soon as they stopped flapping their wings they would be whisked away inland at a high rate of knots. The birds didn’t seem to mind, but then I suppose they’re used to the ‘fresh’ days they get in Liverpool Bay.

We set off down to the beach to look at the large statues (see Gallery Seven) and braved the elements for the sake of Art (who was probably indoors watching the football that day) and to say we’d been there….just because it’s there. If that’s what Crosby seafront can do, then Mount Everest can stay unclimbed by us…because whether it’s there or not we’d need a better reason than that to attempt it!
Having taken our photographs and also taken in enough ozone to enlarge the hole in the Ozone layer we returned to the car to decide the next move…and decided that the Red Squirrels at Formby Point would be good to visit next. They are an Endangered Species it is said…..but then that day at Formby Point so were we. Reaching there wasn’t a problem, so we went first to the Point itself, normally a splendid vantage point giving panoramic views.

On this day it would have been better suited to Camels….and Bedridden (sorry Bedouin…..still, given the conditions… after a few minutes…) Arabs. Sandstorms swept along the beach, sand shifted endlessly and the Geographical term ‘Dune Blow-out’ took on a very practical meaning. The views were still there, of course, but no-one could see them for the large amounts of sand blowing into our eyes and everywhere else….Remember the calm days you spent on the beach as a child and think of where the sand got to then – now add high winds and you’ll get the idea.
Recording the scene was difficult, but we managed it (see Gallery Seven again) and made our way back to the Nature Reserve where the squirrels were keeping well out of sight and out of harm’s way.

As we drove on to a well-deserved lunch we reflected that we should do two things: (i) start an egg-timer factory with all the sand from our persons and (ii) take the squirrels’ advice…and hang on to our nuts!
