The Christmas Eve Run 1994 

A tale of Running Folk

From the far corners of Grantham, from the heights of Stephenson Avenue, yeah even from the outer reaches of Barrowby they travelled.   To a modest house in Barrowby Gate they came, the dwelling of Paul and Janice whose hospitality was widely regarded and whose travels abroad were greatly admired.  There awaited mulled wine and good cheer.  A map was spread therein and before it mused Jake the pathfinder extraordinaire and his many accomplices.   Of weird and wonderful garb were they,  bright colours all, with hats set, loins girded against the cold and laces afixed tightly.  There was even one of tender years with plastic antlers jauntily set which joggled as he ran (amongst other things!).  However, his companions were too kind of heart to tell him that they would not protect any parts of him from the cold.

And it came to pass that they bade farewell to the clan of women folk gathered there (both of them) and set out on their mighty quest.  It had been three hundred, three score and four days in the planning.  To find an old hostelry in far off Redmile it was, whose victuals had been spoke about and whose ale flowed free, so the saying went.  Some even say that there was once a piano there and a strange landlady who danced on tables !

Duncan was there.  As wild and craggy a Scot as ever there was (in fact they say there has never been so many crags in one place before!).   The dogged and reliable Keith M. was there.  Of cheerful disposition he and a valued customer of the Blue Bull tavern.

Keith C. was there.  Whose moustache was home grown and whose tales of old Grantham pubs did hold people in wonder !  

Chris was there.  A lad of tender years whose occasional bouts of eccentricity were tolerated with much merriment by his elders. 

Roger was there.  A former hirsute specimen,  who had forsaken his rock days of old for an expertise in wildlife (particulary birds !). 

Paul was there.  A respected organiser was he, wise in the ways of the new fangled computing machines and he had decide to try running all the way this year instead of rolling on his back as on the previous year's excursion.

And old Jake was there.  An expert in the local highways and byways was he, but nobody had fathomed out why each one always led to a pub !

Bringing up the rear was the old man of Barrowby.  His bones did rattle on the frozen earth and many a curse was made by him, particulary as his head was a bit colder than last year through a loss of some natural cladding.

On and on they went and those that did see them pass cried out "where goest thou silly  buggers ?".   However, undaunted were they as they crossed fields and ditches and skirted the wide stretch of water known as the Res.  Then on a particularly rutted stretch disaster almost struck.  Old Jake decided to change his stride pattern.  Instead of the usual, much tried and tested one foot in front of the other he decided to try shuffling backwards across the rutted field on the nether regions of his anatomy.  This was not a success !  Thankfully he reverted to continuing in his original mode of movement and the travellers breathed a sigh of relief because nobody else knew where they were !

Up and down hills they travelled until they spied the spires of Redmile and much heartened were they at the sight I can tell you!!  This was just as well for murmurings of "are you sure you know where we're going ?" and "where the hell are we now ?" were heard.  But old Jake just smiled for he had smelt  the malt, hops and barley that the brewers had concocted especially for the occasion.

And on entering the village much wonder was seen, for there to greet them were other comely womenfolk.  Janice, Jill (Gill ?) and Jean were they and prizes had they won for their fleetness of foot.  And accompanying them was one they called wandering Phillip, soon to be inaugurated into the ways of the veteran, though his youthful appearance belied it.  And he was being looked after by the kindly womenfolk for he had failed to arrive at the said meeting place.  Some say the cockerels in his area do not crow in the morning as soon as other cockerels, for it was not the first time !

And they entered the hostelry and were greeted well.  Mild and bitter drinks were had and many potatoes of the chipped variety consumed.  The fire warmed them all (eventually) and a good time had by those present.

Much thanks are to be given to Paul and Janice for their hospitality and to old Jake for his route, not forgetting Judy, spouse of the old man from Barrowby and hereby promoted to Christmas Eve baggage-carrier-in-chief.

There has been a strong rumour that old Tony, an ancient runner from the Alma Park tribe is to be released from the shackles of the butchery to particiate in next year's journey.   Watch this space ! 

