Christmas Eve. Run 1995

The Quest for the Pickle Mines of Branston

“Right Dook, we’re comin’ through and we’re comin’  through fast!  OK ?”

The Duke of Rutland cowered in his chair before the formidable figure of Jake who had come to the castle to inform the Duke, or Old Rut to his friends, that this year’s route  was directed through his back garden.

“Sure Jake, sure, anything you say.  I’m honoured that you have chosen my grounds for your quest”.   His Rutship replied.

“And we don’t want any funny business from those wild deer of yours on the way through. Those antlers can be damn painful !”  Jake thumped the desk, his woolly hat slipping down over his eyes and the Rut’s pet peacock made a nasty mess on the carpet in surprise.   Jake went away to inform the rest.

Yes, the Xmas Eve run was on!

The pub landlords in Grantham and district stood eagerly by their handpumps and the extra bar staff had been asked to stand by.   Were they to be the chosen venue this year ?  They would soon know.

This year’s quest was for the ancient pickle mines of Branston or failing that  the nearest alehouse.   It had been, as Keith C.  put it a bit, of a rush job in making the decision.  In fact the Executive Xmas Eve Run Committee had only just met the previous January so there had been barely eleven months to make the decision.  

It was a good turn out of ten runners at the old man of Barrowby’s house.   Captain Tony,  who is very old had established himself as a regular,  as the turkeys in his shop allowed him out on Xmas Eve every six years exactly.   

Keith M.  was recovering from an injury but really everone knew that he was just tired from too much decorating.   

Dave had missed last year’s run and so after a letter had been sent home demanding an explanation he didn’t dare miss this one.   

Duncan or ‘Willie the crag’, had been persuaded  to come despite the fact that the landlord did not serve porridge.   

Roger was practising bird calls in case of emergency and the rare white headed Guiness warbler was encountered.    

It was good to see Chris out again after all the hard work of the birth of his daughter for which he had been training for some time.   However, he had to be persuaded that he couldn’t just tuck her under his vest and bring her with him, as he wasn’t fit enough to carry the extra weight.   

Arthur was the token youngster of the party and naturally arrived on his bike.   

Old Jake was now a young 50 year old and had planned the route as usual.  It was to prove one of the best.   

The missing questers were those of Paul and Janice who were determined to find an Eastern route to Branston.   Unfortunately, this took them through Madras so they weren’t expected back before closing time.

The 10 were lucky again this year as the weather was perfect.   The route took them across the fields from Barrowby to a place called Brewer’s grave.   The feeling is that this brewer died from overwork in the build up to the Xmas Eve run.   There, lay the entrance to the estate of his Rutship, guarded by killer peacocks which had been chained up by the Duke so the brave runners could go through the gates unhindered.   

The sights in the estate would have taken the breath away from most people.  However,  the runners did not have much spare breath at this time so they weren’t too bothered.   The Duke’s prize beasts of the field were the next obstacle to be faced.   The huge Rutbulls (and I do mean huge!) pawed the ground but were under orders not to impede the group on their quest, so stood by and snorted  in defiance and waved their dangly bits instead.   The 10 crossed over the rickety bridge spanning the turbulent waters of the estate where they do say man eating Rutodiles lay in wait for unsuspecting runners who dared to stop and fasten a shoelace.   As they ran through the giant Ruttrees the keen ears of Roger picked up the call of the rare Rutodactyl as it swooped in its search for prey.   Actually his hearing is so acute that they reckon his earring is really a hearing aid in disguise!

Leaving the terrors of the Rutlands behind they entered the territory of Knipton and Harston and soon came to an outpost known as Croxton, but pronounced Crowson.   Here the area was rich in wild life.   In fact Roger was sure he could smell a fose.   It was also here that a strange experience befell the 10.   As the runners passed the village church the hands on its clock accelerated several hours.   This obviously meant that some sort of time warp had occurred but the alien spacecraft expected never arrived.   We think that they were probably looking for the pub as well.

The village of Branston was now in sight and eyes were peeled for the pickle mines.   These were expected to be similar in appearance to the jam butty mines of Knotty Ash with which I am well acquainted, but no sight of them was seen.  It was thought that if they had been sited next to the village of Stilton there could have been a thriving cheese and pickle factory there by now.  

To make up for their disappointment the 10 headed for the local pub  “The Wheel”.   This was to prove a better find than the pickle mines with a friendly welcome from a good landlord serving exellent beer.   Even the landlady had ways of making you eat the superb food on offer.   There arrived two more stalwarts of the running fraternity.  Jean, who was examining the wallpaper for decorating ideas and Jill, who had stopped off on her way to her folks place for a Xmas celebration.   Apparently this was to be some sort of ancient druid ceremony common in that part of the World, but as she was driving there she declined the offer of a cup of mead.   It was also unusual that when Chris discussed drinking this year he was talking about small quantities of warm milk.  

The only other thing to report was the landlord’s suggestion of putting some money for refreshment in a kitty.   This had to be explained to Arthur that it did not involve the landlord’s cat but unfortunately there was still some confusion.   This was Eventually sorted out but everyone decided that Arthur was not the one with whom  to play poker.  The rescue operation also went to plan and the “bag-lady-in-chief” arrived together with Sue, Chris’s better half.   Another successful Xmas Eve run had been completed and discussions were already underway for the next one.   The Executive Committee will meet each week to finalise arrangements which now only need the finishing touches.   This is expected to take no more than twelve months.

A fitting comment came from a young person in Barrowby  who observed the 10 setting off.   “Who were all those old men in tights running down your road ?”    Old men?   Well, Duncan has had a hard year,  but Arthur is only 29 !


